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1931, I read it and became at once, in Alexander Woolcott’s phrase, 

a one-man Gideon Society. I broadcast its merits right and left — 
to students, to friends, to everyone I could induce to listen. In my 
enthusiasm I went so far as to declare that the book should be required 
reading for every student, young or old, in the country; and that any 
person who refused to read it was not only an addict to invincible 
ignorance, but was also a miserable slacker, criminally negligent of his 
plain duty as a citizen. Now after a careful re-reading of the book, and 
at the risk of sounding like a publisher’s blurb, I am forced to admit 
that I think my original ardor was not unjustified. 

I shall say nothing about the moral obligation to read the Autobiog- 
raphy, for though I think a strong case could be made, such an approach 
is repugnant to most young people. Asa matter of fact, the book needs 
no such disagreeable recommendation. To it applies the best reason 
in the world for reading any book. It is, first and foremost, a fascinat- 
ing story. Who among us can fail to respond with delight to the 
seductive tale of Steffens’ boyhood days in the Golden West — his 
escapades with his beloved pony, his forays into the surrounding coun- 
try, his ingratiating conquest of all sorts of eccentric folk, his disillusion- 
ing experiences on the race-track, the alluring atmosphere of life in 
the open — free, vital, and full of zest. “ Anyone who has a boy,” 
said Albert Nock in the Saturday Review of Literature, “is missing the 
chance of his life if he does not read the first fifteen chapters aloud to 
the youngster — a superb piece of work.” 

And as the tale proceeds, what a bewildering succession of scenes 
we get as young Steffens of Sacramento sets out on his quest for the 
truth about human nature — or as he puts it, “ some scientific basis for 
ethics.” We whirl with him from preparatory school, where as a 
defiant adolescent he almost disrupts the institution, to the University, 
to Berlin, Heidelberg, Leipzig, Paris, and London. Everywhere he 
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seeks and accepts experience; everywhere he searches for an answer 
to the question he keeps asking himself all his life: “ What is the 
right thing for men to do—and why?” Finding no satisfactory 
answer in metaphysics or ethics, psychology or science, indeed making 
up his mind that the scholars and philosophers are as remote from 
human realities as mice in a toy treadmill, he plunges into the mael- 
strom of newspaper work in New York, forced to battle for a living, 
but still restlessly alert, passionately cager to seize upon any suggestion, 
to follow any path of inquiry that may serve to illuminate the bases of 
human conduct. 

The bent of Steffens’ interests and the nature of his opportunities 
leads him inevitably to investigate the political and economic structure 
of society, and he becomes an actor in one exciting episode after an- 
other. As sheer story, the document rushes on with magnificent 
audacity, ripping apart the veils of hypocrisy and laying bare the secret 
sources of corruption. And in our travels from city to city we are led 
through a gallery of portraits unique and varied — portraits etched 
with humor and charity, to be sure, but also with unflinching fidelity. 
Here are all sorts and conditions of homo Americanus — statesmen and 
riffraff, policemen, painters, professors, thieves, and pickpockets; right- 
eous reformers and brazen looters of the public treasury; prosecuting 
officers, Wall Street magnates, mayors and governors — not to mention 
several presidents of the United States. Nor are these portraits, mind 
you, set pieces. They are more like moving pictures of men in action; 
the essence of personality emerges as a result of behavior in a crisis, or 
of some conversation which the writer reports so deftly as to crystallize 
a significant trait of character. Theodore Roosevelt, Jake Riis, Ike 
Durham, boss of Philadelphia, the inimitable Martin Lomasney, Pro- 
fessor Wundt, the psychologist, “ Fighting Bob” LaFollette, J. P. 
Morgan, and Willy Hearst — what an array! And there are scores of 
others just as vivid, equally significant. 

The richness and variety of situation together with the extraordinary 
procession of human figures would perhaps be enough to account for 
the spell which the book has cast upon thousands of readers. But we 
must not forget to glance for a moment at the style. It is true that 
Lincoln Steffens was not a conscious artist in letters in the sense, let us 
say, that Joseph Conrad was. He has nothing of the subtle cadence 
we find in the work of Willa Cather. He is, however, generally cred- 
ited with being one of the ablest reporters this country has produced, 
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and in the Autobiography he is at his best. He is always lucid, fuent, 
and utterly unaffected. The tone is conversational, and the sentences 
flow with a tang and vigor that make the reading both pleasant and 
easy even for the unsophisticated. At times, especially in the account 
of certain boyhood experiences, the writer's deep feeling infuses into 
the composition an almost poetic tenderness. His practice, moreover, 
of dramatizing his scenes and anecdotes, of allowing his characters to 
express themselves in actual speech — this method of narration imparts 
to the Autobiography the vivacity and spiritedness of a lively novel. 

Everyone agrees that the book is as entertaining as a moving picture 
— and almost as easy to understand. But that, as you may suspect, is 
not why I am so eager to have you read it. The vital significance of 
the book for you — yes, and for all of us in today’s society — lies in the 
picture it presents of certain basic realities of our civilization. Your 
own special interests may lead you far from political and economic 
questions; you may want to devote yourself to writing music, or build- 
ing airplanes, or nursing the sick, or just blowing bubbles. Neverthe- 
less, you must not forget that your individual life, whatever you do 
with it, is circumscribed, confined, and conditioned within and by the 
particular economic and political framework of the society of which 
you are a unit. Whether you like it or not, you cannot escape being an 
atom of the social molecule. Your movements, your thoughts, your 
prejudices, even your aspirations and ideals are inextricably set in the 
matrix of society, and are shaped and limited by that mould. Unless 
you are reconciled to being a mere automaton, you must make a serious 
effort to understand the nature of the social fabric, the forces that 
compose and alter it, and the part which you, as an individual, can play 
in helping to make it serve more effectively your own desires for a 
happy life, and the valid purposes of your fellows. 

I can imagine no more pleasant and profitable method of obtaining 
an insight into the functioning of our society than an intelligent perusal 
of Steffens’ Autobiography. Your textbooks on government and eco- 
nomics will furnish you with facts about the anatomy of the social 
organism; from them you will learn of the structural parts and how 
they are supposed to work. But you will not find out how they actu- 
ally function. You will be provided with a blue print of the political 
machinery, but you will learn very little from textbooks of how the 
machine actually works. Now that is precisely what Steffens will 
give you —a rich and penetrating insight into the way in which the 
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even by Bach. In science, probably ninety-nine per cent of the know- 
able has to be discovered.” ‘Towards the younger generation of America 
and their possibilities, his feelings can perhaps most fitly be expressed 
in the flashing words of Whitman: 


“ Have the elder races halted? 
Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied over there beyond the seas? 
We take up the task eternal, and the burden and the lesson, 
Pioneers! o pioneers! ” 


Wi iiam: CUNNINGHAM 
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Part One. A BOY ON HORSEBACK 


I. WHEN I WAS AN ANGEL 


the Mission” of San Francisco, California, I was born — a re- 

markable child. This upon the authority of my mother, a 
remarkable woman, who used to prove her prophetic judgment to all 
listeners till I was old enough to make my own demonstration. Even 
then, even though I was there to frown her down, she was ever ready 
to bring forth her evidence, which opened with the earthquake of 1868. 
When that shock shook most San Franciscans out of their houses into 
the streets, she ran upstairs to me and found me pitched out of bed 
upon the floor but otherwise unmoved. As she said with swimming 
eyes, I was “ not killed, not hurt, and, of course, not crying; I was smil- 
ing, as always, good as gold.” 

My own interpretation of this performance is that it was an exhibit 
less of goodness than of wisdom. I knew that my mother would not 
abandon me though the world rocked and the streets yawned. Nor 
is that remarkable. Every well-born baby is sure he can trust his 
mother. What strikes me as exceptional and promising in it is that I 
had already some sense of values; I could take such natural events as 
earthquakes all in my stride. That, I think, is why I smiled then; that 
is why I smile now; and that may be why my story is of a happy life 
— happier and happier. Looking back over it now for review, it seems 
to me that each chapter of my adventures is happier than the preceding 
chapters right down to this, the last one: age, which, as it comes, comes 
a-laughing, the best of all. I have a baby boy of my own now; my 
first —a remarkable child, who— when he tumbles out of bed — 
laughs; as good as gold. 

I was well born. My mother, Elizabeth Louisa Symes, was an Eng- 
lish girl who came from New York via the Isthmus of Panama to 
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San Francisco in the sixties to get married. It was rumored about the 
east that the gold rush of ’49 had filled California with men — self- 
selected, venturesome, strong young fellows who were finding there 
gold, silver, and everything else that they sought, excepting only wives. 
There was a shortage of women of the marriageable sort. My mother 
had highly developed the woman’s gift of straight-seeing, practical in- 
telligence whic makes for direct action. She not only knew that 
she, like all girls, wanted a husband; she acknowledged it to herself 
and took steps to find one. There was nochance for her in the crowded 
east; competition was too sharp for the daughters of a poor family like 
hers. She would go west. A seamstress, she could always earn a 
living there or anywhere. She took one of her sisters, Emma, and 
they went to the easiest man-market in the world at that time, and 
there, in San Francisco, they promptly married two young men chums 
whom they met at their first boardinghouse. They paired off, and 
each married the other’s beau; otherwise it turned out just as these two 
wise maidens had planned. This on the authority of my father, who 
loved and laughed to tell it thus when my mother was there to hear; 
it annoyed and pleased her so. She was an amiable, teasable wife. 
He was a teasing, jesting father with a working theory that a fact is a 
joke. 

My father was one of the sixteen or seventeen children of a pioneer 
farmer of eastern Canada, who drove west with his wife in a wagon 
to Illinois, where he bought, cleared, and worked his piece of wilder- 
ness, raised his big herd of tall boys and strong girls, and, finally, died 
in 1881, eighty-one years of age. He was a character, this grandfather 
of mine. I saw him once. My mother took me and my sister to visit 
him when we were very small, and I remember how, bent with age 
and brooding, he gradually looked up, saw us, said “ Humph,” and 
went back into himself and his silence. He came to life only one other 
time for me. I was looking at a duster made of horsehairs that was 
stuck in a knothole on a board fence. It looked just like a horse's tail, 
and I was peering through a crack to see the horse. My grandfather, 
watching me, said, “ The horse was cut off the tail.” I wondered, but 
he did not laugh, so I believed him. 

Besides farming and breeding, my grandfather did some preaching, 
and when there was no regular teacher he taught the school. Also 
he raced horses and betted on them. Once, on a wager, he preached 
on the track between heats a sermon which was remembered long 
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enough for me to hear of it. A favorite indoor winter sport of his was 
to gather the family around the fireplace and set my grandmother tell- 
ing a story of some terrible night fight with the Indians. She described 
the approach of the savages so well that you felt the shivers creeping 
like Indians up your back, and at the attack, when the varmints broke 
out of the darkness with their tomahawks raised and ready, when the 
terror-stricken children turned to see the savages crash at them, a yell 
ripped the silence — my grandfather’s. He chose the moment which 
he knew — which they all knew —“ Mother” was working up to, 
and springing from his seat he shrieked, as he could shriek, the tearing 
war whoop of the wild west. And my father said that though his father 
and mother played the game over and over, and always in the same 
way, so that the children not only knew what was going to happen, 
but were sure they could sit through it, the old folks collaborated so 
perfectly that, when the yell went up, they all were lifted by fright to 
their feet to fight, till the war whoop turned into a laugh. It must have 
been thrilling; my father could not describe it without some of the 
old fear in his eyes, the terror which carried over to me, a little boy. 

Because my father was small and not strong, his father called him 
“the scrub” and told him that he probably would not live; and when 
he did live, the old man said that, anyhow, he was no use on a farm. 
He let him, therefore, do what he wanted to do: go to town, take a 
job in a store and courses in two commercial colleges. Working by day 
and studying at night, my father got his education and saved up enough 
money to go west. Horace Greeley had been preaching that to the 
young men of the east, but the old New York Tribune was read in the 
west also, and many a western boy grew up, as my father did, deter- 
mined to go west. 

My father traveled de luxe, for that day: on horseback. He joined 
a wagon train, led by Colonel Levi Carter, and he and a chum of his, 
likewise mounted, served as scouts. They rode ahead or off on the 
flanks of the ox-and-horse train to look out for Indians. They saw some. 
There were several skirmishes and one attack which became a pitched 
battle. When it was over, my father found his chum dead with an 
arrow in his breast. That arrow was kept along the front of a shelf 
in the bookcase of our home, and whenever it was referred to, my 
father would lay down his newspaper, describe that old fight, and show 
us the bloodstains on the arrow. If we would let him he would tell 
the whole tale of the long march across the plains, around the edge of 
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the desert up through the Sierras, down into the Valley of the Sacra- 
mento River. 

The overland approach is still an element in the overwhelming effect 
of a first impression of California. To me asa child, the State was the 
world as I knew it, and I pictured other States and countries as pretty 
much “ like this.” I never felt the warm, colorful force of the beauty 
of California until I had gone away and come back over my father’s 
route: dull plains; hot, dry desert; the night of icy mountains; the dawn- 


MY FATHER JOINED A WAGON TRAIN 


From an old sketch by Theodore R. Davis, in Harper's Weekly 


ing foothills breaking into the full day of sunshine in the valley; and 
last, the sunset through the Golden Gate. And I came to it by railroad, 
comfortably, swiftly. My father, who plodded and fought or worried 
the whole long hard way at oxen pace, always paused when he recalled 
how they turned over the summit and waded down, joyously, into the 
amazing golden sea of sunshine — he would pause, see it again as he 
saw it then, and say, “I saw that this was the place to live.” 

When the wagon train broke up and scattered, he went on to San 
Francisco. He was not seeking gold or land but a start in business, 
and in San Francisco he found it (September, 1862) as bookkeeper in the 
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firm of Fuller and Heather, importers and dealers in paints, oils, and 
glass. That was his job when he married and I was born. But soon 
thereafter he was offered a quarter interest in a branch store which the 
firm was establishing in Sacramento. He went there, and that is where 
my conscious life began. 

I can recall nothing of my infancy in San Francisco. My memory 
was born in Sacramento, where it centers around the houses we lived 
in. Of the first, in Second Street, I can call up only a few incidents, 


SACRAMENTO IN 1851 


From an old print 


which I think I still can see, but which I may have constructed, in part 
at least, out of the family’s stories of that time. I can see yet my mother 
with her two hands over her face, and several people gathering anx- 
iously about her. A snowball had struck her in the eyes. It rarely 
snows in that part of California — once, perhaps, in four or five years 
—so that a snowfall would have excited those people, all from the east, 
and they would have rushed out of the house to play in the snow. This 
I infer from hearsay. But what I see now, and must have seen a bit 
of then, is my mother standing there in trouble. And the reason I am 
so sure I recall my own sight of her is that she looks pretty and girlish 
in this one memory. All my other mental pictures of her are older and 
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— not a girl, not a woman, but just my mother, unchanging, unchange- 
able, mine as my hand was mine. 

I think I see, as from a window, safe and without fear, a wild, long- 
horned steer, lassoed by three mounted vaqueros who spread out and 
held him till he was tied to a tree. No one else recollects this scene, 
but it might well have happened. Sacramento was a center for ranches 
and mines. Lying in an angle of the Sacramento and the American 
Rivers, the town was the heart of the life, the trade, and the vice of 
the great valley of wheat and cattle ranches, of the placer mining of 
the foothills, of the steamboat traffic with San Francisco and, by the new 
railroad, with the world beyond. I remember seeing the mule teams 
ringing into town, trains of four or five huge, high wagons, hauled by 
from twelve to twenty and more belled mules and horses driven by 
one man, who sometimes walked, sometimes rode the saddled near 
wheel horse. Cowboys, mostly Mexicans and called vaqueros, used 
to come shouting on bucking bunches of bronchos into town to mix 
with the teamsters, miners, and steamboat men in the drinking, gam- 
bling, girling, fighting, of those days. My infant mind was snapping 
wide-eyed shots of these rough scenes and coloring and completing 
them with pictures painted on my memory by the conversations I over- 
heard. I seem to have known of the gold strikes up in the mountains, 
of finding silver over the Range in Nevada, of men getting rich, or 
broke, or shot. I was kept away from this, of course, and I heard and 
saw it always darkly, under a shadow of disapproval. Other ideas and 
ideals were held up in the light for me. But secretly I was impatient 
to grow up and go out into that life, and meanwhile I played I was a 
teamster, a gun-playing, broncho-busting vaquero, or a hearty steam- 
boat man, or a steamboat. I remember having a leaf from our dining 
table on the floor, kneeling on it, and, taking hold of one end, jerking 
it backward over the carpet, tooting like a steamboat whistle. Three 
or four big chairs and all the small chairs in the house made me a 
mountain train of wagons and mules; a clothesline tied to the leader 
and strung through the other chairs was a rein which I could jerk 
just as the black-bearded teamsters did. And, of course, any chair is a 
horse for a boy who is a would-be vaquero. 

Horses, real horses, played a leading part in my boyhood; I seem al- 
ways to have wanted one. A chair would do on a rainy day, but at 
other times I preferred to escape into the street and ask drivers to 
“ please, mister, gimme a ride.” Sometimes they would. I was a pretty 
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boy with lovely long blond curls. This I know well because it kept 
me from playing with the other fellows of my age. They jcered at 
my curls and called me a girl or a “ sissy boy ” and were surprised when 
I answered with a blow. They were taken off their guard by my 
attack, but they recovered and charged in mass upon me, sending me 
home scratched, bleeding, torn, to my mother, to beg her to cut my 
hair. She would not. My father had to do it. One day when the 
gang had caught me and thrown me down, he privately promised me 
relief, and the next morning he took me downtown and had his barber 
cut off my curls, which he wrapped up in a paper as a gift for my 
mother. How she wept over them! How I rejoiced over them! 

No more fighting by day, no more crying by night. The other boys 
accepted me as a regular fellow, but I got fewer free rides. I have no 
doubt the drivers liked my angelic locks. Anyway, before they were 
cut off, drivers used often to take me up in their seats with them and 
let me hold the reins back of where they held them and so drive real 
horses. My poor mother suffered so much from these disappearances 
that the sport was forbidden me: in vain. I went right on driving. 
I did it with a heavy sense of doing wrong, but I couldn’t help going 
whenever a driver would take me. Once, when I was sitting alone 
holding the reins to let a team drink at a trough (the driver stood away 
off at the horses’ heads), I saw my father come around the corner 
after me. I dropped the reins and climbed down off the wagon. My 
father took my hand and, without a word, led me home. There, at 
the door, my mother caught me up away from my stern father and, 
carrying me off into the parlor, laid me across her knees and gave me 
a spanking, my first. My mother! I had expected punishment, but 
from my father, not from her; I felt saved when she rescued me from 
him. And then she did it — hard. 

This turned out to be one of the lasting sorrows, not of my life, 
but of hers. She told it many, many times. She said that my father 
stood at the door, watching her till she was done with me, and then he 
asked her why she did it. 

“I did it,” she said, “to keep you from doing it. You are so 
hard.” 

“ Bur,” he answered, “I wasn’t going to spank him for that. He 
was having such a good time, he looked so proud up there on that old 
manure wagon, and when he saw me, he came right down, put his 
hand in mine, and came straight home, trembling with fear. I couldn’t 
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have spanked him. And you— Why did you do it? And why so 
hard? ” 

My mother cried more than I did at the time, and she always wept 
a little when she told it, explaining to the end of her days that she did 
it so hard just to show that he need not ever spank me, that she could 


do it quite enough. “ And then,” she'd break, “ to think he wasn’t going 
to do it at all!” 


Il. MY SAVAGE STAGE 


with a small house on one side of it and a wide, muddy street 

in front. The street was wonderful, the way to heaven. Aston- 

ishing things passed there, horses and wagons, for instance. It led 
in one direction to “the store,” my father’s place of business, where 
it was a rare privilege to go and be cheered and jeered at as the boss’s 
boy. Across the street beyond some uninteresting houses was another 
street, called Front Street, which had houses only on one side. The 
other side was the reeling, rolling, yellow Sacramento River —a for- 
bidden menace and a fascinating vision. That's where the steamboats 
plied, the great, big flatbottomed cargo and passenger boats, some with 
side wheels, some with one great stern wheel. I did not know, I did 
not care, where they went. It was enough that they floated by day and 
whistled by night safely on that dangerous muddy flood which, if it 
ever got a boy in its grip, would roll him under, drown him, and then 
let his body come up all white and still and small, miles and miles away. 
But we moved away from that Second Street house to a little larger 
one ‘way over on H Street between Sixth and Seventh. A new and 
greater world. The outstanding features of it were the railroad, the 
slough, a vacant lot with four big fig trees, and school. The railroad 
had a switch line on the levee around the slough on Sixth Street, and 
I used to watch the freight cars shunted in there. I watched and I 
wondered where they came from. Unlike the steamboats those cars 
spoke to me of the world, the whole world. In my Second Street mind 
the steamboats just paddled up and down, as I did on my table leaf; 
but those H Street trains of cars came from somewhere and they went 
somewhere. Where? I could not read, but sometimes those boxcars 
came in covered with fresh snow, and snow was a marvel to me. All 
my picture books had snow scenes, sledding and skating, houses alight 
in the dark covered with glistening white. Not for me, any of this. 
The only snow I ever beheld I saw from my schoolroom window, far, 
far away on the mountain peaks. The snow-covered cars came, then, 
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from over the mountains, ’way, ‘way over, and I wanted to know what 
was ‘way, ‘way over. They told me in scraps and I remember sitting 
by the railroad track, trying to construct the world beyond out of the 
scraps of information people threw me till I was called sharply to come 
home, and asked what in the world I was mooning there at those cars 
for. Grown-ups don’t understand a fellow. 


MY BOYHOOD AND SACRAMENTO’S 


The above and the three following illustrations are taken from the History of Sacra- 
mento County, Thompson and West, Oakland, California, 1880 


And they could not understand the fascination of that “filthy old 
slough, which ought to be filled up ” (as it is now). To me it was a 
lonely place of mystery and adventure. Sometimes it was high with 
water, and I could hunt mud hens with my “ slingshot.” Sometimes 
it was almost empty, and — sure it stank, but what of that? — I could 
play scouts and Indians with the other boys in the brush, dodging along 
the twisting trails made by the mechanics going to and from the rail- 
road repair shops on the other side of the slough. 


MY SAVAGE STAGE li 


The lot with the fig trees was next door to us, and there I built a nest 
and finally a house up among the branches — my savage stage, which 
a kid has to claw and club his own way through, all alone, he and his 
tribe. 

I was about six years old when I built that hut, which was a wigwam 
to me, a cache; it was a safe place in which to hide from and watch 
the world below. Small animals, birds, chickens, and sometimes people 
could be seen from it, and it was fascinating to observe them when they 
were unaware that I, a spy, an Indian, an army scout, could see all that 
they did. The trouble was that they never did anything much and I 
never did anything much. 

I do not remember what my first school taught me. It was, at the 
beginning, a great adventure, then a duty, work, a bore that interfered 
with my boy’s business. I can “ see” now only the adventure. I was 
led to the schoolhouse by my mother, who must have known how I 
felt, the anxious confusion of stark dread and eager expectation that 
muddled me. She took me by the hand to the nearest corner. There 
I dismissed her; 1 must appear alone, like the other boys; and alone 
I trudged across the street up to the gate where I saw millions of boys 
playing as if nothing were happening. It was awful. Before I dived 
in I turned and I saw my mother standing, where I had left her, 
watching me. I don’t remember that she made any sign, but I felt she 
would let me return to her. And I wanted to; how I wanted to! But 
I didn’t. With more fear than I have ever since known, and therefore 
more courage than I have ever since had to rally, I walked into that 
Terror, right through that mob of wild, contemptuous, cruel, strange 
boys — grown-ups don’t know how dangerous big boys are— I ran up 
the stairs and nearly fell, gasping, hot, but saved, into the schoolhouse. 
I cannot recall anything that happened there, only that we of the infant 
class were kept (probably to be registered) about an hour and that I 
came out and walked home with such a sense of victory and pride as 
I have never known since. I told everybody I met, even strangers, that 
“T’ve been to school.” 

I boasted my great boast all day and it was well received till, in the 
afternoon, after the “ big classes let out,” I repeated it to some big boys 
as a reason for letting me play ball with them. 

“Yea,” said the leader, “ you bin to school, in the ABC class! Naw, 
ye can’t play with us.” 

I have met that fellow since; everybody has. He is the killjoy that 
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takes the romance out of life; he is the crusher that keeps us down on 
the flat; he is the superior person, as I well know. I have been that beast 
myself now and then. What makes us so? 

And what makes grown-ups promise things to children and fail 
them? Charlie Prodger was the only man, except my father and 
Colonel Carter, who kept his word with me. He was something of a 
politician, and I was made to feel that there was something bad about 
a politician. I did not know what it was that was bad, but I did 
not care in the case of Charlie Prodger. I loved the sight of him 
coming dapper and handsome, smiling, toward me; and I had, and I 
have now, a deep, unreasoning respect for him. What grown-ups call 
good and bad are not what we boys call good and bad. Charlie Prodger 
was a good man to me then; he promised me a pair of stilts; other boys 
had them and could walk on them right through mud and water, over 
low fences and even up steps. Charlie Prodger did not say he would 
give me a pair; he was more wonderful than that. He said: “ You'll 
get your stilts. Some day you'll find them on your front porch, and 
you'll never know where they came from.” And sure enough, one day 
soon I found on the front porch the finest pair of stilts that any boy in 
our neighborhood ever had, and on them I climbed to heaven for a 
while — and for always to a belief in the word, not of all men, but of 
“bad” politicians like Charlie Prodger. 

But Charlie Prodger never promised me a horse, and it was a horse I 
wanted, a pony. When he made good with the stilts I asked him to 
promise mea pony. I was sure that if I could get a promise out of him 
I'd get my pony. He laughed; he understood, but no, he said he could 
not give me a pony; so he would not give me the promise of one. 

But there is another sort of fellow: the fellow that not only made 
premises and broke them, but probably never meant to keep them. A 
driver my father hired sometimes of a Sunday to drive us down River- 
side Drive was, I thought, a great man and a good friend of mine. He let 
mi sit up in the driver's seat with him and not only hold the reins behind 
his hands, but on a straight, safe piece of road he held behind and I held 
in front. One day he swung his whip at a pigeon, ringing it around the 
neck with his lash. That made a deep impression on me. He got down, 
wrung the bird’s neck, and brought it to me. Poor pigeon! Yes. But 
I admired the driver’s skill, and he boasted: “ Huh, I can do it every 
time. I was a teamster in the mountains, and I gor so I could snap 4 
fly off the ear of my lead mule.” No doubt he turned and winked at 
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my fond parents, sitting in adult superiority on the back seat, but I saw 
nothing. I wanted and I asked my expert friend to catch me a pigeon 
— alive. He said he could; he said he would, but he didn’t. He didn’t 
on that drive, but he promised to on the next. He didn’t. For years, I 
think, I asked that driver every time I saw him for my pigeon, and al- 
ways he gave me, instead, a promise. 

I must have pestered that poor, thoughtless liar, but the men I drove 
the hardest were those that I asked to give me a horse. And they were 
many, everybody that had anything to do with horses, and others be- 
sides — they all knew that I wanted a pony. My grandfather, Colonel 
Carter, my father, my father’s partners, all received messages and, later, 
letters, asking for a pony; and most of them did not say they could not 
or would not give me one; most of them put me off with a promise. I 
had a stable of promises and I believed those promises. I rode those 
promises hard, once to a bad fall. One of my father’s partners, who was 
coming from San Francisco on business, wrote that he was going to 
bring me either a velocipede or a pony — according as I chose the 
right one. Which did I want? I wrote that I preferred the pony, and 
when he came, he had nothing. 

“ You guessed wrong,” he said. “I had no pony to give you. If you 
had chosen a velocipede — ” 

I stood there staring at him, and he laughed. He did not know the 
shock, the crushing agony that kept me still. I could not move. My 
mother had to pick me up and carry me to bed. I might have had a 
velocipede. I could use a velocipede. I could have made believe it was 
a horse, or a steamboat, or a locomotive, and it was a velocipede. My 
regret was a brooding sorrow, speechless, tearless, and that liar laughed. 
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growth. He and his local partner, Llewelen Tozer, had no 

vices. They were devoted to their families and to “ the store,” 
which grew with the town, which, in turn, grew and changed with the 
State from a gambling, mining, and ranching community to one of 
farming, fruit raising, and building. Immigration poured in, not gold 
seekers now, but farmers, businessmen, and home builders, who settled, 
planted, reaped, and traded in the natural riches of the State, which 
prospered greatly, “making” the people who will tell you that they 
“ made the State.” 

As the store made money and I was getting through the primary 
school, my father bought a lot uptown, at Sixteenth and K Streets, and 
built us a “ big” house. It was off the line of the city’s growth, but it 
was near a new grammar school for me and my sisters, who were com- 
ing along fast after me. This interested the family, not me. They were 
always talking about school; they had not had much of it themselves, 
and they thought they had missed something. My father used to write 
speeches, my mother verses, and their theory seems to have been that 
they had talents which a school would have brought to flower. They 
agreed, therefore, that their children’s gifts should have all the schooling 
there was. My view, then, was that I had had a good deal of it already, 
and I was not interested at all. It interfered with my own business, with 
my own education. 

And indeed I remember very little of the primary school. I learned 
to read, write, spell, and count, and reading was all right. I had a prac- 
tical use for books, which I searched for ideas and parts to play with, 
characters to be, lives to live. The primary school was probably a good 
one, but I cannot remember learning anything except to read aloud 
“ perfectly ” from a teacher whom I adored and who was fond of me. 
She used to embrace me before the whole class and she favored me 
openly to the scandal of the other pupils, who called me “ teacher's pet.” 
Their scorn did not trouble me; I saw and I said that they envied me. 
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I paid for her favor, however. When she married I had queer, unhappy 
feelings of resentment; I didn’t want to meet her husband, and when I 
had to I wouldn't speak to him. He laughed, and she kissed me — hap- 
pily for her, to me offensively. I never would see her again. Through 
with her, I fell in love immediately with Miss Kay, another grown 
young woman who wote glasses and had a fine, clear skin. I did not 
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know her, I only saw her in the street, but once I followed her, found 
out where she lived, and used to pass her house, hoping to see her, and 
yet choking with embarrassment if I did. This fascination lasted for 
years; it was still a sort of superromance to me when later I was “ going 
with” another girl nearer my own age. 

What interested me in our new neighborhood was not the school, nor 
the room I was to have in the house all to myself, but the stable which 
was built back of the house. My father let me direct the making of a 
stall, a little smaller than the other stalls, for my pony, and I prayed 
and hoped and my sister Lou believed that that mean: that I would get 
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the pony, perhaps for Christmas. I pointed out to her that there were 
three other stalls and no horses at all. This I said in order that she 
should answer it. She could not. My father, sounded, said that some 
day we might have horses and a cow; meanwhile a stable added to the 
value of a house. “Some day ” is a pain to a boy who lives in and knows 
only “now.” My good little sisters, to comfort me, remarked that 
Christmas was coming, but Christmas was always coming and grown- 
ups were always talking about it, asking you what you wanted and then 
giving you what they wanted you to have. Though everybody knew 
what I wanted, I told them all again. My mother knew that I told God, 
too, every night. I wanted a pony, and to make sure that they under- 
stood, I declared that I wanted nothing else. 

“ Nothing but a pony? ” my father asked. 

“Nothing,” I said. 

“Not even a pair of high boots? ” 

That was hard. I did want boots, but I stuck to the pony. “ No, not 
even boots.” 

“ Nor candy? There ought to be something to fill your stocking with, 
and Santa Claus can’t put a pony into a stocking.” 

That was true, and he couldn't lead a pony down the chimney either. 
But no. “ All I want is a pony,” I said. “If I can’t have a pony, give me 
nothing, nothing.” 

Now I had been looking myself for the pony I wanted, going to sales 
stables, inquiring of horsemen, and I had seen several that would do. 
My father let me “ try ” them. I tried so many ponies that I was learn- 
ing fast to sit a horse. I chose several, but my father always found some 
fault with them. I was in despair. When Christmas was at hand I had 
given up all hope of a pony, and on Christmas Eve I hung up my stock- 
ing along with my sisters’, of whom, by the way, I now had three. I 
haven’t mentioned them or their coming because, you understand, they 
were girls, and girls, young girls, counted for nothing in my manly life. 
They did not mind me either; they were so happy that Christmas Eve 
that I caught some of their merriment. I speculated on what I'd get; 
I hung up the biggest stocking I had, and we all went reluctantly to bed 
to wait till morning. Not to sleep; not right away. We were told that 
we must not only sleep promptly, we must not wake up till seven-thirty 
the next morning — or if we did, we must not go to the fireplace for our 
Christmas. Impossible. 


We did sleep that night, but we woke up at six a.m. We lay in our 
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beds and debated through the open doors whether to obey till, say, half- 
past six. Then we bolted. I don’t know who started it, but there was 
a rush. We all disobeyed; we raced to disobey and get first to the fire- 
place in the front room downstairs. And there they were, the gifts, all 
sorts of wonderful things, mixed-up piles of presents; only, as I disen- 
tangled the mess, I saw that my stocking was empty; it hung limp; not 
a thing in it; and under and around it — nothing. My sisters had knelt 
down, each by her pile of gifts; they were squealing with delight, till 
they looked up and saw me standing there in my nightgown with noth- 
ing. They left their piles to come to me and look with me at my empty 
place. Nothing. They felt my stocking: nothing. 

I don’t remember whether I cried at that moment, but my sisters did. 
They ran with me back to my bed, and there we all cried till I became 
indignant. That helped some. I got up, dressed, and driving my sisters 
away, I went alone out into the yard, down to the stable, and there, all 
by myself, I wept. My mother came out to me by and by; she found 
me in my pony stall, sobbing on the floor, and she tried to comfort me. 
But I heard my father outside; he had come part way with her, and she 
was having some sort of angry quarrel with him. She tried to comfort 
me; besought me to come to breakfast. I could not; I wanted no com- 
fort and no breakfast. She left me and went on into the house with 
sharp words for my father. 

I don’t know what kind of a breakfast the family had. My sisters 
said it was “awful.” They were ashamed to enjoy their own toys. 
They came to me, and I was rude. I ran away from them. I went 
around to the front of the house, sat down on the steps, and, the crying 
over, I ached. I was wronged, I was hurt — I can feel now what I felt 
then, and I am sure that if one could see the wounds upon our hearts, 
there would be found still upon mine a scar from that terrible Christmas 
morning. And my father, the practical joker, he must have been hurt, 
too, a little. I saw him looking out of the window. He was watching 
me or something for an hour or two, drawing back the curtain never so 
little lest I catch him, but I saw his face, and I think I can see now the 
anxiety upon it, the worried impatience. 

After—I don’t know how long — surely an hour or two—I was 
brought to the climax of my agony by the sight of a man riding a pony 
down the street, a pony and a brand-new saddle; the most beautiful 
saddle I ever saw, and it was a boy’s saddle; the man’s feet were not in 
the stirrups; his legs were too long. The outfit was perfect; it was the 
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realization of all my dreams, the answer to all my prayers. A fine new 
bridle, with a light curb bit. And the pony! As he drew near, I saw that 
the pony was really a small horse, what we called an Indian pony, a bay, 
with black mane and tail, and one white foot and a white star on his 
forehead. For such a horse as that I would have given, I could have 
forgiven, anything. 

But the man, a disheveled fellow with a blackened eye and a fresh-cut 
face, came along, reading the numbers on the houses, and, as my hopes 
— my impossible hopes — rose, he looked at our door and passed by, he 
and the pony, and the saddle and the bridle. Too much. I fell upon 
the steps, and having wept before, I broke now into such a flood of tears 
that I was a floating wreck when I heard a voice. 

“Say, kid,” it said, “do you know a boy named Lennie Steffens? ” 

I looked up. It was the man on the pony, back again, at our horse 
block. 

“Yes,” I spluttered through my tears. “ That’s me.” 

“ Well,” he said, “then this is your horse. I’ve been looking all over 
for you and your house. Why don’t you put your number where it can 
be seen? ” 

“ Get down,” I said, running out to him. 

He went on saying something about “ ought to have got here at 
seven o'clock; told me to bring the nag here and tie him to your post and 
leave him for you. But, hell, I got into a drunk — and a fight — and a 
hospital, and —” 

“Get down,” I said. 

He got down, and he boosted me up to the saddle. He offered to fit 
the stirrups to me, but I didn’t want him to. I wanted to ride. 

“ What's the matter with you? ” he said, angrily. “ What you crying 
for? Don’t you like the horse? He’s a dandy, this horse. I know him 
of old. He’s fine at cattle; he'll drive ’em alone.” 

I hardly heard, I could scarcely wait, but he persisted. He adjusted 
the stirrups, and then, finally, off I rode, slowly, at a walk, so happy, so 
thrilled, that I did not know what I was doing. I did not look back at 
the house or the man, I rode off up the street, taking note of everything 
— of the reins, of the pony’s long mane, of the carved leather saddle. 
I had never seen anything so beautiful. And mine! I was going to 
ride up past Miss Kay’s house. But I noticed on the horn of the saddle 
some stains like raindrops, so I turned and trotted home, not to the 
house but to the stable. There was the family, father, mother, sisters, 
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all working for me, all happy. They had been putting in place the tools 
of my new business: blankets, currycomb, brush, pitchfork — every- 
thing, and there was hay in the loft. 

“What did you come back so soon for?” somebody asked. “ Why 
didn’t you go on riding? ” 

I pointed to the stains. “I wasn’t going to get my new saddle rained 
on,” I said. And my father laughed. “It isn’t raining,” he said. 
“ Those are not raindrops.” 

“ They are tears,” my mother gasped, and she gave my father a look 
which sent him off to the house. Worse still, my mother offered to 
wipe away the tears still running out of my eyes. I gave her such a look 
as she had given him, and she went off after my father, drying her own 
tears. My sisters remained and we all unsaddled the pony, put on his 
halter, led him to his stall, tied and fed him. It began really to rain; 
so all the rest of that memorable day we curried and combed that pony. 
The girls plaited his mane, forelock, and tail, while I pitchforked hay 
to him and curried and brushed, curried and brushed. For a change we 
brought him out to drink; we led him up and down, blanketed like a 
race horse; we took turns at that. But the best, the most inexhaustible 
fun, was to clean him. When we went reluctantly to our midday 
Christmas dinner, we all smelt of horse, and my sisters had to wash their 
faces and hands. I was asked to, but I wouldn’t, till my mother bade 
me look in the mirror. Then I washed up — quick. My face was caked 
with the muddy lines of tears that had coursed over my cheeks to my 
mouth. Having washed away that shame, I ate my dinner, and as I 
ate I grew hungrier and hungrier. It was my first meal that day, and as 
I filled up on the turkey and the stuffing, the cranberries and the pies, 
the fruit and the nuts — as I swelled, I could laugh. My mother said 
I still choked and sobbed now and then, but I laughed, too; I saw and 
enjoyed my sisters’ presents till — I had to go out and attend to my pony, 
who was there, really and truly there, the promise, the beginning, of a 
happy double life. And —I went and looked to make sure — there was 
the saddle, too, and the bridle. 

But that Christmas, which my father had planned so carefully, was it 
the best or the worst I ever knew? He often asked me that; I never 
could answer as a boy. I think now that it was both. It covered the 
whole distance from broken-hearted misery to bursting happiness — too 
fast. A grown-up could hardly have stood it. 
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y uire on horseback from the age of eight to fifteen was a 
M happy one, free, independent, full of romance, adventure, and 
learning, of a sort. Whether my father had any theory about 
it or was moved only by my prayers I do not know. But he did have 
some ideas. He took away my saddle, for example. My mother pro- 
tested that I had suffered enough, but he insisted and he gave me rea- 
sons, some for himself, some for me. He said I would be a better horse- 
man if I learned to ride without stirrups and a saddle horn to keep my 
balance. The Indians all rode bareback, and the Comanches, the best 
horsemen on the plains, used to attack, clinging out of sight to the far 
side of their horses and shooting under their necks. 

“We had to shoot a Comanche’s horse to get the fellow,” he said, 
“and even then the devil would drop behind his dead pony and shoot 
at us over the carcass.” 

I consented finally to having my beautiful saddle hung high in the 
harness room until I could sit my horse securely. The result was that 
I came to prefer to ride bareback and used the saddle only for show or 
for games and work that needed stirrups and a horn, as in picking up 
things off a box on the ground or handling cattle (calves) with a rope. 

That, however, was but one detail. I had begun about that time to 
play boys’ games: marbles, tops, baseball, football, and I can see now my 
father stopping on his way home to watch us. He used to wag his head; 
he said nothing to me, but I knew he did not like those games. I think 
now that he thought there was some gambling in them, and he had 
reason to dread gambling. It was a vice that hung over from the mining 
days in California, and the new businessmen were against it. They . 
could not have it stopped because “Frank ” Rhodes, the political boss, 
was the keeper of a famous gambling house; he protected businessmen, 
but also he protected his own business. They could not fight Frank too 
openly, but they lost money and they lost clerks and cashiers through 
the gambling hells. My father had had to discharge a favorite book- 
keeper on account of his heavy play at the gaming tables. He may have 
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given me the pony to keep me from gambling games or to get me off 
the streets and out into the country. There was another result, however, 
which he did not foresee. | 

After that blessed pony loped into my life, I never played those trad- 
ing games which, as I see them now, are the leads not merely to gam- 
bling but to business. For there goes on among boys an active trade 
in marbles, tops, knives, and all the other tools and properties of boy- 
hood. A born trader finds himself in them, and the others learn to like 
to trade. My theory is that those games are the first lessons in business: 
they cultivate the instinct to beat the other fellows on ‘Change and so 
quicken their predatory wits. Desirable or no, I never got that training; 
I never had any interest in, I have always had a distaste for business, and 
this my father did not intend. I remember how disappointed he was 
later when he offered to stay in his business till I could succeed him and . 
I rejected the “great opportunity ” with quick scorn— “ Business! 
Never.” 

My pony carried me away not only from business but from the herd 
also and the herding habits of mind. The tendency of the human ani- 
mal to think what others think, say what the mob says, do what the 
leaders command, and, generally, go with the crowd, is drilled in deep 
at school, where the playground has its fashions, laws, customs, and 
tyrannies just as Main Street has. I missed that. I never played “ follow 
the leader,” never submitted to the ideals and the discipline of the 
campus or, for that matter, of the faculty; and so, ever since, I have been 
able to buy stocks during a panic, sell when the public was buying; I 
could not always face, but I could turn my back on, public opinion. I 
think I learned this when, as a boy on horseback, my interest was not in 
the campus; it was beyond it; and I was dependent upon, not the ma- 
jority of boys, but myself and the small minority group that happened 
to have horses. 

I began riding alone. When I mounted my pony the morning after 
I got him I knew no other boys that had horses, and I did not think of 
anybody else. I had a world before me. I felt lifted up to another plane, 
with a wider range. I could explore regions I had not been able to reach 
on foat. Sacramento is protected from high water in the rivers by levees 
which send the overflow off to flaod other counties. I had visited these 
levees on foot and wondered what was beyond them. Now I could ride 
over them and the bridges to — anywhere, I thought. The whole world 
was open to me. I need not imagine it any more, I could go and see. 
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I was up early to water, feed, and clean the pony before breakfast. 
That meal, essential for the horse, was of no importance to me. I 
slighted it. My father, cautioning me not to work a horse till he had fed 
fully, said I had plenty of time to eat myself. But I could not eat. I 
was too excited, too eager, and when I was free to rise from the table 
I ran out to see if the pony was through his breakfast. He wasn’t. I 
watched him; he was in no hurry. I urged him a bit, but he only lost 
time looking around at me curiously, and then slowly resumed his meal. 
My sisters came out to see me off, and one of them rebuked my impa- 
tience with a crude imitation of a grown-up. 

“The pony eats like a gentleman,” she said, as if I cared about gentle- 
men. Something my father had said hit me harder. He said that 
teamsters, vaqueros, and Indians fed more and longer when they were 
in a hurry to get off on a Jong, hard run than on other days; they foresaw 
that they must be “ fortified with food.” It took nerve, he admitted, to 
eat that way, but those fellows had nerve. They could control their ani- 
mals so perfectly because they had self-control. They didn’t force a 
horse, even in a pursuit. They changed the gait often and went long 
stretches at a walk. And they could shoot straight, especially in a fight 
or a battle, because they never became fidgety. 

I didn’t know it then, but I can see now, of course, that my father was 
using my horse to educate me, and he had an advantage over the school- 
teachers; he was bringing me up to my own ideals; he was teaching me 
the things my heroes knew and I wanted to learn. My mother did not 
understand that. When she came out to the stable, I was anticipating 
the end of the pony’s meal by putting on his saddle blanket and sur- 
cingle, and telling my sisters where I was going. 

“Don’t ride too far the first day,” she said. “ You will get hungry 
and sore.” 

Awful! But I got away at last, and I rode—in all directions. In- 
tending to do one levee that day, and the others in succession the next 
two days, I rode over them all that morning. I rode over the first one 
to the American River, and I was disappointed. The general character of 
the earth’s surface did not change much even in that great distance and 
the change was for the worse — sand and muddy brush. I turned back 
and rade over the opposite levee, and I could hardly believe it — the land 
on the other side was like the land on this side. I rode into town again 
and went across the bridge over the Sacramento River to Yolo County, 
and that was not different. By that time I was hungry, very hungry, and 
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I came home. Also I was a little hot and uncomfortable in the seat 
I was late for lunch, but my mother had kept things warm for me, good 
things, and she did not ask me very bad questions. Where had I gone? 
I told her that. What had I seen? I could not tell her that. I had gone 
to the horizon and seen nothing new, but I did not know that myself 
well enough to report it to anybody else. Nor could I answer her in- 
quiry for the cause of my depression. Only I denied that I was sore, as 
she suggested. No, no, not that. I had fed my horse and rubbed him 
down; when I had eaten I went out and watered and walked him. 
Then I cleaned him until my sisters came home, and then we all cleaned 
him. 

The next day I was sore, so sore I could hardly sit or walk, but having 
lied about it, I had to prove it; so I rode off again, in pain, but bravely 
as a cowboy or an Indian taking torture; only I did not go far. I 
stopped, dismounted, and let my pony feed on some grass under the 
trees of East Park. I lay there, and no, I did not think; I imagined 
things. I imagined myself as all sorts of persons, a cowboy, a trapper, 
a soldier, a knight, a crusader — I fancied myself as the hero of every 
story I had read. Not all on this one day. From the day my pony came 
to me I seem to have spent many, many hours, playing around in my 
imagination, which became the most active faculty of my mind. For, 
as I say, I was alone much of the time. I learned to like to be alone, and 
that pleasure I come back to always, even now. When I am tired of the 
crowd I go off somewhere by myself and have a good time inside my 
mind. 

As a boy I would ride far, far away to some spot, give my pony a long 
rope to swing round on, and let him feed on the grass, while I sat and did 
nothing but muse. I read a great deal. Finding that books fed my 
fancies, I would take one along, and finding a quiet nook, I read. And 
my reading always gave me something to be. I liked to change the 
hero I was to the same thing on horseback, and once wholly in the part, 
I would remount my pony and be Napoleon, or Richard the Lion- 
hearted, or Byron, so completely that any actual happening would wake 
me up dazed as from a dreaming sleep. Dream people lived or lay in 
wait for me in the brush across the river, so that the empty spaces be- 
yond my old horizon, the levee, became not only interesting but fas- 
cinating with dread or glory, and populated with Persons. 

“Hey, kid! Don’t swim the river there. The rapids’ll sweep you 
clean to San Francisco.” 
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I looked up. It was the bridge-tender, the man that walked the trestle 
over the American River after every train to put out fires started on the 
dry sleepers by live coals dropped from the locomotives. I respected a 
man that filled a responsible place like his, but I slid into the water, 
swam alongshore, came out, and dressed. I could not tell him that 
Byron swam the Hellespont, which was harder to do than to cross the 
American at that point; and I did not like to confess that I had a trap 
set on the other side where the Chinamen had their peanut farm and 
represented the Saracens to me. When I was dressed, the trestle-walker 
bade me meet him at the end of the trestle. I did, and a friendship was 
well started. He didn’t scold me, he praised my swimming, but he said 
that the current was strong at that place and that it wasn’t brave, it was 
foolish, to go in there. “ A boy oughtn’t to do what a man wouldn't do.” 
He asked me some questions, my name, age, where I lived, where my 
father’s business was. He felt over and approved my pony. I asked him 
how he could walk so fast on the trestle, having no planks to go on, 
and stepping from one sleeper to the other. 

“Oh,” he said, “ I can walk ‘em fast now because I walked ’em slow 
at first.” 

I wanted to try. He took my hand and made me walk slowly, one by 
one, until I was over my nervousness. When I could do it alone, he 
invited me to his watchman’s cabin, about one-third of the way across. 
I went, he following. When we reached his little house we sat down, 
and we had, man to man, a nice, long talk, which became so confidential 
that I trusted him with the information that I was a trapper and had 
my traps set for beavers all up and down the river. And my faith was 
not misplaced. He didn’t say that there were no beavers in that river; 
we both knew there weren’t, and we both knew that that didn’t matter. 
All he said was that he was a gold miner himself —and expected to 
strike it rich some day. 

“I don’t work at it much,” he admitted. “ Mostly I tend bridge. But 
in between trains, when I ain’t got a thing to do, I think about it. I 
think how I came west to find a fat claim and work it and get rich, so 

I write home that that’s what I’m doing, prospectin’, and I am, too, and 
sometimes I play I have struck it and I go home and I spend my money.” 

After that I caught more beavers, and he and I spent my profits my 
way. Yes, and after that he struck it richer than ever, and him and me, 
we went back east and we just blew in his money his way. It was fun. 
I got a bad name from this. There were grown-ups who said I was a 
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“ fearful liar,” and no doubt I was unconvincing sometimes. My father 
asked me questions, and I told him about my bridge-tender. I said that 
my bridge-tender could run as fast as a train on the trestle, and my father 
gave me a talking-to, for telling such a whopper. I felt so bad about it 
that I told the bridge-tender. 

He thought a moment and then he said, “ The next time your father 
is to take a train out this way, tell me, and tell him to be on the rear 
platform.” 

The next time my father was to take a train that crossed the trestle, 
I told him what to do, and I went out to my bridge-tender. He climbed 
down off the trestle, disappeared into the brush, and came back with a 
few ripe cantaloupes. We waited till the train came. Now trains had to 
go slow on that trestle, and as the locomotive passed, the bridge-tender 
held up a melon to the engineer and said something about “ easy does 
it.” So when the train passed, the bridge-tender jumped out after it 
and ran and ran; and he caught up to the rear car and he handed that 
melon to my father, who waved to him and then took off his hat to me. 

The bridge-tender and me, we were awful proud. We talked about 
it and laughed. “ That'll fix him,” the bridge-tender said, and he wished 
we could get just one beaver to show ’em. “Td give good money if I 
could buy one somewheres.” 

But I had no trouble about the beavers. Men scoffed, and some boys 
did at first, but I soon had all my crowd setting and watching traps in 
the river. And we had a war, too. There was that peanut farm run 
by the Chinamen who were Turks and Saracens. We boys were cru- 
saders, knights. So when we used to swim over to steal the peanuts, we 
either got peanuts, which were good, or we had a battle with the Sara- 
cens, which was better. They came at us with clods of earth, which 
they threw. We fired back, and when they came too near we dived into 
the river, and ducking and diving, swam home to the Christian shore. 

My crowd was small and of very slow growth. They were all fellows 
I met on horseback, an odd lot. First — and last — there was Hjalmar 
Bergman, a Swedish boy. His father, a potter, and his mother lived in 
a hut out on the outskirts of the town; they spoke no English and were 
very poor. Hjalmar had a horse because his father, who had received 
it in payment of a debt, had no use for it. Black Bess, as I renamed 
her, was a big mare, high spirited, but well trained in the cattle game. 
Whenever any dangerous work had to be done the vaqueros would 
borrow Black Bess, and we boys would go with her and see the fun. 
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Jake Short, who was the best cowboy in town those days, knew Bess 
well; and she knew him or his business. Once there was a “loco” 
(mad) steer in a field that had to be shot. We sat on the fence and 
watched Jake ride out on Bess with his big Colt revolver ready. When 
Bess caught sight of the steer coming head down at them, she halted, 
braced herself, and stood fast, moving only to keep facing the crazy 
beef. Jake dropped the reins, settled his hips to the left in his saddle, 
and leaned far forward on the right side. The steer came madly on till 
he was within ten feet of them; then Jake fired and Black Bess leaped 
bodily to the left, letting the steer fall upon the spot where she had 
stood. Jake jumped down and finished the steer, and there stood Bess 
just where he had left her. 

“Thats what I call a hoss,” he said to Hjalmar, and I was proud. 
Bess was Hjalmar’s hoss, but she was in our crowd. 

There were other boys with horses, all sorts of boys and all sorts of 
horses, but mostly they were boys and horses that belonged in one way 
or another to the cattle and the butchering business. Will Cluness, the 
doctor’s son, had a pony “ just to ride,” but he didn’t go with us much; 
he preferred marbles, tops, and the other games on the ground. I in- 
vented or adapted games to horse play; Will liked some of them. Hide- 
and-seek, for example. We found a long, straight stretch of road in old 
East Park, with paths and brush and trees beside it. There, at the end 
of a run of, say, an eighth of a mile, we drew a line across the road. The 
boy who was “ it ” held his horse on the line while the rest of us scat- 
tered into the woods. “It” called out now and then — “ Ready? ” — 
until there was no answer; then he rode where he thought we might be. 
He took care to keep behind him a clear run to the home line, but he had 
to hunt for us or the sight of us on our horses. Our game was to ride out 
of sight around him and make a dash for home. If he saw one of us or 
a horse he recognized he shouted the rider’s name, pointed, and, turn- 
ing, ran his horse for home base. The named rider would start at the 
same instant, and there was a race. 

The horses soon learned this game and would start for home so sud- 
denly at the sight of “ it” that their boy was sometimes left behind. I 
was hiding under a tree one day when my pony saw the white horse of 
Ernie Southworth, who was “ it”; he leaped forward, banging me 
against a limb of the tree; I clutched the limb, and the pony darted out 
of the woods, met “ it ” on the road, raced him, and won. We had a dis- 
pute whether the rider had to be on his horse at the finish, and it hap- 
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pened so often that the horse came in alone that we made a rule: a horse, 
with or without his rider, won or lost the race. 

But Will soon tired of this and our other games. He could not fight 
Saracens that were really only Chinamen, and he held it in great con- 
tempt to set traps for beavers that did not exist. There were other boys 
like that. They were realists, I would say now; practical men. I learned 
to play with such boys, too, but I preferred the fellows that were able 
to help create a world of our own and live in it. 

I took men into my crowd, too; especially horsemen. The other fel- 
lows did not; they said that grown-ups laughed at and spoiled every 
game. And that was true inthe main. But I knew men like the bridge- 
tender who could play, and there was Jake Stortz, a German who lived 
and had his barn on the block back of my stable. Jake had the city 
street-cleaning contract, and he was a fireman and atruckman. He had 
lots of horses. His wife, a barefooted peasant woman, took care of the 
horses, and she and Jake were my advisers in the care, feeding, and han- 
dling of my pony. Jake let me be a fireman. He puta bit on my pony's 
halter, as he did on one of his own horses, arranged it so that you could 
with one movement snap it into the horse’s mouth, untie, clear, mount 
him bareback, and so start for a fire the moment the whistle blew. At 
first I had to ride to the fire with Jake, and he would not wait a second 
for me, but I soon learned the signals and where to head for. I beat 
Jake to the fire sometimes, and the firemen knew it. “ Where's Jake? ” 
they’d call to me when I dashed up alone. 

The first time there was a fire when I was at the dinner table, I upset 
my chair and frightened the whole family, but I got out and away so 
fast that nobody could say a word till I came home an hour or so later. 
Then I had to explain; my father spoke to Jake, and there was no trouble. 
I could go to fires any time except when I was in school or in bed, and 
my mother made me a fireman’s red shirt. 
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was content — for a while — with the ground I could cover in 

half a day’s riding on a Saturday and from three till six on a 
school day. If I left home promptly after breakfast on a no-school day 
and right after school on the other days, I could see a good deal of the 
world. When I had seen all within that circle I had to repeat; intensive 
exploration was the result. I discovered then the race track. 

The county fairgrounds were not far away from our house. I had 
gone there with my father afoot to see the cattle parades and watch the 
races. Between the fairs there seemed to be nothing doing. I speeded 
my pony a quarter of a mile on the fine, but deserted, track — and it was 
fun to play I was a jockey, ride like one all bent over, and then walk 
my victorious racer down the stretch before the grandstand, which I 
refilled with a cheering crowd. 

One morning, when I turned in there early, I found out that the fair- 
grounds were not deserted. A string of race horses was being exercised, 
blanketed, by grooms and jockeys. I tagged on behind. Some of them 
hooted at me, called me a “ kid,” and ordered me to keep away. One of 
them, a colored boy called Smoke, riding the last of the string, turned 
his head and told me not to listen to them. I listened to him, and when 
the others bade me again to “ sneak,” he answered them. 

“ Ah, leave him be,” he said. 

On the back stretch I rode up beside him, and he explained that there 
were some stables open all year round on the fairgrounds and that more 
would soon be arriving to train. I might come to his stable whenever 
I wanted to. 

“You jes’ as’ for Smoke,” he said, “ say ye’re a pal o’ mine, an’ that'll 
be enough an’ a plenty.” 

I accepted Smoke’s hospitality often after that. The other boys soon 
were used to me — even the trainers spoke to me. One trainer saw a 
use for me. Smaller and lighter than any of the jockeys and able to 
stick a horse without a saddle, he asked me to ride a trotter of his. I 
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TT range a horse gives a boy is wide enough — for a while. I 
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was delighted; it was a way to get inside. He brought out his big, fast 
mare, blanketed and bitted, tossed me up on her back, and ordered me 


“ 


harshly to “trot her a mile, just 
as hard as she'll trot. And, mind 
this now, kid,” he added like a 
threat, “don’t you let her break. 
See?” 

I did it. I lay ’way back on the 
small of my back, lifted my knees, 
and so, balancing with all my 
weight and strength on the reins, 
put that heavy trotter around the 
mile in good time. Fine — for 
the trotter; for all trotters, and 
especially for colts. No weight, 
no harness, as free as in the pas- 
ture, and yet held down to a trot. 
And no wages to pay. Other 
trainers took me on. It was hard 
on me; some of the horses were 
heavy gaited; they shook me 
pretty badly, but I could not com- 
plain, could I? Smoke said it was 
an imposition, and the other 
jockeys called me a fool of a kid. 
But the trainers told me that if I 
kept small, ate little, and worked 
hard, I might become a jockey 
some day. 

Being a jockey became what be- 
ing a knight or a poet or a vaquero 
used tobe. I worked hard. I used 
to do four and five miles a day on 
four or five horses. I studied and 
adopted the language, manners, 
and stubby gait of the jockeys, and 
I made my way; I was rising fast 


STEFFENS, JOSEPH, merchant, Sacra- 
mento; was born in York township, Upper 
Canada, January 15, 1837; his parents re- 
moved to Carroll county, Illinois, arriving 
in May, 1840, where his father, stepmother 
and two children still reside; he was deemed 
physically weak, and at the age of nineteen 
was by his parents advised to leave the 
farm, attend the Rock River Seminary, 
Ogle county, Illinois, and Bell's Commercial 
College, Chicago, to prepare for a mer- 
cantile life. After leaving those institu- 
tions, and teaching school two or three 
terms, in 1859 he engaged with G. M. Clay- 
ton & Bro., paints and oils, Freepore, Illinois, 
at $20 per month, where he remained three 
years. In the summer of 1862 he crossed 
the Plains, with Levi Carter, now of Stock- 
ton, arriving in Sacramento and San Fran- 
cisco September 9. The last of the same 
month he secured the position of book- 
keeper with Fuller & Heather, paints and 
oils, San Francisco, at $50 per month; re- 
mained with them until the house con- 
solidated with that of Cameron, Whittier 
& Co., same business, in 1869, under the 
name of Whittier, Fuller & Co. After one 
year there he came, in February, 1870, to 
Sacramento, to take charge of the firm's 
branch here. He was admitted as parmer 
in this firm in January, 1874, being still a 
partner in the Sacramento house. January 
15, 1865, at San Francisco, he married 
Miss E. Louisa Symes, of Hoboken, New 
Jersey, who arrived in that city by the 
“Moses Taylor” November 27, 1862. 
They have four children — Joseph Lincoln, 
born in San Francisco, April 6, 1866; Lulu, 
in same city, August 24, 1868; Lottie, born 
in Sacramento, October 26, 1872, and 
Laura, in same place, June 18, 1874. Store, 
Orleans Building; residence, southeast cor- 
ner Sixteenth and K streets. 


MY FATHER’S “ WHO’s WHO ” 


in racing circles. There was some trouble sometimes at home. I did not 
eat at all at some meals; others were modified fasts, and — I was hungry. 
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My mother was worried. She couldn’t make out what the matter was 
and appealed to my father, who, as was his wont, eyed me, wagged his 
head, and said nothing for a week or so. He saw me break my fast now 
and then, eat ravenously, and, filled up for once, resume my “ training.” 
At last he took me aside and spoke. 

“ What are you trying to do? ” he asked. “ Fast? J see you refuse all 
your food, then break down and eat like a pig. That isn’t the way to 
fast, you know. The way to fast is to eat nothing — and that is all right. 
But what’s it all about? ” 

I told him all about what it was all about: how I was the best bareback 
rider of fast trotters on the turf and had a great future before me, if I 
could keep down my weight, as a jockey. He heard me out, asked a 
few questions: the names of my stables, of the trainers, and of my favor- 
ite jockey, Smoke. 

“All right,” he said. “If you are going in for racing, do it well. But 
the way to keep down your weight is not to eat nothing, but to diet, tak- 
ing moderately of plain, simple foods; no sweets, no fats, none of the 
heavy dough-like things you have always eaten too much of. I'll help 
you choose and limit your foods, and you tell me from time to time how 
you are getting on at the track.” 

That ended my troubles at home. My mother fretted some; not much; 
a look from my father saved me from eating even the cakes that she 
made to tempt me. And, as always, she helped adjust my clothes to my 
new occupation. She changed the fireman’s shirt she had made me for 
the fires to a close, high-necked jockey’s shirt, and had high heels put 
on one pair of shoes. I was a jockey at home, and at the track I was an 
institution, and not only as a rider and trainer of trotters. 

I went to all the races, of course. They let me in, free, at the stable 
entrance. I used to be sorry for my father and friends, who had to 
leave me there and go on themselves by the ordinary gate for the public 
and then sit on the grandstand, while I had the run of the paddocks, the 
stretch, and the betting ring. But these were places for between heats. 
When the horses went up the stretch to start, I climbed up to my post, 
one of the pillars that held up the grandstand, the one directly opposite 
the judges’ stand, to which the wire was fixed. There, in an angle 
formed by the pillar and one of its braces, I sat and had the best view 
of the track on the whole course. It was better than the judges’. I 
could see as well as they which horse passed first under the wire. The 
gamblers and touts soon saw that; they knew that I knew the rules, the 
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horses, the jockeys, and so, when it was a close heat and the judges 
were consulting, the horsemen would call up to me for the result. 

“ Hey, kid, who takes the money? ” 

And, promptly and certainly, I would tell them and, climbing down, 
run off up the track to watch the grooms strip, scrape, sponge, and 
blanket the horses. Racing was to me what I had heard it called, the 
Sport of Kings and the King of Sports. I idealized it as I idealized 
everything, and consequently I had my tragedy of disillusionment — as 
always — young. 

Being in with the stables, I soon began to hear about “ fixed races.” 
What were fixed races? The first answer was a laugh, a chorus of hoots 
from the jockeys. “Say, the kid wants to know what a fixed race is! ” 
I was hurt. Smoke may have seen my humiliation; he came up to me 
and said, “ Never you mind, kid, I'll tell you some day.” 

“Yes, he will,” said another boy. “ He knows all right.” 

And another said: “ A fixed race, kid, is a good thing. That is when 
we get ours, see? ” 

It was Smoke who explained it to me: that usually at every “ meet” 
there were some races prearranged to have an unexpected horse win 
over the favorite. Since they, the jockeys, grooms, trainers, and owners, 
were all betters, they could make “ big killings” when they were “in 
on the know” of a fixed race. Sometimes one crowd knew, sometimes 
another, and sometimes everybody got in, and then — sometimes — the 
“fix” was “ unfixed ” at the last moment and “ everybody lost” but the 
owner, trainer, and jockey. 

I didn’t bet. I had no wages, and therefore I had no compensation 
for the heartbreak of this information. I had only the suffering due to 
the crash of my faith. It was sad to see a rider I knew and liked hold 
back a favorite that I loved and knew could win. I could cry —I did 
feel tears in my eyes whenever such a thing happened. 

Smoke took it the way I did, and yet one day he told me he had to 
pull the horse he was to ride! He was a“ sure thing,” this horse, young, 
but a coming favorite. All the stables knew that, and they knew how 
Smoke could get the best out of him. When Smoke told me the stable 
had sold out this horse he smiled. 1 was sorry for the horse and ashamed 
for Smoke. I looked away till I heard Smoke say, “ Well, anyway, I've 
put up a pile of money on the race, all I’ve got, all I could beg, borrow, 
or steal.” 

From my post under the wire I watched that race, and having been 
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“ put wise,” I saw Smoke pull the horse. He had to. That horse had 
the habit of winning, and he meant to win again. It became almost a 
fight between the horse and the jockey. I was afraid others — maybe 
the judges — would see what Smoke was doing. He got a bad start, 
which the horse made up on the outside of the first turn, when he took 
the lead and held it, going slow, all along the back stretch. The quarrel 
broke out on the far turn. The horse’s head flew up twice as if to catch 
and take the bit, but Smoke kept it and at the beginning of the home 
stretch he was riding in the ruck. There his horse broke free for a 
moment and sailed up, easy, to the leaders, only Smoke had him inside 
against the rail and he couldn't get through. And when he moved out 
to go around, it was too late. With Smoke holding him hard he could 
not go, and under the wire he was third. The horse fixed to win was 
first. 

I didn’t want to go up the track to see the horses after that race. I 
sat still, and I saw our favorite come back, champing and angry, I 
thought, and dazed, to the judges’ stand. When Smoke raised the butt 
of his whip to the judges and got his bid to dismount and came up to 
be weighed, he jumped down and, do you know, his horse turned his 
head and looked at him? It was just one glance, and I noticed that 
Smoke did not return it; he turned his back and ran with his saddle and 
all up to be weighed. He was ashamed before the horse. And the 
horse was ashamed, I was sure, before the crowd. He went home, head 
down, champing, and when the grooms started to rub him down, he 
kicked at them. 

After a while, when I could, I went back to the stables to find Smoke. 
He was nowhere in sight, but a hostler, seeing what I was up to, winked 
and tossed his head over toward the rear; and there back of the stables 
was Smoke, crying. 

“Irs all right,” he blubbered when I came up to him. “It’s good 
business for white folks, but — de hoss! A hoss is a gen’leman, kid. 
It hurts him to lose a race, it breaks him — permanent — to sell a race. 
You ought to ’a’ scen de look he done give me when I got down off'n 
him. I had to sneak out œ’ his sight, and I don’t see how I kin ever 
look ‘im in de face again.” 

I began to lose interest in the race track. Racing wasn’t what it was 
cracked up to be, and the bridge-tender, whom I consulted, could not 
help me much. 

“You mustn't feel so bad about things,” he said when he had heard 
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the whole story. “ There's something to hang on to in racing, as in 
everything. This railroad, for instance. It’s a crook in politics, but — 
there’s some of us keeps it going straight enough to carry freight and 
passengers.” 

He went on to tell me a lot about “ the road” and life that I did not 
understand. All I gathered was that nothing is as it seems, but it’s 
all right somehow. He put the blame on what he called “ the suckers ”: 
the outsiders that bought stock in the road and bet on the races — blind. 

My father noticed that I was cold on the track; I ate all sorts of food 
and talked of other things. I did not go to the races, except now and 
then when he took me, and finally I would not go even with him. The 
reason for this was that the last time I went with him and some of his 
business friends, he and they were suckers. I left them in the grand- 
stand, went down to the stables, and the boys told me that the princi- 
pal event of the day was a fixed race, and how, and who was to beat 
the favorite. Returning to my father’s party, I found them betting on 
the favorite. I felt like warning them, but they thought they knew 
all about the horses, their records, their pedigrees, owners, jockeys — 
everything. They were sure the favorite would win. I waited there- 
fore till the horses were started and the books closed. Then I told them 
which horse would win. They seemed not to hear me, but they re- 
membered when my horse came in first. They turned on me and asked 
me how I had guessed it. I answered them as I heard a jockey answer 
such a question once. 

“Well, not by pedigree and performance.” 

“Why didn’t you tell us? ” they demanded. 

“I dunno,” I said. I could not tell them that it was because they were 
suckers and that I did not care for suckers, only horses, and other gen- 
tlemen, like the bridge-tender. My father was angry or thoughtful; he 
waited till we were alone at home, and then to his questions I answered 
with the truth, not only about that race, but racing: the whole story 
of my experience on the track. He did not say much. He just sat there 
and thought. He often did that: just sat and brooded. I remember 
how it used to trouble my mother, those long silences. This time he 
was only an hour or two. I had to go to bed, but when I was almost 
asleep, he came up, sat on the edge of my bed, and said: “I wouldn't 
give up racing entirely, if I were you. Horse racing is a fine sport, 
but bad men get into it as they do in other things, and they try to spoil 
it all. But they can't spoil it if we who play fair do our part. We have 
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bad men in business, too, but business is all right. No. Drop in on 
the track once ina while. Don’t overdo it, as you did; don't be a jockey, 
but go on and know all about horses.” 

This advice struck me as man to man. I took it. I did not go to 
the races often, but I did go to the track now and then. 

And then came the fall of Smoke. It seems that he had pulled his 
horse that day so well that he was called an expert at losing a race and 
was put up on other favorites to keep them from winning. He who 
hated it most had to do it most. He came under suspicion, was watched, 
caught, and ruled off the track. 

Poor Smoke! He came to my stable to tell me about it. A little 
fellow, no bigger than I was, he could not understand. “ White folks 
ain’t fair,” he said. They told him to pull their horses. They had 
influence. Any one of them could have gone to the front for him 
and got him off with a fine. They wouldn't do it. Not a man would 
speak up for him. “ Didn’t want to get mixed up into it.” No. They 
asked Smoke not to give them away, and he didn’t; and it was partly 
because he would not confess and betray his stable that he lost his 
license. 

Smoke disappeared. I never saw him again. But my father saw me 
right after Smoke told me his story. I was sitting on the fence back 
of the stable, looking into the alley, thinking. 

“ What are you doing there? ” my father asked me gently. “ Your 
mother says you have been sitting up there for an hour or two.” 

“ I was just a-thinking,” I said. 

“ What about? ” he asked. 

“Smoke was here today,” I said. “ He’s fired off the track.” 

“For pulling his horse? ” 

“For doing what his trainer told him to do.” 

My father stood there, and he thought too. Neither of us said a word. 
We just thought and thought till my mother called us to supper. 

“ What’s the matter with you two? ” she asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” I answered, and my father backed me up. 

“Nothing much,” he said, and my mother turned upon me sharply. 

“Don’t you be like your father,” she said. “ Don’t think, and think, 
and think — nothing.” 


VI. A PAINTER AND A PAGE 


Y FATHER brought home to dinner one Sunday a painter, W. M. 
M Marple, an artist from “ the City,” as we called San Francisco. 
I was excited. I had read about the famous painters; art 
was one way of being great; and I had been taken to the Crocker Art 
Gallery in Sacramento. All very interesting, but there was some mys- 
tery about pictures. Those that I liked best were scenes in mining 
camps or on ranches and, generally, from the life about me. I could 
not discover anything very great in them. It seemed to me that they 
weren't even true; they didn’t see things as I saw them. It was evident 
that in art, as in everything else, there was something to learn. And 
this visiting artist was my chance to learn it. 

“I can’t tell you anything about art,” he said when I put to him at 
table my eager questions. “ Nobody can. But I can show you.” 

He proposed after dinner to go out and make some sketches. He 
meant that he was going to paint a picture! And I could watch him 
at it! Where? What was there to paint in Sacramento? I guessed 
that he would paint the Capitol; that was the greatest thing in town. 
But no, I had a triumph, but it was not on my guess of the Capitol. 

My father, mother, and others always wondered why I spent so much 
time over on the American River battom: a washed-out place, where 
no one else ever went. Why not ride in the streets or the good country 
roads? I could not explain very well. The river bottom was all gravel 
and sand, cut up by the seasonal floods and left raw and bare of all but 
dead, muddied brush and trees. I remembered how it disappointed 
me the first time I saw it, the day I rode over there on my new pony. 
Since then I had filled it up with Indians, Turks, beavers, and wild 
beasts and made it a beautiful scene of romance and adventure. But 
I could not tell everybody that! I was ashamed of my taste in natural 
scenery. 

And yet that was Mr. Marple’s choice. He asked my father to take 
him there. He said he had passed by it on a train one afternoon and 
had seen something he wanted to paint. To my father’s astonishment 
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and mine, we had to lead the great painter to my playground. I was 
the guide, of course, a troubled, but a very proud leader; I could 
not think myself what Mr. Marple would like to see and paint there. 
A hole, where I swam because the water was warm, did not suit him. 
He pushed on deeper into the brush and, forgetting us in a most fasci- 
nating way, he moved about, here, there, till, satished at last, he un- 
packed his stuff, set up his easel, put a small square of boarded canvas 
on it, and went to work without a word. 

How I watched! His first movements I could imitate, and I did, 
to the bridge-tender the next day. That painter looked at the scene 
in which I could see nothing to paint; nothing; just brush, miles and 
miles of mud-stained brush and leafless, drowned scrub willows. He 
studied this with one eye, held up the handle of his brush, and meas- 
ured something which he dabbled off on his canvas. Then he looked 
some more, long, hard, while he pinched paints in little piles on his 
already mixed-up board of many colors. What was he doing? I asked. 
“Getting the colors right,” he said, and with that, he began suddenly 
to paint. Fast. I lost track of what he was doing, though I did not 
take my eyes off that easel and the scene. I could not make out what 
was going on. Whatever it was, he was quick about it, so quick that in 
a very few minutes he had the whole canvas covered, and then, as he 
stepped back and I looked, suddenly it became a picture, a picture of the 
scene; only — 

“What is it? ” I asked him. 

“ Oh, the name of it when the sketch is painted,” he said, “ will be, 
say, ‘ A sunset.’ ” 

Yes, that was right. The sun was burning a golden hole in the top 
line of the brush and the brush under and around the hole was gold, 
too, old gold; the whole was a golden picture. But — he was looking 
at it himself, squinting, with his head on one side, then on the other; 
he touched it here, there, and finally, backing far away, he said, “ Not 
so bad, eh? Not bad.” 

It was beautiful, I thought, but it wasn't good; it wasn’t true. It was 
bad of the brush; it wasn't brush at all. And I said as much. He 
laughed, and he answered me with a saying I never forgot. 

“You see the brush and the baked mud. All right. They are there. 
Many things are there, and everybody sees what he likes in this and in 


every other scene. I see the colors and the light, the beautiful chord of 
the colors and the light.” 
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Now I did not see the brush either; it was not the baked mud that 
made me come and play over there; and I told him so. I admitted 
that I had seen that the first time I rode out there, but after that — after 
that — 

“ Well,” he encouraged me, “ what did you see after that? ” 

I was caught. I owned up to the Indians, Saracens, elephants, and — 
he did not laugh. My father did; not the painter. Mr. Marple said 
that if I were an artist, I should paint Indians or wild animals — “ You 
should paint a princess in the brush if you see her there.” I could un- 
derstand that. 

“But your golden light is really there,” I said, “and my Indians 
aren't.” 

“ Your Indians are where my gold is,” he answered, “ where all beauty 
is, in our heads. We all paint what we see, as we should. The artist's 
gift is to see the beauty in everything, and his job is to make others see 
it. I show you the gold, you show me the romance in the brush. We are 
both artists, each in his line.” 

My father bought that picture, and my mother arranged to have me 
take drawing lessons. I was going to be a great painter for a while and 
fill the American River bottom with — what I saw there. But my 
drawing teacher did not teach me the way Mr. Marple did; I could 
not learn to copy other drawings; all I ever did that was called good 
was a group of horses’ heads. My mother held me to it; she made me 
take drawing lessons as she made me take music lessons long after I 
had lost all desire and interest in them. That was her guiding principle 
of education: that her children were to have a chance at everything; 
no talent was to be overlooked in us. None. 

The proper fruit of Mr. Marple’s visit was of another, a similar sort. 
I was to have a lesson, not in drawing, but in seeing. Mr. Marple’s son, 
Charlie, came to live with us. Maybe that was the purpose of the paint- 
er’s visit. Anyway, after him came Mrs. Marple, and from her I learned 
that her son, a boy a little older than I was, had a promise of an appoint- 
ment to bea page at the next session of the Legislature. She was looking 
for a place for him to live, a house where he would be cared for. “ Would 
I like a playmate? ” 

Would I? 1 was delighted. I could show him all the places I knew, 
and he could show me the Legislature. But what was a page? There 
were pages in my books; they were little boys at court or in the service 
of knights and ladies. But a page in a Legislature, what was that? A 
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messenger, they said, a boy that carried bills and letters and notes from 
one member to another on the floor of the House or Senate. I became 
interested in the Capitol, the Legislature, the government. I read up 
on, I asked everybody questions about these things, I visited the Capitol, 
and as always with me, I formed some sort of picture of the machinery 
of government. Yes, and I had made in my mind also a portrait of 
Charlie Marple, made it up out of what I had read of stories and pic- 
tures of pages at court. 

When Charlie came he was no more like my picture than his father’s 
sketch was like my river bottom, and as for the Legislature . . . Charlie 
was a homely fellow — and weak, physically — not graceful and pretty, 
and he wasn’t so eager for politics as he was to use my pony. He had 
been told about that; he had been looking forward to riding it; and 
when we went together out to the stable, his expectations were satisfied. 
He put his hand cautiously on the pony’s rump, and the face he turned 
to me was alight with pleasure. 

“ But,” he said, “1 can’t ride; never was on a horse in my life.” 

“It’s easy,” I reassured him, and I boosted him up on the pony's back 
there in the stall. When he found that easy, I untied the horse and led 
him out around the yard until Charlie learned to sit him without hang- 
ing on too hard to his mane. A happy boy he was at the end of his 
first lesson, and I was proud. I got on and showed how I could ride, 
up and down, around the block, at any gait. “ Easy, see? ” 

We had to go to the Capitol and to the hotel lobbies to inquire about 
his appointment, which was only promised; and I worried: I knew 
what promises were. I went with him and it was his turn to show me 
things. He seemed to know as much about politics as I did about my 
riding, but he was more interested in riding than he was in that Legis- 
lature. He made me tell him over and over where he would ride: 
down the river, up the river, out in the country, to the trestle bridge, to 
the beaver traps. ‘There was a long delay of his appointment, and I 
wondered why. The legislators were in town; Sacramento was filled 
with them; and the Legislature did not meet. Why? 

Charlie explained indifferently that they were “ organizing.” ‘There 
were committees to “ fix up ” and a lot of fat jobs to be distributed; not 
only pages to appoint, but clerks, sergeants-at-arms — everything; hun- 
dreds of them, and yet not enough to go round. There were, for 
instance, three times as many boys promised pageships as there were 
pages; and a pageship was a petty job. The page got only ten dollars a 
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day. Some places paid much more than this in salaries, besides what you 
could make out of them. 

“It all depends on who gets the speakership,” said Charlie. “ Let's go 
riding.” 

“ But aren't you afraid you'll get left? ” I asked anxiously. 

He wasn’t. His “ member ” was a San Francisco leader of the Re- 
publican railroad crowd which was sure to capture the speakership 
and thus the whole organization of the House. They could fill any 
job, but of course they had to give something good to the Democratic 
railroad gang and “ chicken feed ” to the opposition Republicans. That 
was “ good politics.” 

So we went riding, both of us on the one horse. I rode in front, 
Charlie holding on to my waist behind. He was glad of the delay. Un- 
til the sessions began, we could play all day every day together, and his 
salary was cumulative — ten dollars a day! The amount of it impressed 
me. A boy getting ten dollars a day was a wonder to a boy like me, who 
never had more than a dime at a time. Charlie hardly thought of it. 
His thoughts were on the pony, on learning to ride, seeing the rivers 
and the country, or playing Indians and crusaders, and trapping beavers. 

I wish I could recall all that I went through that winter. It was a 
revelation; it was a revolution to me. Charlie was appointed a page; 
we all went to the opening session, where, with a formal front, the 
Speaker was elected (just as if it had not been “ fixed”), speeches made 
(just as if spontaneously), and the committees and the whole organ- 
ization read off (just as if it had not been “settled” days and nights 
before). Then I saw why Charlie wasn’t interested in his salary: he got 
none of it; it all went home; and he had no more money in his pocket 
than I had in mine. But also I saw that the Legislature wasn’t what 
my father, my teachers, and the grown-ups thought; it wasn’t even 
what my histories and the other books said. There was some mystery 
about it as there was about art, as there was about everything. Nothing 
was what it was supposed to be. And Charlie took it as it was; my 
father took it as it seemed to be; I couldn't take it at all. What troubled 
me most, however, was that they none of them had any strong feeling 
about the conflict of the two pictures. I had. I remember how I suf- 
fered; I wanted, I needed, to adjust the difference between what was 
and what seemed to be. There was something wrong somewhere, and 
I could not get it right. And nobody would help me. 

Charlie was forever for getting away from the Capitol. So were the 
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legislators. They kept adjourning, over every holiday, over Sundays, 
over Saturdays and Sundays, over Saturdays, Sundays, and Mondays. 
We could ride, therefore, and we did. We made long trips out to the 
ranches, up and down and across the rivers. Charlie never wearied; he 
never got enough of our exploration and of our romance. He entered 
into the spirit of my games of “ playing ” knight or cowboy. He learned 
to ride; he could go off alone, but I liked riding, too, and he preferred 
that we stay together. It was more fun to talk and think together about 
dangers ahead; it was safer to meet them shoulder to shoulder. I en- 
joyed our many, many days of free play. 

But I enjoyed also the sessions of the House when Charlie had to be 
on the floor. He found me a seat just back of the rail where I could sit 
and watch him and the other pages running about among the legislators 
in their seats. Charlie used to stand beside me, he and the other small 
pages, between calls, and we learned the procedure. We became expert 
on the rules. The practices of debate, quite aside from the legislation 
under consideration, fascinated me. I wished it were real. It was 
beautiful enough to be true. But no, speeches were made on important 
subjects with hardly anyone present but the Speaker, the clerks, and 
us boys. Where were the absent members? I did not ask that question 
often; not out loud. The pages laughed; everybody laughed. Charlie 
explained. 

“ The members are out where the fate of the measure debated here 
is being settled,” and he took me to committee rooms and hotel apart- 
ments where, with the drinks and cigars, members were playing poker 
with the lobbyists and leaders. “ The members against the bill are al- 
lowed to win the price agreed on to buy their vote.” 

Bribery! I might as well have been shot. Somewhere in my head or 
my heart I was wounded deeply. 

Once, when the Speaker was not in the chair and many members were 
in their seats, when there was a dead debate in an atmosphere of great 
tension, I was taken down a corridor to the closed door of a committee 
room. There stood reporters and a small crowd of others watching out- 
side. We waited awhile till, at last, the Speaker came out, said some- 
thing, and hurried with the crowd back to the Assembly. Charlie held 
me back to point out to me “ the big bosses ” who had come “ up the 
river ” to “ force that bill through ”; they had “ put on the screws.” I 
was struck by the observation that one of the bosses was blind. We went 
back to the House, and quickly, after a very ordinary debate of hours, 
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the bill was passed on the third reading and sent to the Senate, where, 
in due course, it was approved. It was a “ rotten deal,” the boys said, 
and I remember my father shook his head over it. “The rascals! ” he 
muttered. 

And that, so far as I could make out from him and from all witnesses 
—that was the explanation. The Legislature, government — every- 
thing was “all right,” only there were some “bad men” who spoiled 
things — now and then. “ Politicians ” they were called, those bad men. 
How I hated them, in the abstract. In the concrete —I saw Charlie 
Prodger often in the lobby of the Legislature, and I remember that some 
one said he was “one of them,” a “ politician.” But I knew Charlie 
Prodger, and I knew he was not a “ bad man.” 

And the sergeant-at-arms, who was called “ bad ” — one of the San 
Francisco gang — he was one of the kindest, easiest-going men I ever 
met. He looked out for me; he took care of all the boys. Many a time 
he let Charlie Marple off to have a free day with me. And there were 
others: every “ crook ” I met seemed to me to belong in a class with the 
bridge-tender, Mr. and Mrs. Stortz, and all the other grown men and 
women who “ understood a fellow ”— did not stick at rules; did not 
laugh at everything a boy said and frown at every little thing he did. 

When the Legislature closed and Charlie Marple went home, I was 
left to ride around the country alone, thinking, thinking. I asked ques- 
tions, of course; I could not think out alone all that I had been learning 
that winter; I could not easily drop the problem of government and the 
goodness and badness of men. But I did not draw from my friends any 
answers that cleared my darkness. The bridge-tender said that all Legis- 
latures were like that. And Jim Neely said so too. Ah Hook was not 
interested. 

“What for you askem me fool question,” he said. “ Chinaman he 
findee out long time allee government allee samee — big clook.” 

But there was an answer of a sort about that time, an answer to one 
of my questions: Why didn’t somebody challenge the rascals — if they 
were so bad? The boss of Sacramento, Frank Rhodes, the gambler, was 
having one of his conventions of the local ringleaders, in a room under 
his gambling house. It was at night. There were no outsiders present, 
none wanted, and the insiders were fighting, shooting men. During 
the meeting Grove L. Johnson, a well-known attorney in the town, 
walked in with his two sons, Albert and Hiram, both little more than 
boys, and both carrying revolvers. They went up to the front, and with 
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one of his boys on one side of him, the other on the other, Mr. Johnson 
told those crooks all about themselves and what they were doing. He was 
bitter, fearless, free spoken; he insulted, he defied those politicians; he 
called upon the town to clean them out and predicted that their power 
would be broken some day. There was no answer. When he had 
finished, he and his sons walked out. 

Something in me responded to that proceeding. It was one way to 
solve my problem. There was no other response, so far as I could see 
or hear. People said unpleasant things about Grove L. Johnson, and the 
Rhodes ring went right on governing the town. Later, much later, the 
boss disappeared, and still later Grove L. Johnson himself was one of 
the bosses of the Legislature. Albert Johnson died. But Hiram John- 
son became a reform Governor of California and a United States 
Senator. 

What struck and stunned me at the time was that this courageous at- 
tack by the Johnsons — especially by the boys — had no effect upon the 
people } knew. I was trying to see the Legislature and government as 
Mr. Marple saw the sunset through the brush in the river bottom; not 
the mud but —the gold, the Indians — some beauty in them. The 
painter said there always was something beautiful to see. Well, Mr. 
Johnson and his two boys — their defiance was beautiful; wasn’t it? I 
thought so, and yet nobody else did. Why? I gave it up, or, better, 
I laid the question aside. I had other things to think of, wonderful 
things, things more in my line. 


VIL THE NEELY FARM 


HEN the romance began to fall off the race horses, I looked 

\ Ny around for a new interest and there was none within my 

old range. I had about exhausted the resources of the world 

within a quarter of a day’s ride of home. My circle must be widened; 

I must go off for all day. What held me? Not my parents; they let me 

go wild. Not my pony: he was a tough little cayuse. The noonday meal 

was the stake I was tied to. If I could ride away out into the country 

till noon, eat there somewhere, and ride back in the afternoon, I could 

cover miles and miles, see new things, new people. The problem was 
where to eat and feed my pony. 

I tried nowhere at first. I rode half a day, dismounted on the edge of 
a vineyard, and ate grapes, but there is no grass when grapes are ripe; 
my pony had to nibble stubble. That was not enough for him, and the 
grapes were too much for me. I came home with a stomach-ache. My 
mother, who did not understand a boy at all, said it was the grapes, and 
she proposed that I take my lunch with me. “ Your father does,” she 
argued. Yes, but teamsters, scouts, knights, and vaqueros did not carry a 
lunch — and I wasn’t going to. When my mother insisted and made up 
a lunch parcel for me I hid it in the stable or ditched it. I would not be 
weak. I would “ find ” myself, as my kind of people did. 

I consulted the bridge-tender about it. He said I might share his meal 
whenever I wished, and his fare was good regular food: ham and eggs 
with black coffee and brown sugar. He could not provide for a horse. 
however, and the bridge was not far enough out of town. I used his 
hospitality only for breakfasts when I rose early and could get out to his 
place by six-thirty A.M. 

I made friends with Ah Hook, a Chinese farmer a little farther out. 
He was hostile at first. Having a patch of melons and another of pea- 
nuts, he was suspicious of a boy. 

“ What for you come catchem eat here? ” he asked. “ What for you 
no go home? ” 

I explained, “ ‘Too far,” and he asked, “ What for you go too far? ” 
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That was an easy question. I had to see what was beyond. He 
laughed. 

“ Melican boy, he go lookee see — what? No ting, no ting. China 
boy, he no go lookee see. He know all-leadee, notting, allee samee.” 

I answered that: “ What for you Ah Hook come allee way China 
lookee see — Sacramento? ” 

“ Me no come lookee see Sacramento,” he replied. “ Me come catchem 
dollar, go home China.” 

“Yes,” I argued, “ you come catchem dollar to catchem eat allee 
samee me.” 

Ah Hook liked that. He chuckled and surrendered. 

“ AN li,” he said. “ All li, you come eatee lice here.” 

And I did once or twice, and Ah Hook put up my pony to feed with 
his old skeleton of a horse. But his bill of fare was always the same 
“lice ” and tea, both made Chinese fashion, and I didn’t like rice. I had 
to find another roadhouse. 

As my custom was, I made a business of the search, and I turned the 
business into a game. My youngest sister has turned this trick into a 
philosophy. “Why work?” she says whenever anyone complains 
of the labor of something. “ Make a game of your job and then — 
play.” 

I played that I was a fugitive from justice in search of a friend, but I 
became so absolutely a hunted criminal that I was too cautious. I ran 
away from the people who might have helped me. I found nothing, 
and another day was wasted because I was after an enemy and forgot 
that it was actually a friend I wanted. I avoided everybody. The next 
Saturday I was more sensible. I was the trusted scout of a general who 
sent me out to find a base, an advance post where he could quarter and 
supply his troops; and he ordered me to hunt till I got what we must 
have. Riding up on a low eminence on the Stockton road, I folded my 
arms and reconnoitered, and I saw several places that would do. I was 
judging by appearances; I preferred neat farms. The Duden Farm was 
spick and span. It was small, but all the buildings were painted; the 
fences were well made and the fields well tilled. Mr. Duden had a 
blacksmith’s shop on the corner of the main road and a crossroad. 
There he himself always worked; his sons kept the farm. That was an 
objection. Country boys had an uncomfortable way of looking a city 
boy contemptuously up and down, asking technical questions, and laugh- 
ing at the answers. I was desperate, however; the troops must be pro- 
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vided for; the general was a fine chief but a martinet. I considered the 
Duden place. 

Riding on to the blacksmith’s shop, I stopped and stared at Mr. Duden. 
He looked up from his anvil, asked me if I wanted my pony shod, and 
when I said I didn’t, he went on with his work, hammering red-hot 
irons and spattering the sparks all over everything, even his leather apron 
and — to my wonder — his own bare, hairy arms. It was a fascinating 
sight. I wouldn’t mind being a blacksmith who shod horses. The 
glowing splinters burned black spots on the floor, but they didn’t burn 
Mr. Duden. Why? I asked him. 

“They know me,” he answered, but he did not look up. He went 
on beating the red-hot irons, ducking them sizzling into water and pok- 
ing them back in the open fire, just as if I wasn’t there. I rode on, there- 
fore, and the Dudens lost for a year or two the chance to know and 
feed me. 

The Duden place was five miles out. Two miles farther there was a 
crossroad that led left to Florin, a railroad station, now the center of a 
Japanese colony which has been written about many times as an example 
of the failure of the whites to hold land against the cleverest of the yel- 
low races. In my day the farms were almost ranches in size and the 
houses few. There was no building between Dudens’ and the cross- 
road, none beyond for miles. It was all open fields of wheat, shining 
hot in the sun. You could see the heat radiating like white flames over 
the land. I turned down the Florin road because I saw off to the left of 
it an oasis, a white cottage, with a flying windmill in a small, fenced 
garden of young trees, and near it a big, unpainted barn. Pretty good. 
A lane opened off the road; I jogged along it between the yellow wheat 
and the great, light green vineyard irrigated by windmills, up to the 
house. I saw that there were flowers in the garden, kept fresh by tiny 
streams of water, carried all through and around it by a perfect little sys- 
tem of ditches. The whole place was neat, cool, shady, and quiet; and 
not a sign of a human being till I arrived opposite the cottage gate. 
There I saw, with a start, a woman standing, wiping her hands on her 
apron and staring hard at me. It was Mrs. Neely. 

Mrs. Neely was the New England wife of William Neely, a tall, 
straight, gentle man from Mississippi. This I learned later, and indeed 
a good deal of what I have to tell now of her and me is her story, told 
afterward to my mother, and all mixed up hopelessly with my own recol- 
lections. But I can see still the picture of her at our first meeting; I can 
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feel the straight line of her tight, silent lips, and the gleeful, dancing 
look out of her watching, inquiring eyes. She drove al] thought of my 
troops out of my head. 

“ How de do? ” I began anxiously. 

“ How do you do? ” she answered. 

“Tm Lennie Steffens,” I explained, “ and I’m looking for some place 
where I can get lunch for us when I’m off on long trips in the country.” 


THE NEELY RANCH 


“Us?” she repeated. “ Who are us? You don’t mean you and your 
pony?” 

“Yes,” I said, “ and my father says it’s more important to feed my 
pony than me, but he can eat grass, if you have no hay.” 

“Oh, we have hay,” she answered, “ but why should we feed a boy 
and a horse whenever they happen along? ” 

“I don’t know,” I said, and I didn’t. I was often asked the question; 
I had even asked it myself; and I never could answer it. 
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“ Where do you and your pony live? ” she questioned. “ And what 
do you two do for a living? What are you doing now ‘way out here? ” 

I told her where I lived. I could not tell her what I did for a living, 
except that I went to school. And as for this trip, I had explained that, 
but I repeated a little more fully. I was hunting for a place where I could 
always be sure of regular meals when I was out on the Stockton road. 

“Does your mother let you range the country wild like this? And 
your father! Do they know where you are today? ” 

“No.” I blushed for them. “They don’t know where I am today. 
They hardly ever know till I get back. But they don’t mind. They let 
me go anywhere I want to, as long as I am with my pony.” 

“Umpbh, I see,” she said. “ They trust the pony.” And she called, 
“Jim, Jim.” 

A man stuck his head out of the barn. “ Hallo? ” he answered. 

“ Here, Jim,” she said. “Come and take this useless boy’s good-for- 
nothing pony; put him in the barn and feed him. Hay, no barley. And 
you ” — she turned to me — “ you climb down off that horse and come 
with me.” 

Jim came and took the pony with a wondering look at me. I went 
with Mrs. Neely, who led me to her kitchen and bade me “ wash up.” 
She said I was dirty. She went on with her cooking, and when I had 
washed, we had a long talk. I don’t remember what it was all about, but 
I do recall her interest in my sisters, who did not interest me. They 
weren’t boys and could be used, so far as I had discovered, only on rainy 
days, when they served pretty well as brakemen and better still as pas- 
sengers on a train of chairs or a steamboat. Yes, and she asked me about 
school, which bored me. The only good thing I could tell her about 
school was that Friday was a short day, closing at two o'clock instead of 
three, and there was no school from then till Monday. Two days and a 
half free. In order to use them, however, I had to find places where I 
could stop and feed up. 

She saw, she said. “ And when you decide that we will do for one 
stopping place, you will go on and look for others farther out.” 

“ Ye-e-e-s,” I agreed. I had not thought so far ahead as that, but the 
moment she mentioned it, I could see it would be well to have other sta- 
tions. Also I could see that Mrs. Neely could understand — some 
things; which is very important to a boy, whose life is one long search 
for people who have some insight; intelligence is so rare, especially 
among grown-ups. 
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Dinner was a long time preparing. I thought Mrs. Neely would never 
stop putting things on the table— wonderful things: cakes and jams, 
honey and milk and pickles. Long after there was enough even for me 
she kept baking and cooking and pulling things out of cupboards, cellars, 
and the oven. And I wasn’t the only impatient one. Before she was 
ready Jim came up to the house. 

“ Always first — to meals,” Mrs. Neely said uncomfortably, but Jim 
answered her back. “It’s late,” he said. “ That noon train went by long 
ago.” Her reply was a blast on a horn that brought Mr. Neely up to the 
door. Both men wiped their boots carefully on the door mat outside the 
kitchen door, and that made me notice that the house was very clean. 

I was introduced to Mr. Neely as “ a good-for-nothing boy who has 
come here on a useless pony for a square meal for both, and he proposes, 
if the board is satisfactory, to come often, whenever he is passing by — 
at mealtimes.” 

“Then,” said Mr. Neely, “I hope that you have a good dinner for 
him.” He said this charmingly, with a polite bow to me, and he gave 
me a warm handshake. I liked Mr. Neely right then and there. Of 
Mrs. Neely I could not be sure; she was queer. As for Jim, Mr. Neely’s 
brother — I ranked him where Mrs. Neely put him, at the foot of the 
table; he was just a regular fella. 

“Yes,” Mrs. Neely repeated when the men had washed up and we 
were seated at table, “ I have done my best, as you see, with the cooking 
of this first — a sample meal. For I infer from what he tells me that he 
won't come to us again unless he is suited, though he says his father says 
that it is more important that Jim feed his pony well.” It was true that 
I had said all that; only the way Mrs. Neely said it made me feel very 
uneasy. It was always a puzzle to me why people took what I said and 
gave it a twist that made it sound preposterous or ridiculous. 

I was hungry, however. So were the other men, and the food was not 
only abundant, it was good. I had chanced upon the best cook in the 
county; so I ate; we all ate, all but Mrs. Neely, who kept at me with ques- 
tions, funny questions. How was the election going to go? Who would 
be our next President? What was playing at the theater? And the 
opera? (Sacramento had no opera.) When would the next ball be? 
What were the latest fashions? I didn’t answer the questions; didn’t 
have to; nobody did. We just ate and ate, and she asked questions with- 
out waiting for answers till I was full, very full, and then Mrs. Neely 
got me started telling the story of my life — to come. That seemed to 
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interest them all; they sat around listening to what I was going to be, 
until Mrs. Neely said it was time to go to work. Then Mr. Neely shook 
hands with me, said good-by, and told me to come again whenever I 
wanted to. 

“ That settles it so far as we are concerned,” said Mrs. Neely. Mr. 
Neely was head of the house, and if he said I might come again, I could 
be sure of a welcome from her. 

“ But how about you? ” she asked me. “ Do you want to come again? 
Does the board suit you? ” 

I told her it did; I was very sincere on that point, and she was glad. 
She liked to have a visitor now and then from the great world; liked to 
hear the news. She complained that some visitors, especially boys, did 
not know much, had no idea what was going on; and some boys were 
a lot of trouble, banging around and breaking fences and things, making 
noises that scared the cattle and fowls. I wasn’t like that. She was 
pleased that I was different. And she seemed to have a grievance against 
a boy that came, not by himself, but with a horse that had to be fed and 
cleaned. What would I do with a boy like that? What could such a 
boy expect? To be taken in and coddled and — I was troubled. It 
sounded just like me, this part, and Jim grinned. She turned on him and 
drove him out. “ You go on to your work,” she commanded angrily, 
and when he obeyed and was gone, she grabbed and squeezed me. 

“ You darling,” she said, “ you darling,” and she kissed me, several 
times, hard, the way my mother did till I had put a stop to the practice. 
I couldn’t stop Mrs. Neely. I saw what looked like wetness in her eyes, 
and, besides, all of a sudden she pushed me out of the house and slammed 
the door. 

Jim was waiting for me. He took me out to the barn. He kept 
snickering a suppressed laugh while he showed me that the pony had 
fed well. He put on bridle and blanket, boosted me upon the pony. 

“ Now, boy,” he said, “ you come often. We get better meals when 
you do. The Missis doesn’t strain herself every day the way she did 
today. And Will, he likes you.” 

“ But how about Mrs. Neely? ” I asked. “ Does she really want me 
to come? ” 

“Want you? ” Jim exclaimed. “ Want you! She has wanted a boy 
like you all her life.” 


VII. A PRINCE AND A COWBOY 


Boy's life is pestered with problems — hard ones, as hard as any 


adult’s. There is the whole world to get into your head. You 

have to make a picture of it; that’s easy, but the picture has to 
correspond somewhat with the world outside, which keeps changing. 
You have the sun going fine around the earth, and then all of a sudden 
you learn something more and the earth starts whirling around the sun. 
This means a complete readjustment. It happens often. Every time | 
had everything all right and working harmoniously inside so that I 
could leave it and mind my own business, some fact would bob up to 
throw it all out. I remember how, when the earth was flat, I had to put 
China and the Far East to the west of me, no easy task for a boy; and 
then when I had that done, I studied a book which made the earth round 
like an orange. Where was one to put China then? 

I consulted some of the other boys about that, and they looked dazed 
for a moment; but they soon turned to the ball and bats and bade me do 
likewise. 

“ Ah, play ball,” they said in effect. 

Our cook, a Chinaman, was contemptuous. “ What for you go lookee 
see find China? China no lost. Fool boy lost, yes, but China all li.” 

And this, the construction of the universe as a whole, was only the 
main business of life. There were minor problems. It took me and my 
crowd days of exploration to discover and map in our minds the con- 
fluence of our two rivers, the American and the Sacramento. It took 
longer to make out how the river steamboats and the railroad trains 
could start from Sacramento at right angles and arrive both at the same 
place, San Francisco. Also there were the inhabitants of the earth to 
understand, the grown-ups who do and say such queer things. They say 
they love you and yet they balk you like enemies. They tell you to be good 
and you'll succeed, and the next thing you know they will be chuckling 
about how dishonest some successful man was. Nor will they explain 
anything, not seriously. They laugh at a fellow’s questions. Or if they 
pretend to throw a light, they only cast a shadow that darkens and com- 
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plicates the puzzle. They don’t seem to realize how painful your need 
is to find out just where you are at in a mixed-up world. Sometimes it 
seemed to me almost as if they didn’t know where they were at them- 
selves. 

As I was leaving the Neely farm that day I was wondering what Jim 
Neely meant by what he said about Mrs. Neely wanting a boy like me 
and what Mrs. Neely meant by being so cross with me and then so soft. 
If she wanted me why couldn’t she take me straight as a regular fellow 
would? I could not make it out. I thought and thought, but the sun 
was hot over me and the pony was hot under me. I did what I had to 
do with many, many questions: I gave them up, for the present; I laid 
them aside and hung on to the thought that anyhow I had a feeding 
station seven miles out on the Stockton road. And before I reached 
home I had another feeding station still farther out, and another 
problem. 

Single-footing along the flaming road, I picked up the track of cattle 
going my way, and pretty soon there was a cloud of dust ahead. Hurry- 
ing as much as I could on such a day, I caught up with a cowboy driving 
a small herd of big calves and young steers to market. I asked if I might 
help him. 

“ You betcher life,” he answered. “ My horse is about in.” 

No wonder. It was a small drove, and, as the cowboy said, it’s easier 
to handle a big drove. If there’s a mob, cattle will herd like humans. 
But when they're a few, and of mixed ages, they are like a bunch of 
shooting stars. “ Maybe we can do it together,” he said. “ I'll drive from 
behind here and you'll ride along the side of the next crossroad, doing 
the dirty work.” 

It was dirty work. A calf would bleat and bolt. My pony would 
spring ahead and cut him off. Then a young steer, smelling water, 
would bellow and go, with others after him, down the road. I had to 
race to the front, stop short, and hold them. An open lane on one side 
was easy; the pony would of himself see and take and hold it, but when 
there was a crossroad, open both sides, we had, us two cowboys, alter- 
nately to drive and head. I would shoot up, yelling, along one side, then 
fall back and drive as he galloped up the other side. By good team work 
we got by. I was sweating, my pony was in a lather, and the cowboy and 
his horse were caked with the mud of the damp dust. He was pleased, 
however, and, to keep me with him, he paid me a compliment (the way 
grown-ups do). 
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“ You know the cattle game, don’t you? ” he said. 

“No,” I answered, “ but my pony does, and I’m learning it from him. 
How long you been on the road? ” 

“ All day,” he said. “ The ranch is about twenty aie out.” 

Twenty miles out! Just right. I began fishing for an invitation to 
visit him, asking him questions. The ranch was not a big one, he said; 
it was mostly a wheat farm, only part hay and cattle. He was one of five 
or six hands that worked steady on the place. 

“Why don’t you ride out and see us sometime? ” he invited. “ You 
like to work cattle. We'll let you have all you want of it.” 

I told him about my gang, and he laughed. “Five or six! All kids? 
Well, you may all come. Why not? Make a week end of it.” A week 
end? What wasthat? He used lots of funny words, and he spoke them 
very English. And he suggested a date when there would be work for 
us to do, cattle work. 

I liked the idea, accepted it, and I liked this fellow. I stared at him 
approvingly till he turned away as if embarrassed, and when he looked 
back at me, he asked me a diverting question. 

“Why no saddle? ” 

I explained that my father wanted me to learn bareback, and that led 
to the Comanches. I told him all about them, how they rode, fought, 
and —I must have become so enthusiastic about those Indians that he 
suspected me. 

“ I see,” he said, “ you are a Comanche Indian chief.” 

This struck me at first as fresh. I did not like to have anybody walk 
right into my — my privacy, like that, sit down, and stick his feet up on 
the table. But my second thought was that maybe he was my kind of a 
fellow, like the bridge-tender. I decided to see. 

“No,” I said. “I used to be a Comanche chief's son, but that was 
long ago; several weeks back. I am — something else now. I'll tell you 
what I am if you'll tell me first what you are.” 

“ Why,” he said, “ I am, as you see, a cowboy.” 

I was disappointed. He did not understand. I said as much. “ Of 
course, ] can see you’re a cowpuncher, but that’s only your job. I don't 
mean that. What I mean is, what are you really? ” 

“ Really? ” he echoed. “ What's really? I'ma real cowboy.” 

“That’s funny,” I said, “ I thought you'd tumble to what I meant, 
and you didn’t.” 

I was about to give up, and he seemed to sense that. He looked al- 
most ashamed, and I didn’t care. If he wasn’t my sort, if he didn’t belong 
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to our crowd, he didn’t matter. We rode along in a silence that could 
be felt, like the heat, till a steer charged the fence. “ Water,” I called as 
my pony charged at the steer, and I was glad that the rest of the herd 
joined the attack on that fence. It kept us busy for a while. When we 
could fall back and ride together, the cowboy had decided to talk. 

“TIl tell you about myself,” he said. “ My name, my cattle name, is 
Duke. That’s what the cattlemen call me from Texas to the Pacific, 
only they pronounce it Dook. And they name me so, not because I am 
a duke. My father, as it happens, is a lord, but my older brother will 
inherit his title. I myself, I am nothing, as you see. I’m called by an 
English title because I am English, but as a matter of fact, I am a plain 
American cowboy.” 

I was thrilled. I had read about the English nobility, books on books, 
and here for the first time I was seeing one. 

“ Is that what you mean by ‘ really ’ ? ” he inquired. 

“ Maybe,” I answered, and it was his turn to be disappointed. I was 
sorry now. It was my turn to talk. I told him about me, to explain 
what I meant. 

I had been reading Scott's novels lately, I said, and lots of other Eng- 
lish stories about knights and gentlemen and ladies. I knew what a 
younger son was and had even thought I'd like to be one. 

“ Really? ” he said, only he said it differently from me. 

“ Yes-s —” I hesitated. But I decided to trust him. “ Yes,” I con- 
fessed. “I wouldn’t have minded being the son of a lord, and, as a 
matter of fact, I was — not exactly that, but I’ve been something like 
that for a good while lately.” 

“ But why? ” he asked. “ You are in the way of being what I wanted 
to be when I was a boy, and yet here you are — ” 

“ Nothing,” I interrupted, and I poured out my woes. 

Here I was, a boy, just an ordinary boy. I wasn’t a poor boy, like the 
boys I had read about in stories, the fellows that started with nothing, 
no father, no mother, no home. They starved in the streets, picking up 
now and then a crust of bread to eat, and finding here and there a dark 
hallway to sleep in, but they begin by selling papers and shining shoes; 
they are smart, industrious, honest, and brave; so they rise slowly but 
surely and by and by they are a success. They own the paper they sold 
or — whatever it is they are at. 

“ That’s great,” I summed up. “ They are heroes of books. I'd like 
to be the hero of a book.” 

But, I grieved, I could not be that. My father and mother did not die 
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when I was young. They are both stil] living, and they had a home for 
me. I didn’t have a chance; I could not go out and suffer, strive, and 
become a success. 

The Duke saw my predicament. He tried to be encouraging. There 
were other things I might do. 

“ What? ” I demanded. “I can’t be one of those rich men’s sons or 
the son of a duke and do what they do.” There were stories about them, 
too. They had boats and rivers they could row on; not like the Sacra- 
mento and the American Rivers: not swift floods or all dried up. They 
had snow and ice and parks. They could go sledding, and skating, and 
they had places to go riding in, made on purpose for saddle horses, and 
grooms to follow them. Not like me. I had to ride over to the river 
bottom or out on the plains, always with other boys, among farmers and 
— and — 

I halted. I had almost said something that might hurt his feelings. 
He saw my embarrassment, and like a duke, he bridged it gracefully 
(the nobility is very graceful, you know). 

“ And cowboys,” he suggested. 

“Yes,” I said, and to make it easy for him, I explained gracefully that 
I didn’t mean him. I was glad I had met him; I was certainly coming 
out to his ranch with my crowd to help with his cattle. I had to do 
something to fill up my time. 

“ But you can see, can’t you,” I said, “ that working cattle on a ranch 
isn’t what a fellow with ambition would choose to do if he had his 
choice.” 

A team was coming toward me. “TIl head ’em,” I said, and I rode 
up and turned our cattle off to the right side of the road. After that 
there were two crossroads in succession; both the Duke and I were busy, 
and by that time, the city limit was near. There weré other things to 
think of. 

What butcher were his calves for? When he told me, I told him that 
all would be well. Loony Louie was that butcher’s ranchman; he would 
be on the lookout for us, with the bars down, and there was a pond in 
his corral. The cattle would turn in of themselves for the water. And 
this happened. We had a couple of miles of very hard work. The herd 
split, and half of them got away up one of the many lanes. My pony 
brought them back, and — well, we worked the whole tired, famished 
drove to the butcher’s place. There was Louie standing out in the 
middle of the road with his gate wide open. The cattle rushed in, ana 
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our horses followed — one mad rush for the pond, and there they all 
waded in up to their bellies and sank their heads in up to their eyes. 
And Louie, closing the gate and running after us to the pond, stood and 
danced there; he laughed and yelled like a maniac at the sight of the 
drinking animals. 

I saw Duke looking astonished at him. 

“What's the matter with that man? ” he asked, as we rode up out of 
the water and headed for town. I saw my chance to explain what I 
meant by “ really.” 

“ Well,” I said, “ Loony Louie is called crazy, but he isn’t. He is all 
right, only he loves stock. You saw how he was glad when your thirsty 
calves wallowed in the water and drank their fill? Well, he loves that; 
he loves to see em drink and feed. He'll cry if he sees them slaughtered; 
sure. That’s why they say he’s crazy: because he loves animals and goes 
crazy when he sees them drink when they’re thirsty and eat when they’re 
hungry; and — and when they’re killed he goes crazy too.” 

“ Poor devil! ” the Duke muttered. 

“ No,” I corrected, “ Louis was in prison once for stealing cattle and 
once he was in the insane asylum for the same thing. But I know him, 
and I knew what he wanted: knew he didn’t want to own cattle but 
only to take good care of them, so I got him a jab here to take care of 
the butcher’s cattle. It would have been better to put him on a ranch 
where cattle aren’t killed, but no rancher would take a loco cattle lover. 
Only this old German butcher could understand about Louie. He gave 
him the job of priming up his cattle, and he keeps him away as much 
as he can from the slaughterhouse.” 

“ Really! ” the cowboy exclaimed, and I answered, “ Yes, really. And 
there you have said it yourself.” 

But he didn’t see it even yet. We rode along the city streets, quietly; 
all you could hear was the flap of his chaps and the clink of his spurs. 

“ Come again, kid,” he said at last. 

“Why, don’t you see? ” I said. “ That butcher’s man, who has the 
job of feeding up cattle to be killed, he is really — he is playing he’s the 
friend of those calves of yours, and he'll take ’em into the barn, feed them 
a lot, pet them, talk to them, and he will listen to them, and — and —” 

“ And? ” the cowboy boosted, and I told him straight how Louie could 
sit up on a fence with you and tell you how a young calf feels when it is 
separated from its mother and what a wild steer would like to be -— 
really. 


56 A BOY ON HORSEBACK 


“He does to me,” I said. “ He has told me stories that are — real 
about what the cattle tell him.” 

“Really?” 

“ Yes,” I said, and I told him about the bridge-tender, whose job was 
to tend the American River trestle. A good job, and dangerous, and he 
did it up brown. But he didn’t care for it. “ He’s really a prospector 
who strikes it rich and goes home where his people live, and the girl that 
wouldn't marry him, and — and —” 

“ And —” the cowboy said, and I saw he was understanding, so I 
went on. 

“ And I go out there and sit in his cabin, and him and me, we go 
back home rich and spend the money; he just blows it and he makes 
his folks proud of him, and — and — ” 

«“ And = » 

I had to go back and explain that the bridge-tender’s troubles all came 
from a certain preacher in his home town who, because the bridge- 
tender got to dancing and raising the dust, denounced him to his face 
in a sermon in the church. The bridge-tender was with his girl, and it 
so shamed her that she wouldn’t have him ’round any more. 

“ See? ” I said, and he saw that much; so I trusted him with the whole 
truth, how, when the bridge-tender and J are alone on the trestle and 
there is no train due, we make his pile, we go back east to his home. We 
walk into that church — everybody’s there, the girl, too, of course — 
and the bridge-tender, who has been the talk of the town for a week, he 
walks up the middle aisle of the church, draws his gun, and makes that 
preacher come down out of his pulpit, kneel down, and apologize to 
the girl. 

“ And she marries the bridge-tender? ” the Duke asked. 

“ Sometimes,” I answered. “ Sometimes we take her, and sometimes 
she begs to be took, but we scorn her.” 

We had come to the corner where there was a small drovers’ hotel 
with a stable next door, the Duke’s hotel. We stopped; since the Duke 
did not seem to see it, I pointed it out to him: “ Your hotel,” I said. 

“Yes, yes,” he said. “ But let’s finish this. Your butcher's man is — 
really — a cattle-lover; your bridge-tender is a rich miner. Any others 
like that? ” 

“ Yes,” I said. “ You know Hank Dobran, the gambler, that runs this 
hotel and bar where you are stopping tonight? Well, he — this is a 
secret, of course — when Hank has made enough to be independent — 
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he tells me he is going to turn in and clear up the dirty politics of this 
town and make a fine, grand town that all the other cities all over the 
world can copy.” 

“Any more? ” he asked after a while, and I looked at him and he 
wasn’t joshing me. He believed. I answered him, therefore: 

“ Every fellow I get to really know is that way,” I told him. “ Every 
one of them is playing he is really something else besides what his job 
is. And that’s what I mean by really,” I said, “ and — and that’s why I 
asked you what you were, really.” 

The Duke did not answer. He just sat there on his horse in front of 
the hotel stable. We were so quiet that the stableman came out and 
looked at us — and gave us up. But his wonder brought the Duke to. 
He spoke. 

“I was that way, kid,” he said. “I was like you. I read books, as a 
boy; I read and I wanted to go and be what I read. Only I read stories 
about the far west, Indians, scouts, cowboys. I read about knights, too, 
and lords and ladies, kings, queens, and princesses. Yes, but I saw that 
sort. I knew them as— as you know cowboys. So I didn’t want to be 
a prince or the son of a — duke. I played I was a cowboy. I could ride; 
I had horses, yes, and — but I hated to ride on our silly little saddles on 
bridle paths in our fancy parks with a groom behind me — and my sister. 
I wanted to go west and be a cowboy among cowboys — and really ride 
— really. And — well — as you see — I did. That’s what I am now and 
have been for ten years. It isn’t what I imagined it to be. It is no more 
what it is cracked up to be than a lord is or the son of a lord. But no 
matter, here I am, Dook the cowboy — really a cowpuncher.” 

He seemed to be sad about it, and his sadness put up a problem to ime, 
the hardest puzzle of that day. 

“Funny! ” I said. “ You're a cowboy really — and I —I don’t know 
what to be now, but for a long time lately — weeks — when I rode up 
to you, I was a prince, the son of a lord, the Black Prince in the Middle 
Ages.” 

The Duke didn’t laugh the way some men would. He thought and 
thought, and at last he looked as if he was going to say something. He 
didn’t. He changed his mind, I guess. For all he did was to put out his 
hand, take mine, and shake it hard, once. 

“ Good-by, Prince,” he said. “It is time to go home. It’s time for 
both of us to go home — really.” 

“ Good-by, Duke,” I said, and I rode off home puzzling and puzzling. 


IX. I GET RELIGION 


my crowd (of horse-boys) on the school steps, and while we 

watched the other boys playing leapfrog, I reported the Duke’s 
invitation to visit his ranch some weeks hence and my plan to start on 
a Friday afternoon, stay somewhere out in the country that night, go on 
early the next day to the cattle ranch, and work and play with the cow- 
boys till Sunday afternoon or Monday morning. They were delighted, 
but where were we to stay Friday night? I told them all about the 
Neely farm for me and they asked me to “ ring them in on that.” Since 
there were five or six of them at that time, I hesitated. They pressed me 
to try it. They gave many, but different, reasons for thinking Mrs. 
Neely would take us all in. 

Hjalmar Bergman said she would because his mother would. Charlie 
Raleigh, who was the oldest of us, argued that my account showed that 
Mrs. Neely liked me so much she would do anything I asked. Will 
Cluness held that she would if we paid her, but that was no use because 
we never had any money. Another fellow thought we might offer to 
work out our board and lodging; another that we might fix it up with 
Jim Neely to let me sleep in the house, and say nothing about the others 
but sneak them into the barn, trusting to luck to swipe enough food for 
supper and breakfast. By the time school “ took in ” again, I had prom- 
ised to ride out to the farm the next Saturday and see what I could do. 

I did that, and all I got was another pretty problem. Jim saw me com- 
ing up the lane. He hailed me from the barn, and he was so friendly 
that I felt encouraged to consult him at once, before I dismounted. 

“ How many boys did you say? ” he asked. 

“ Oh, from five to six or eight — depends on how many can get off.” 

He grinned. “ Wall now,” he said, shaking his head, “I think that 
if I was you, | wouldn’t put that up to the old lady.” 

“Why not?” I appealed. “ ‘They are all all-right fellows.” 

“ Sure thing,” he said. “ The boys are all right, but what’s the color 
of their horses? ” 


Des the morning recess at school the next Monday, I gathered 
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I told him: white, gray, black, etc., and two bays besides mine. He 
asked for the markings on the other bays. None, I said, all red. 

“Um-hum,” he reflected. He looked critically at my pony, and he 
answered in a very peculiar way. “No. It won’t do. Mrs. Neely is 
very particular. She is one of those rare women that likes a boy that 
rides a bay pony with a white star on his forehead and one white forefoot. 
She would be furious if you brought her any others.” 

Now, what could you make of that? I leave it to anybody that that 
was a puzzle. I sat there on my pony puzzling and puzzling, till Jim 
called me down, took my pony, and sent me into the house to see Mrs. 


Neely. 
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“ So,” she greeted me, “ here you 
are again. Out for another square 
meal? All right. This time you 
have brought me all the news from 
town, no doubt; the answers to all 
my questions. Of course. You go 
and find Mr. Neely; he’s ditching 


one mile west of that place, and seven 
miles from Sacramento; was born in Mis- 
sissippi, in 1821, and lived there until 1852, 
engaged in merchandising; he came ta 
California in that year and settled in this 
county; followed teaming until 1868; since 
then he has been farming; owns eighty 
acres, worth, with improvements, about 
$4,000. He was married, in 1867, to Miss 


in the vineyard; and don’t come 
back till I blow the horn. Then 
we'll hear the news you have col- 
lected for me.” 

I had no news. I had forgotten 
her old questions. I never thought of anybody but myself, my mother 
would say; I could hear her saying it. Maybe it was true. I was 
ashamed of myself. But Mr. Neely received me gladly, a little too 
polite; he shook hands with me and said, “ How do you do? ” which 
is a strange question to put to a fellow who doesn’t know or care how 
he is. I said I was all right, and I asked him how he was. “ Pretty 
well,” he said, of course; you could see he was well. I told him about 
Mrs. Neely’s questions, how I had forgotten them and didn’t know 
what I would do when she asked them at dinner. He only laughed a 
little and looked away. 

“ Never mind,” he said. “ Her questions are for me, not you. She 
misses theaters, music, church, and her relatives, out here on a farm in 
the west. Thinks we should have stayed east and lived ina city. And 
maybe we should; maybe I shouldn’t have listened to the tales about 
California and the golden west. Maybe —” 

He was quite sad, like Dook was and the bridge-tender sometimes, 


Martha Whitten, a native of Maine. A 
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and I was sorry, but I couldn't see how it had anything to do with me, 
the Neelys’ coming west. I asked Mr. Neely what I could do, but he 
only handed me a hoe and showed me how to clear the ditches, opening 
one side stream and closing another. And it was fine to do. I worked 
all morning and learned all about irrigating, something about hog and 
hay raising, a farmer’s seasons, markets, and so on. It was very interest- 
ing. I had half a mind to be a farmer myself. And why not? If being 
a prince isn’t what it’s cracked up to be, why not be a farmer and be 
done with the terrible problem of choosing a career? 

But Mrs. Neely did not want me to be a farmer. She thought it better 
for me to become a preacher. It was sudden, but I considered it. When 
she called us on the horn, I ran across fields to water my pony; but I met 
Jim, who said he had done that; so I came back to the house with him. 
i noticed how he walked, a sort of plodding gait as if over a plowed field, 
and I could copy it pretty well. He noticed it. 

“You're walking like a regular farmer,” he said. 

Pleased, I told him I meant to be a farmer, and noted each thing he 
and Mr. Neely did to prepare for dinner. I washed up as they did, 
chucked my hat on the bench with theirs, and wiped my feet as carefully 
on the mat. And at table—crowded with good things —I ate in 
silence, hungrily. Mrs. Neely sat on the edge of her chair, watching us, 
helping, rising to fetch us whatever was wanted, without a word. She 
ate little, but she did not ask me the questions I feared. No. We were 
at peace till Jim gave me away. 

“ He's going to be a farmer, that boy,” he said as he sat back, sated. 

“ He is not,” Mrs. Neely answered, just like that. I was startled. Mr. 
Neely smiled, Jim winked at me, but Mrs. Neely sounded so sure that I 
was convinced. The men left me with her. She had to clear away, and 
that, her duty, she did silently, quickly, and most thoroughly. She not 
only washed the dishes, pans, knives and forks, as the Chinese servant 
did at home; she polished them. She set the whole dining-room-kitchen 
to rights, thoroughly; then she set herself to rights, took off her apron, 
and turned to me. 

“What time do you start for town?” she asked. I told her about 
four. “ Very well,” she said, “ let’s go out in the garden and talk.” We 

went into the garden and she worked, irrigating and picking flowers 
and —talking. I can see her now, a slight figure with small, tender, 
strong hands, kind brown eyes, and firm, straight little mouth, tending 
her flowers and saying, “ I’m their pastor, and they need me as much as 
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they need the sun. It is good to be needed.” I can’t remember all that 
she said, but pictures came up in her words, as fowers shine in shrub- 
bery, and I got somehow the story of a little girl who dreamed of being 
needed in the garden of the world. She met as she grew older and she 
loved a tall, handsome man who was good, “ the best man in the world ”: 
generous, kind, faithful. And this prince of simple men, he needed her; 
he said so, but, clearer still, she saw his need. She took him, gladly, and 
he took her — he took her far, far away. And it was a beautiful place 
where they went, a garden indeed, and he was good always. “ That 
girl lived twenty years with that man and she never discovered in him 
a single fault. There is no other man like that.” He was her ideal and 
“ the novels are all wrong; they did not live happy ever after, those two. 
They lived only at peace forever. That is what lovers have forever, 
true lovers; not happiness, but peace.” There could not be happiness 
for her because the garden was too big; it was a state, and no woman 
and no one man could tend it. Only many men and many women 
could irrigate and prune and bring up the flowers in so big a garden. 
And her man did his part of that. For he was a farmer. But it was not 
enough for her, because her dream was to be the princess of a prince who 
tended not land and cattle, but mankind; not wheat and grapes, but 
souls, the spirits of men and women and children. She could have 
served with her man in a garden of souls, and he, with his beautifulness, 
would have been a prince of peace to his fellow men as he had been to 
her alone and she would have been a gardener to the children of men 
instead of only to her flowers and her wonderful, wonderful man. 

It was a sad, a very sad, happy story, and it had a moral. “ Happiness 
comes from your work,” she pointed. “ Not from love and not from 
goodness, but from finding out what you like to do and doing it. And 
so — don’t be a farmer,” she snapped with her scissors. “ Be a minister.” 

And because the story was so sad and so happy, I thought I might 
become a minister. But she wasn’t through. She questioned me about 
what I wanted to be. I gave her the list: Indian chief, cowboy, knight, 
statesman, locomotive engineer, prince — I didn’t tell her all my ideals. 
I suppressed the jockey stage, and the teamster, the steamboat, and a 
large number of other ambitions; she did not notice any omissions. She 
seized upon the prince. That was the thing to be, only not a royal but 
a spiritual prince. And she got out of me, too, some of my other prob- 
lems: how the world was made, where children came from, where China 
was on a spherical globe. She discovered also that these problems 
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troubled me deeply and were driving me to thought and study and 
worry. And she had the answers to all of them. 

I had begun of late to have some emotional sense of religion. Re- 
ligion, however, had been a duty, not a reality; church was, like school, 
like other requirements, a mere matter of the dull routine of life. My 
imagination, my emotions, had all gone into my own adventures, ex- 
periments, and play. She turned them into religion and made it a part, 
almost the whole, of my life — for a while. I had from that day's talk 
with Mrs. Neely a sense of comfort and clearness which she said I might, 
as a preacher, convey to all mankind. 

When I went out to the barn for my pony, Jim, who came to help me, 
looked at me curiously. 

“Going to be a preacher, eh? ” he said. “ How old are you? ” I told 
him. “Oh, well, that'll be all right.” And he boosted me up on my 
pony and watched me ride off, as Mrs. Neely did, waving from the 
garden. 

It was an ecstatic time for me. I rode out to the Neely farm when- 
ever there was time. I had begun “ going with girls” and to parties. 
My mother, noticing it, had me and my sisters take dancing lessons, and 
we had parties in our house. I fell in love. I really loved several girls, 
besides Miss Belle Kay, whom I called on often. I adored her, and I 
think now she understood me pretty well. She took me seriously, let 
me worship her, and played up her part perfectly. She let me tell her 
about my other girls, whom I merely loved at first; no adoration about 
that; she helped me to pick one out of the several and encouraged me to 
intensify my concentrated sentiment. This romantic period was com- 
ing to a head when Mrs. Neely discovered and turned it into religion. 
I sull went to dances; I still called on my girl. I still enjoyed all the girls 
and the parties and the ice cream and cakes. I was happy in all this, but 
so was I happy at my beaver traps, hunting, swimming, and riding with 
my friends, men and boys. But happiest of all were the miserable hours 
I spent weeping over my soul in my bed, praying for it in corners, and 
going to church where the music was wet even if the sermons were dry. 
My father eyed me keenly as I developed my sudden interest in church- 
going; he had just seen me fasting as a jockey, but my mother accepted 
this, as she did all my conversions, without skepticism, with heartfelt 
sympathy. She assured me that Mrs. Neely was right, that my prayers 
would be answered. And the test came soon. 

The time was coming for the week end out on the Duke’s ranch. All 
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the boys were ready for it. When I reported that Jim said that Mrs. 
Neely would take in only boys on red ponies with certain white marks, 
they went out themselves on their off-colored horses and made other 
arrangements. Meanwhile I spent all my spare time on the Neely farm, 
talking religion with Mrs. Neely, farming with Mr. Neely, and life in 
general with Jim Neely. My father suggested that I change my address, 
live there, and visit my own family now and then; it would save the 
pony many a trip, and I said I would take up the subject with the Neelys 
and let him know. He got a look from my mother which made him 
snap his paper with his finger and turn to the news of the day. Each of 
my parents thought the other did not understand me, and I agreed with 
both of them. And I preferred it so, because my sisters, who did under- 
stand me, abused the power of their intelligence. 

“Let’s see,” said one of them, “ you are going out to the Neely farm 
to work cattle on Saturday and then to the ranch for a Sunday of prayer. 
Is that the plan? ” 

We took our horses to school at noon on the Friday of our departure, 
our horses, guns, and all the dogs of our several neighborhoods. Leaving 
the animals hitched in the shade of the trees outside the grounds, we 
went to our classes for the hour and a half which, curiously, was longer 
than the whole two hours of other days. It was hot; the schoolroom 
was a bake-oven. The only cool thing in sight was the snow on the 
Sierras far, far away; the only interesting sight was the face of the clock. 
The teacher was cross, but hot too and prompt. She also watched the 
clock; I saw her look at it, and she saw me unlacing my shoes and un- 
buttoning buttons; she knew why I was undressing, and at 2:29, with a 
nod at me, she banged the bell and I was the first out of the room, the 
first into the street, where the dogs greeted me with yelps. The other 
fellows were close after me, but I was mounted when they arrived and 
with my dogs (mostly Jake Stortz’s greyhounds) was galloping down 
the street toward the American River. The race was on. 

Since Sacramento City is laid out in squares, you could ride out any 
street you chose and turn wherever you liked. I had my street alone 
for a while; we always took different streets for the start. But there 
were only a few places where you could cross the railroad track, and we 
met in groups at those places, and headed for one spot on the river where 
we all came together. This day we all crossed the track at the same 
place, and I was still first; my teacher had seen to that; but through the 
brush and over the sandy bottom of the river we were in a bunch, a 
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bunch of undressed or undressing boys who dropped their clothes in 
heaps on the sand and rode naked into the river. As the horses plunged, 
hot, into the icy water, you had to dive off their backs and swim or wade 
back to beat them ashore, else they would get away; and so when you 
were out and had them standing in line, the race was over. I was first. 

Tying our horses to the brush, we swam; that is to say, we dived in, 
swam a few strokes, and came out to roll in the sand — repeating this 
till we were “used to” the cold water. Then we usually swam across 
the stream and swiped peanuts and melons from the Chinese farmers, 
but this day they (the Saracens) were expecting us. There were several 
of them; we saw them hiding, in wait for us. And besides we had some- 
thing more interesting than a war with the Saracens ahead of us. We 
dressed early, after only two hours of swimming, rode back to town, and 
took to the Stockton road. It was hot, the horses were sweating, the dogs 
panting, and we were uncomfortable from the sand in our clothes. But 
we raised a hare a few miles out, and as the dogs charged, we followed 
over the fence and had a hunt, short but fast. One of Jake Stortz’s dogs 
picked up the hare; he was mine, therefore, and I hung him like a scalp 
from my belt. 

As we approached Florin we separated one by one, each with his dogs 
for the place he was to stay the night. I rode up the Neely lane, my three 
dogs after me, and Jim and Mrs. Neely came out to greet me. 

“ What’s this? ” she demanded. “ Dogs, too? You never said there 
would be dogs. What can we do with — ” 

Jim came to the rescue. “I'll find a place for them,” he said. I 
leashed them for him, and he went off with the dogs and the pony. Mrs. 
Neely was grumbling about the dogs, but she gripped me by the shoul- 
der, and when Jim was gone, she exclaimed at my appearance. A fellow 
never is neat after a swim, but she scolded me, ran her fingers through 
my hair, down my neck. “Sand,” she discovered. “ Sand everywhere. 
You come with me.” 

She pulled me over to the big irrigating tub in the garden, yanked 
off my clothes, and stuck me in the cold water. “ You stay there,” she 
commanded, and she shook out my clothes. Hanging them up on the 
branch of a tree, she darted into the house, and, coming back with soap 
and a brush, she washed, she scrubbed me, complaining all the time 
about boys and ponies, and dogs; savages, inconveniences, dirt, and dogs; 
selfishness, thoughtlessness, inconveniences, and dogs. “ Dogs, too! ” she 
would exclaim. But she got me washed, helped me dress in rolled-up 
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clothes of her husband’s, and it seemed to me as if she liked us all, boys, 
ponies, inconveniences, and dogs. She was putting on her indignation, 
I felt; I wasn’t sure, because she was very rough. She would jerk me 
around; she wouldn’t let me dress myself; she wanted to put on every 
garment, shirt, pants, shoes and stockings. And when I was fully 
dressed, she brushed my hair and took me by the hand to her kitchen, 
where I had to sit by the fire while she finished her preparations for 
supper, which I evidently had belated. Anyhow, Mr. Neely came in un- 
called, and when she began to tell him indignantly about me and how 
I came to them full of sand and dirt and dogs, he smiled and interrupted. 

“Yes, yes, but you. How are you?” 

“ Oh, Pl be all right,” she answered impatiently. But he touched her 
cheeks, and I noticed that they were red. “ That’s the stove,” she said, 
but he wagged his head and looked anxious. 

We ate the hot supper with hot breads, in silence as usual, we three 
men, and Mrs. Neely hung over me and gave me selected morsels to 
eat. She ate not a mouthful, as Mr. Neely remarked at the end. “ No, I 
can’t,” she said, and she rose, and went about clearing the table and the 
kitchen while we sat silent. There was something the matter, but I 
began to feel sleepy; I tried to keep awake, but my head nearly sprained 
my neck, and at last, I remember, Mrs. Neely, having finished her work, 
spoke up. 

“Now, then, you dirty boy, you are tired,” she said. “ You'll be 
falling asleep in your chair. Come with me.” Mr. Neely offered to take 
me to my room, but “ No,” she commanded sharply, “ I’m going to put 
him to bed.” 

She put her arm around my neck and drew me into the parlor where 
she had all ready, on the sofa, a piled-up white bed. It looked good, all 
clean and cool, and I could have tumbled right into it myself, had she 
let me. But, no, she must undress me, and put on me one of Mr. Neely’s 
great nightgowns, and we kneeled together by the bed and prayed. I 
had no special request to make; so I said a regular prayer, the Lord’s, and 
I hardly could say that, so heavy was I. But Mrs. Neely prayed some- 
thing about being “ spared sickness, which is idleness.” Then she rolled 
me into the bed, drew the sheet close about me, and as I fell asleep, she 
seemed to be crying quietly. 

There was something the matter. 


X. I BECOME A HERO, SAVE A LIFE 


fore loving. They receive so early and so freely the affection and 

devotion of their mothers, sisters, and teachers that they do not 
learn to love; and so, when they grow up and become lovers and hus- 
bands, they avenge themselves upon their wives and sweethearts. Never 
having had to love, they cannot; they don’t know how. 1, for example, 
was born in an atmosphere of love; my parents loved me. Of course. 
But they had been loving me so long when I awoke to consciousness 
that my baby love had no chance. It began, but it never caught up. 
Then came my sisters, one by one. They too were loved from birth, and 
they might have stayed behind as I did, but girls are different; my sisters 
seem to have been born loving as well as loved. Anyhow my first sister, 
though younger than I, loved me long before I can remember even 
noticing her, and I cannot forget the shock of astonishment and humilia- 
tion at my discovery of her feeling for me. She had gone to Stockton to 
visit Colonel Carter’s family, and in a week was so homesick for me that 
my father and mother took me with them to fetch her. That was their 
purpose. Mine was to see the great leader of my father’s wagon train 
across the plains and talk livestock with him. You can imagine how 
I felt when, as we walked up to the house, the front door opened and 
my little sister rushed out ahead, threw her arms around me, and cried 
— actually cried — with tears running down her cheeks, “ My Len, my 
Len! ” 

I had to suffer it, but what would Colonel Carter think, and his sons? 
And as it was with my family, so it was with Mrs. Neely. I came to love 
her, as I did my mother and sisters, but only with great difficulty, because 
she loved me first, loved me when I was loving not her, but her delicious 
cooking, and worst of all she loved me as a regular fellow such as I was 
—a horseman, trapper, scout, knight — cannot afford to be loved. 
Hence my feelings that night, when, some time after Mrs. Neely prayed 
me to sleep, Mr. Neely called me. There was something the matter, and 
I was not sorry, I was almost glad. 

66 


O: of the wrongs suffered by boys is that of being loved be- 
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“Mrs. Neely is sick,” he said. “ She has a high fever, and I have to 
ask you to get up quick and ride into town for the doctor. Will you? ” 

Would 1? “ Paul Revere,” I thought, and I was up and dressing. No 
pony express rider ever dressed faster than I did. Nor more gladly. 
Mr. Neely was telling me what doctor to get, where to find him, what to 
say, and I heard his directions. Sure. But I was eager to be off on my 
long, hard night ride — seven miles to go, six, five, four, and so on till, 
panting and exhausted, the pony and I would knock up that doctor 
and — 

Jim Neely came in. “ Your horse is at the gate, ready,” he said. 
Great! Jim said it right, and I answered, “So am 1.” Mr. Neely turned 
away. “I must go back to Mrs. Neely,” he said, and his face looked anx- 
ious, frightened. It was evidently a real emergency. I dashed out, Jim 
following me to the garden gate, and I seized and jumped up on my 
horse. 

“ One moment,” Jim called and took the pony by the bit and spoke; 
he spoke very slowly. “ You know, don’t you, how to ride fast and far? ” 

Of course I did, and I wanted to start, but no, Jim wasted precious time 
talking. 

“ You start off easy, a gentle lope to, say, the main road. Then you 
walk the pony a hundred yards or so, then you lope again to about 
Dudens’ place. By that time the pony will be warmed, but a bit 
winded. Walk again till he’s easy, then go it; gallop a mile or so. Walk 
him again, fast, but walk; then you can run him a bit; not far. Trot half 
a mile —” 

It was awful. Jim was right. That was the way it was done; I knew 
that; but it was hard; it was not the way the Paul Revere poem did it, 
nor any of the other poems; all the books let a fellow run the whole way, 
and that was the fun of it, to run till your horse dropped. But the cav- 
alry, the scouts, Indians, and cowboys, all hurried as Jim said, except 
when they were drunk. And Jim said I was not to get drunk even on ex- 
citement. I had to keep my wits about me and think of everything. 

“ About your dogs, for example,” he said, “ and the other boys. What 
am I to do about them? ” 

I was glad it was dark, so that Jim could not see that I was ashamed to 
have forgotten everything. He asked me if it would be right for him 
to drive down to Florin with the dogs to meet there the gang and tell 
them to go on alone to the ranch. 

“ Yes, that’ll be all right,” I said. “ Let go.” 
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But Jim didn’t let go. He suggested that I go home after seeing the 
doctor, have my breakfast there, and come out to the farm again tomor- 
row, Sunday. Yes, yes, I agreed, only — 

“ How far can your pony run at full speed? ” he asked, and I told him; 
a quarter of a mile. “ Well then, remember that,” he said. “ He can 
run only a quarter of a mile, and you have seven miles to go.” 

By this time I was so dashed, so unheroic, that Jim may have seen my 
depression. He gave me a boost back up to the poetic. “ Now go,” he 
said; “ you are going to find out that the hero business is hard work, 
requiring judgment and self-control, not merely whip and spurs. And,” 
he added, “ your friend Mrs. Neely needs you tonight, you and a doctor. 
Good luck to you.” 

So I got away, but of course Jim stood and watched me. I had to lope 
slowly down the lane to the crossroad and so on to the main road. It 
was a faster lope than Jim meant, but I walked the pony halfway to 
Dudens’, and — well, I followed instructions pretty nearly. It was a 
strain. The hero business was, like everything else apparently, not what 
it was cracked up to be. I had time to think that; I had time to think 
of a lot of things out there alone in the dark — pretty dark — on that 
road all alone. There were some farmers driving to market, but I passed 
them fast, and so really was out there alone most of the time. And I 
could not imagine much. Jim had spoiled the game, and my thoughts 
finished it. For the chief of my thoughts was that Mrs. Neely was really 
ill, needed me, and — and — this is what hurt: I had been glad she was 
sick so that I could make an unselfish dash to town for the doctor. What 
was the matter with me? Did I think only of myself, as my mother 
said? Was I incapable of love and devotion? 

By the time I reached the city limits the light of dawn was breaking, 
outside and in. It showed up over the Sierras, and it showed up all over 
my conscience. The light brightened the mountains and the road; it 
was quietly beautiful outside, but inside it darkened my soul and agi- 
tated my ugliness. I was like the rest of the world; I was not what 
I seemed. I was a sham. And I didn’t want to be a sham. No, I 
didn't. 

Religion came to my rescue. As I thought of Mrs. Neely, sick and 
praying, so good to me and expecting so much goodness from me, I re- 
membered that I was to be a preacher, a shepherd of men. Well, here 
I was, a shepherd. With a wave of emotion, I cut out being a Paul 
Revere and became a minister, a country preacher, like my grandfather, 
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riding on his horse to get a doctor to come and save a lost lamb or sheep, 
Mrs. Neely. That seemed to give a meaning to my night ride, a 
heroic meaning, and I galloped on into the city happy again, happy and 
sad, a combination which occurred often in my young life. The clatter 
of my horse's hoofs rattling along the sleeping streets, echoing from the 
dark, dead houses, gave me the thrill I liked. I met and flew past a milk- 
man, wondering what he would wonder about me and my speed, but 
I didn’t care, really. I bent over my pony’s neck, held the reins low 
down like a jockey, and twisting and turning into the right street, darted 
at full speed up to the doctor’s house. Throwing the reins over his hitch- 
ing post, I ran up the stairs, rang the bell, knocked at the door, again and 
again, till at last a sleepy Chinese servant came to the door. 

“ Wasser maller you? ” he demanded. 

“ Doctor, quick,” I said. 

He turned, grumbling, and disappeared. He was gone a long time, 
and when he came slipping back, he bade me calmly “ Come in.” He 
led me upstairs and on into the doctor’s bedroom, where the doctor lay 
deep in bed. When I sank my message down to him, he groaned, was 
still a moment; then up he came and out, and he dressed. 

“ Mrs. Neely,” he said as he pulled on his boots. “ Great, good woman 
that, a lady, the American gentlewoman. We must save her.” And, 
quickly dressed, he came with me down the stairs. At sight of my horse 


he paused. 
“Oh,” he exclaimed. “No buggy. You came a-horseback. Must 
have been a dark and lonely ride ” — and looking at me —“ for a boy.” 


He asked and I told him who I was. “ Good boy,” he said, “ brave boy. 
And you want to save Mrs. Neely. Well, we'll save her together. 
You’ve done your part. I'll go and get my rig, and I'll do mine. What'll 
you do now?” 

“T'll pray for her,” I said. “ She wants me to.” 

“Oh, you'll pray, eh? I meant to ask if you’d drive out with me or go 
home? ” 

“Jim said I was to go home,” I answered. 

“ Um-hm,” the doctor said. “ Good. You go home and pray for Mrs. 
Neely, and I'll drive out and do the rest. And maybe the best I can do 
will be to tell her you are praying for her.” 

As he went out to his stable, I remounted and rode home. It was 
full dawn when I reached the stable. I rubbed down and fed my 
pony, and that done, I knelt in the stall and prayed for Mrs. Neely. 
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The next few days I was melancholy; I worried about Mrs. Neely’s 
condition, which was serious. The doctor shook his head and told me 
so when he came back from his first visit. He had sent out a nurse with 
some medicines that afternoon and was going himself that (Saturday) 
night. I moped around Sunday morning, went mournfully to church, 
where I joined in the prayers with my whole heart and some tears. 

I was unhappy, I was miserable, and yet — and yet I was happy. I 
prayed for Mrs. Neely’s recovery, I wanted her to get well, and yet — 
and yet, I saw and I faced the fact that I would not for the world have 
had her not sick. 

That afternoon I was to ride out to the farm. I called, first, on the 
doctor, who was really worried. “ Very, very ill,” he said, “ but we must 
save her. We will. You are praying? ” he asked. I was. “ Good,” he 
said, “I told her you were.” And he gave me some medicines to take 
out, and I rode the long seven miles with the lifting sense that I was 
really of use to someone at last. 

Jim was dressed in his Sunday town clothes and looked scared. Mr. 
Neely I did not see, nor the patient, of course. The nurse was in the 
kitchen and she didn’t see me. She would not even look at me. I 
stayed with Jim, who fed and rubbed my horse. As we sat on the top 
board of the corral fence, he talked beautifully about Mrs. Neely. 

“ I thought she didn’t like you,” I commented. 

“ Huh,” he said. “She always pretends to be down on a fellow. It 
took Will years to believe that she liked him, even him. And you. Re- 
member how she pretended to resent your nerve in coming here just 
for meals? I tell you that woman is so full up with love that she has to 
make out she is down on us, and she is so good and kind that she has to 
act bad and hard and cold. That woman is one of these here hypocrites, 
upside down — just the opposite from us.” 

He was watching the road, and by and by he got down off the fence. 
“ Here they come,” he said. I looked and saw Hjalmar Bergman on 
Black Bess, waving from the end of the lane. Jim explained that he had 
arranged to have the other boys stop there for me on their way home 
from the ranch. 

He had my pony ready, and as he boosted me up on his back, Jim 
said: “ There is one thing more. The nurse says the crisis will come for 
Mrs. Neely tonight. The doctor will be here for it, no doubt. I think 
it would be fine if you would do tonight what she asked you to do — 
pray.” 
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“Tve been praying all the time,” I answered. 

“I know,” Jim said, “ but a prayer tonight might be answered, and 
that would please Mrs. Neely if she gets well.” 

When I joined Hjalmar and he and I rode down to the main road to 
meet the other fellows, we got to talking about their time at the ranch. 
It must have been great. They had good hunting on the way out, landed 
there with fourteen hares and a lot of birds. They were well received; 
the cowboys messed around with them all afternoon, when they were 
cutting out some young steers for the market. Saturday night there was 
a great dinner, drinking and gambling by the gang, and on Sunday — 
games, racing, roping, shooting — everything. I had missed it! 

But the news that hurt me most was that Dook was gone. I would 
never see him again, and “it was my fault.” He had told the other 
hands about us boys; he had arranged for our reception and entertain- 
ment; and then, about a week before we were to come out to the ranch, 
he up and left. He had a chance to get a boat that was sailing from San 
Francisco to England, a boat that he knew the captain of; but when the 
other fellows asked him why he was going home so suddenly, he an- 
swered: “ It was something that kid said.” 

“ What did the kid say? ” they asked him. 

“ Oh,” he answered, “ the kid said that there was romance everywhere, 
even at home.” 

I was dazed; so was Hjalmar; so were the others boys. “ Did you say 
that? ” Hjalmar asked. 

I had not. I didn’t even know what it meant. “ What is romance? ” 
I asked, and the boys didn’t know either. We all puzzled awhile, then 
dropped the problem to pick up a buck hare that rose in the road; he 
bounded with the dogs and horses after him and twice jumped the fence 
before the dogs got him. 

When we reached town it was dark, and I was late to supper. I was 
thinking. What did the Duke mean? What is that which is every- 
where, even at home? That romance business? And why did the 
Duke sail for home? Why not a steamship? Why didn’t he stop and 
see me on his way? Was he angry with me? But, chiefly, what is ro- 
mance? I forgot all about Mrs. Neely. I fell asleep thinking about the 
Duke and romance. On Monday I had school, and it was interesting 
that day; we had the ranch to talk over and over. We were invited to 
come again. But that afternoon I remembered with a pang that Mrs. 
Neely needed me. I called on the doctor; he was not in his office, and 
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he was not expected home till late; had a bad case out in the country 
that was coming to a crisis that night. 

The next day I called on the doctor. He was hurriedly leaving his 
office on a case, another case. “ Mrs. Neely? ” he called back at me. 
“Oh, Mrs. Neely, yes, the good woman is all right. She had a sharp 
crisis; I was there, and I almost gave her up, but about nine o’clock she 
suddenly came through and fell asleep. And now, last night and this 
morning, she was on the way to complete recovery.” 

The tradition grew both at home and on the farm that I had saved 
Mrs. Neely by my prayers. And it was a pretty tradition, a pleasant 
belief, which even my father respected. For I remember how once, 
when I was thinking about the Duke’s last words, I asked my father at 
table what the cowboy meant by saying romance was everywhere, even 
at home, and my father said, “ Well, but it is, isn’t it? ” 

And somehow 1 knew that he meant that that was true of me and re- 
ligion, or — something like that. And he was a religious man, too. 
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meanwhile had bought a pair of black carriage horses and a cow, 

all of which I had to attend to when we had no “ man.” And 
servants were hard to get and keep in those days; the women married, 
and the men soon quit service to seize opportunities always opening. 
My hands were pretty full, and so was the stable. But Colonel Carter 
seemed to think that he had promised me a horse. He had not; I would 
have known it if he had. No matter. He thought he had, and maybe 
he did promise himself to give me one. That was enough. The kind 
of man that led immigrant trains across the continent and delivered 
them safe, sound, and together where he promised would keep his 
word. One day he drove over from Stockton, leading a two-year-old 
which he brought to our front door and turned over to me as mine. 
Such a horse! 

She was a cream-colored mare with a black forelock, mane, and tail 
and a black stripe along the middle of her back. Tall, slender, high 
spirited, I thought then — I think now that she was the most beautiful 
of horses. Colonel Carter had bred and reared her with me and my 
uses in mind. She was a careful cross of a mustang mare and a thor- 
oughbred stallion, with the stamina of the wild horse and the speed and 
grace of the racer. And she had a sense of fun. As Colonel Carter got 
down out of his buggy and went up to her, she snorted, reared, flung her 
head high in the air, and, coming down beside him, tucked her nose 
affectionately under his arm. 

“I have handled her a lot,” he said. “ She is kind as a kitten, but she 
is as sensitive as a lady. You can spoil her by one mistake. If you ever 
lose your temper, if you ever abuse her, she will be ruined forever. And 
she is unbroken. I might have had her broken to ride for you, but I 
didn’t want to. I want you to do it. I have taught her to lead, as you 
see; had to, to get her over here. But here she is, an unbroken colt; 
yours. You take and you break her. You're only a boy, but if you 
break this colt right, you’ll be a man — a young man, but a man. And 
I'll tell you how.” 


oc CarTER gave me a colt. I had my pony, and my father 
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Now, out west, as everybody knows, they break in a horse by riding 
out to him in his wild state, lassoing, throwing, and saddling him; then 
they let him up, frightened and shocked, with a yelling broncho buster 
astride of him. The wild beast bucks, the cowboy drives his spurs into 
him, and off they go, jumping, kicking, rearing, falling, till by the 
weight of the man, the lash, and the rowels, the horse is broken — in 
body and spirit. This was not the way I was to break my colt. 

“ You must break her to ride without her ever knowing it,” Colonel 
Carter said. “ You feed and you clean her — you; not the stableman. 
You lead her out to water and to walk. You put her on a long rope 
and let her play, calling her to you and gently pulling on the rope. Then 
you turn her loose in the grass lot there and, when she has romped till 
tired, call her. If she won’t come, leave her. When she wants water 
or food, she will run to your call, and you will pet and feed and care for 
her.” He went on for half an hour, advising me in great detail how to 
proceed. I wanted to begin right away. He laughed. He let me lead 
her around to the stable, water her, and put her in the stable and feed her. 

There I saw my pony. My father, sisters, and Colonel Carter saw 
me stop and look at my pony. 

“What’ll you do with him?” one of my sisters asked. I was be- 
wildered for a moment. What should I do with the little red horse? 
I decided at once. 

“ You can have him,” I said to my sisters. 

“ No,” said Colonel Carter, “ not yet. You can give your sisters the 
pony by and by, but you'll need him till you have taught the colt to carry 
you and a saddle — months; and you must not hurry. You must learn 
patience, and you will if you give the colt time to learn it, too. Patience 
and control. You can’t control a young horse unless you can control 
yourself. Can you shoot? ” he asked suddenly. 

Tcouldn’t. I had a gun and I had used it some, but it was a rifle, and 
I could not bring down with it such game as there was around Sacra- 
mento — birds and hares. Colonel Carter looked at my father, and I 
caught the look. So did my father. I soon had a shotgun. But at the 
time Colonel Carter turned to me and said: 

“Can't shoot straight, eh? Do you know what that means? That 
means that you can’t control a gun, and that means that you can’t control 
yourself, your eye, your hands, your nerves. You are wriggling now. | 
tell you that a good shot is always a good man. He may be a‘ bad man’ 
too, but he is quiet, strong, steady in speech, gait, and mind. No matter, 
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though. If you break in this colt right, if you teach her her paces, she 
will teach you to shoot and be quiet.” 

He went off downtown with my father, and I started away with my 
colt. I fed, I led, I cleaned her, gently, as if she were made of glass; she 
was playful and willing, a delight. When Colonel Carter came home 
with my father for supper, he questioned me. 

“You should not have worked her today,” he said. “ She has come all 
the way from Stockton and must be tired. Yes, yes, she would not show 
fatigue; too fine for that, and too young to be wise. You have got to 
think for her, consider her as you would your sisters.” 

Sisters! I thought; I had never considered my sisters. I did not say 
that, but Colonel Carter laughed and nodded to my sisters. It was just 
as if he had read my thought. But he went on to draw on my imagina- 
tion a centaur; the colt as a horse’s body — me, a boy, as the head and 
brains of one united creature. I liked that. I would be that. I and the 
colt: a centaur. 

After Colonel Carter was gone home I went to work on my new horse. 
The old one, the pony, I used only for business: to go to fires, to see my 
friends, run errands, and go hunting with my new shotgun. But the 
game that had all my attention was the breaking in of the colt, the beauti- 
ful cream-colored mare, who soon knew me — and my pockets. Icar- 
ried sugar to reward her when she did right, and she discovered where 
I carried it; so did the pony, and when I was busy they would push their 
noses into my pockets, both of which were torn down a good deal of the 
time. But the colt learned. I taught her to run around a circle, turn and 
go the other way ata signal. My sisters helped me. I held the long rope 
and the whip (for signaling), while one of the girls led the colt; it was 
hard work for them, but they took it in turns. One would lead the colt 
round and round till I snapped the whip; then she would turn, turning 
the colt, till the colt did it all by herself. And she was very quick. She 
shook hands with each of her four feet. She let us run under her, back 
and forth. She was slow only to carry me. Following Colonel Carter’s 
instructions, I began by laying my arm or a surcingle over her back. If 
she trembled, I drew it slowly off. When she could abide it, I tried 
buckling it, tighter and tighter. I laid over her, too, a blanket, folded 
at first, then open, and, at last, I slipped up on her myself, sat there a sec- 
ond, and as she trembled, slid off. My sisters held her for me, and when 
I could get up and sit there a moment or two, I tied her at a block, and 
we, my sisters and I, made a procession of mounting and dismounting. 
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She soon got used to this and would let us slide off over her rump, but 
it was a long, long time before she would carry me. 

That we practiced by leading her along a high curb where I could get 
on as she walked, ride a few steps, and then, as she felt me and crouched, 
slip off. She never did learn to carry a girl on her back; my sisters had 
to lead her while I rode. This was not purposeful. I don’t know just 
how it happened, but I do remember the first time I rode on my colt all 
the way around the lot and how, when I put one of the girls up, she re- 
fused to repeat. She shuddered, shook, and frightened them off. 

While we were breaking in the colt a circus came to town. The ring 
was across the street from our house. Wonderful! I lived in that circus 
for a week. I saw the show but once, but I marked the horse trainers, 
and in the mornings when they were not too busy I told them about my 
colt, showed her to them, and asked them how to train her to do circus 
tricks. With their hints I taught the colt to stand up on her hind legs, 
kneel, lie down, and balance on a small box. This last was easier than 
it looked. I put her first on a low big box and taught her to turn on it; 
then got a little smaller box upon which she repeated what she did on 
the big one. By and by we had her so that she would step up on a high 
box so small that her four feet were almost touching, and there also she 
would turn. 

The circus man gave me one hint that was worth all the other tricks 
put together. “You catch her doing something of herself that looks 
good,” he said, “ and then you keep her at it.” It was thus that I taught 
her to bow to people. The first day I rode her out onto the streets was 
a proud one for me and for the colt, too, apparently. She did not walk, 
she danced; perhaps she was excited, nervous; anyhow I liked the way 
she threw up her head, champed at the bit, and went dancing, prancing 
down the street. Everybody stopped to watch us, and so, when she 
began to sober down, I picked her up again with heel and rein, saying, 
“ Here's people, Lady,” and she would show off to my delight. By con- 
stant repetition I had her so trained that she would single-foot, head 
down, along a country road till we came to a house or a group of people. 
Then I'd say, “ People, Lady,” and up would go her head, and her feet 
would dance. 

But the trick that set the town talking was her bowing to anyone I 
spoke to. “ Lennie Steffens’ horse bows to you,” people said, and she 
did. I never told how it was done; by accident. Dogs used to run out 
at us, and the colt enjoyed it; she kicked at them sometimes with both 
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hind hoofs. I joined her in the game, and being able to look behind 
more conveniently than she could, I watched the dogs until they were in 
range, then gave the colt a signal to kick. “ Kick, gal,” I'd say, and tap 
her ribs with my heel. We used to get dogs together that way; the colt 
would kick them over and over and leave them yelping in the road. 
Well, one day when I met a girl I knew I lifted my hat, probably mut- 
tered a “ Good day,” and I must have touched the colt with my heel. 
Anyway, she dropped her head and kicked — not much; there was no 
dog near, so she had responded to my unexpected signal by what looked 
like a bow. I caught the idea and kept her at it. Whenever I wanted to 
bow to a girl or anybody else, instead of saying “ Good day,” I mut- 
tered “ Kick, gal,” spurred her lightly, and — the whole centaur bowed 
and was covered with glory and conceit. 

Yes, conceit. I was full of it, and the colt was quite as bad. One day 
my chum Hjalmar came into town on his Black Bess, blanketed. She 
had had a great fistule cut out of her shoulder and had to be kept warm. 
I expected to see her weak and dull, but no, the good old mare was 
champing and dancing, like my colt. 

“What is it makes her so?” I asked, and Hjalmar said he didn’t 
know, but he thought she was proud of the blanket. A great idea. I 
had a gaudy horse blanket. I put it on the colt and I could hardly hold 
her. We rode down the main street together, both horses and both boys, 
so full of vanity that everybody stopped to smile. We thought they ad- 
mired, and maybe they did. But some boys on the street gave us another 
angle. They, too, stopped and looked, and as we passed, one of them 
said, “ Think you're hell, don’t you? ” 

Spoilsport! 

We did, as a matter of fact; we thought we were hell. The recogni- 
tion of it dashed us for a moment; not for long, and the horses paid no 
heed. We pranced, the black and the yellow, all the way down J Street, 
up K Street, and agreed that we'd do it again, often. Only, I said, we 
wouldn’t use blankets. If the horses were proud of a blanket, they’d be 
proud of anything unusually conspicuous. We tried a flower next time. 
I fixed a big rose on my colt’s bridle just under her ear and it was great 
— she pranced downtown with her head turned, literally, to show off 
her flower. We had to change the decoration from time to time, put on 
a ribbon, or a bell, or a feather, but, really, it was not necessary for my 
horse. Old Black Bess needed an incentive to act up, but all I had to do 
to my horse was to pick up the reins, touch her with my heel, and say, 
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“ People ”; she would dance from one side of the street to the other, ask- 
ing to be admired. As she was. As we were. 

I would ride down to my father’s store, jump off my prancing colt in 
the middle of the street, and run up into the shop. The colt, free, would 
stop short, turn, and follow me right up on the sidewalk, unless I bade 
her wait. If anyone approached her while I was gone, she would snort, 
rear, and strike. No stranger could get near her. She became a fright- 
ened, frightening animal, and yet when I came into sight she would run 
to me, put her head down, and as I straddled her neck, she would throw 
up her head and pitch me into my seat, facing backward, of course. I 
whirled around right, and off we'd go, the vainest boy and the proudest 
horse in the State. 

“ Hey, give me a ride, will you? ” some boy would ask. 

“ Sure,” I’d say, and jump down and watch that boy try to catch and 
mount my colt. He couldn’t. Once a cowboy wanted to try her, and 
he caught her; he dodged her forefeet, grabbed the reins, and in one 
spring was on her back. I never did that again. My colt reared, then 
bucked, and, as the cowboy kept his seat, she shuddered, sank to the 
ground, and rolled over. He slipped aside and would have risen with 
her, but I was alarmed and begged him not to. She got up at my touch 
and followed me so close that she stepped on my heel and hurt me. The 
cowboy saw the point. 


“If I were you, kid,” he said, “ I’d never let anybody mount that colt. 
She’s too good.” 

That, I think, was the only mistake I made in the rearing of Colonel 
Carter’s gift horse. My father differed from me. He discovered another 
error or sin, and thrashed me for it. My practice was to work hard ona 
trick, privately, and when it was perfect, let him see it. I would have 
the horse out in our vacant lot doing it as he came home to supper. One 
evening, as he approached the house, I was standing, whip in hand, 
while the colt, quite free, was stepping carefully over the bodies of a Jot 
of girls, all my sisters and all their girl friends. (Grace Gallatin, later 
Mrs. Thompson-Seton, was among them.) My father did not express 
the admiration I expected; he was frightened and furious. Stop that,” 
he called, and he came running around into the lot, took the whip, and 
lashed me with it. I tried to explain; the girls tried to help me explain. 

I had seen in the circus a horse that stepped thus over a row of pros- 
trate clowns. It looked dangerous for the clowns, but the trainer had 
told me how to do it. You begin with logs, laid out a certain distance 
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apart; the horse walks over them under your lead, and whenever he 
touches one you rebuke him. By and by he will learn to step with such 
care that he never trips. Then you substitute clowns. I had no clowns, 
but I did get logs, and with the girls helping, we taught the colt to step 
over the obstacles even at a trot. Walking, she touched nothing. All 
ready thus with the logs, I had my sisters lie down in the grass, and 
again and again the colt stepped over and among them. None was 
ever touched. My father would not listen to any of this; he just walloped 
me, and when he was tired or satisfied and I was in tears, I blubbered 
a short excuse: “ They were only girls.” And he whipped me some 
more. 

My father was not given to whipping; he did it very seldom, but he 
did it hard when he did it at all. My mother was just the opposite. She 
did not whip me, but she often smacked me, and she had a most annoy- 
ing habit of thumping me on the head with her thimbled finger. This 
I resented more than my father’s thoroughgoing thrashings, and I can 
tell why now. I would be playing Napoleon and as I was reviewing my 
Old Guard, she would crack my skull with that thimble. No doubt I 
was in the way; it took a lot of furniture and sisters to represent properly 
a victorious army; and you might think as my mother did that a thimble 
is a small weapon. But imagine Napoleon at the height of his power, 
the ruler of the world on parade, getting a sharp rap on his crown from 
a woman’s thimble. No. My father’s way was more appropriate. It 
was hard. “TIl attend to you in the morning,” he would say, and I lay 
awake wondering which of my crimes he had discovered. I know what 
it is to be sentenced to be shot at sunrise. And it hurt, in the morning, 
when he was not angry but very fresh and strong. But you see, he wal- 
loped me in my own person; he never humiliated Napoleon or my 
knighthood, as my mother did. And I learned something from his 
discipline, something useful. 

I learned what tyranny is and the pain of being misunderstood and 
wronged, or, if you please, understood and set right; they are pretty 
much the same. He and most parents and teachers do not break in their 
boys as carefully as I broke in my colt. They haven’t the time that I had, 
and they have not some other incentives I had. 1 saw this that day when 
I rubbed my sore legs. He had to explain to my indignant mother what 
had happened. When he had told it his way, I gave my version: how 
long and cautiously I had been teaching my horse to walk over logs and 
girls. And having shown how sure I was of myself and the colt, while 
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my mother was boring into his silence with one of her reproachful looks, 
I said something that hit my father hard. 

“I taught the colt that trick, 1 have taught her all that you see she 
knows, without whipping her. I have never struck her; not once. 
Colonel Carter said I mustn't, and I haven’t.” 

And my mother, backing me up, gave him a rap: “ There,” she said, 
“I told you so.” He walked off, looking like a thimble-rapped Napo- 
leon. 


XII. I BECOME A DRUNKARD 


capped peaks of the Sierras, and when the young summer wheat is 

stretching happily in the heat of the sun, when men and animals 
and boys are stewing and steaming, it is good to look up through the 
white-hot flames at the cool blue of the mountains and let your eyes 
skate over the frost. All through my childhood I thirsted for those 
Sierras. They were a scene for daydreams and night wishes. My mother 
always tried to fulfill our wishes, and my father always yielded to her 
pressure when time had proven our demand real and strong. We went 
one summer vacation to the foothills; no snow; the peaks shone and 
called to us still from afar. After that we went higher and higher, to 
Blue Cafion, to Summit Station, Lake Tahoe, and, before the railroad 
was put through up the other way, north to Mount Shasta. I liked the 
mountains. They were not what I expected. It took several summers and 
some growth on my part to reach the snow line, and then, to my disap- 
pointment, the old snow was “ rotten,” as the mountain people had told 
me. There was no sledding, skating, or snowballing on summer snow. 
But there was, as always, compensation for disappointment. There was 
something better than what I had looked for and not found: hunting, 
fishing, swimming, boating, trapping in the woods; lakes, rapids, and 
the flumes. 

My life a-horseback in the valley had prepared me to enjoy these 
sports with skill, joy, and imagination. Beaver trapping without 
beavers had taught me to trap chipmunks and catch them; shooting 
hares, meadow larks, and ducks was practice for quail and deer. And 
my friends in the valley below were introductory to the mountain folk. 

Horse play is good business for a boy; schooling a young horse was 
good schooling for me, and no doubt Colonel Carter had my education 
in mind when he gave me a two-year-old colt to educate. I became, as he 
predicted, a good shot; not so good as I pretended and was thought to 
be, but the training of the colt had developed in me some patience, 
steadiness, and a degree of self-control which has been of use to me al- 
ways and served me well in the mountains. 
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f rom the Sacramento valley on a clear day one can see the snow- 
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Once, for instance, when I was up on the McCloud River with a party 
of fishermen I made a chum of an Indian boy about my age. He was 
shooting fish with a rifle when I came upon him. Standing still on a low 
bluff over a deep, quiet pool of the river, he watched the school of salmon 
trout at rest in the dark, cool depths, and whenever a big one rose to 
the surface, he fired — just before the fish flipped — then he slipped 
downstream to wade out and pick up the dead or wounded trout. A 
silent boy — silent as an Indian — he did not greet me; he said nothing 
at all. I talked. I told him I could shoot too; not fish, to be sure, but 
deer, bear — anything else. He heard my boastings long, making no 
comment till we were going back to camp. Then we saw a hawk light 
on the top of a high pine across the canyon, perhaps two hundred yards 
away. I thought he was going to shoot it. He adjusted the range of his 
rifle to the distance and then, without a word, he handed the gun to me. 

“ Now make good.” He might as well have said it; I was caught, and 
I would expose and humiliate myself, but there was no way out. I took 
the rifle, aimed carelessly (what was the use?), and quickly fired. And 
the bird fell! Amazed myself, I am sure I did not show the least sur- 
prise. I handed back the rifle and went on talking as if nothing out of 
the ordinary had happened, and I never mentioned the incident and I 
never fired a rifle again in that region. Never. That was self-possession. 
It was educated intelligence. That shot, reported by the Indian boy, 
won me among the Indians and mountaineers a reputation which could 
not be bettered and might easily have been damaged. I was a crack 
shot; only, curiously enough, shooting bored me. I am sure that, if my 
colt had not drilled me in the control of myself and other animals, I 
would have shot at something else or referred in some way to that un- 
lucky hawk. 

All this character building, however, had interfered somewhat with 
my proper schoolwork. I went through the grammar school always 
near the foot of my class and finally failed of promotion to high. My 
father blamed the colt. He was not altogether right in this. I was 
graduated from college, where I had no horse, last or among the last in 
my class. Something else was the matter, something far more educative, 
I think now; but horses were enough to account for my backwardness 
to my parents, and that diagnosis made it hard for them to deal with me. 
They shared my guilt. 

We had become a horsy family. When my colt was broken to ride 
I turned over my pony to my sisters. There were three of them, and one 
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pony was not enough. My father bought a third saddle horse. Mean- 
while he had acquired for himself and the family in general a carriage 
and a pair of black trotters, which I broke to the saddle because my 
mother caught the horseback fever. There we were, therefore, a family 
of six with three saddle horses and two carriage horses. Naturally they 
desired to ride into my life, meet my friends, and visit the places I had 
talked so much about. Reluctantly, gradually, I introduced them to my 
circle, beginning with the bridge-tender. 

One day we all drove or rode out to the trestle where the bridge-tender- 
prospector, properly warned, received them well and told them all about 
me. “ All they could stand,” he said afterward. “I didn’t say much 
about walking the trestle. I didn’t say anything about swimming the 
river in the rapids. I spoke of the Saracens, but I did not mention the 
Chinese and peanuts and melons.” The bridge-tender was all right, a 
credit to me; and the family respected me on his account. “ Good man,” 
my father said. “ A good friend of yours,” said my mother. 

Ah Hook, whom we visited a week or so later, did not rise so well to 
the emergency. My father liked him, bought a lot of peanuts from him, 
and ordered a sackful to be delivered at the store “ for the boys.” But 
my mother sought for Ah Hook's appreciation of her son; she liked to 
hear me admired; and the Chink grinned and gave her his honest 
opinion. 

“ Him boy allee same heap damn fool,” he said. “ Him no sabee; him 
lucky. Tellem lies all day. Tellem me lies, tellem nother man lies: 
tellem himself lies too. Him boy big damn fool liar. Yes.” 

My mother did not care to stay long at Ah Hook’s; she could not see 
what I saw in him. We soon closed that visit and the family never went 
back. Ah Hook, by his tactlessness, lost his chance to become a connec- 
tion of our family. There were other disappointments. Loony Louie 
seemed crazy even to me when my father and mother were presented to 
him. He had just witnessed a slaughter of veal, and bewailing his calves, 
he was a crazy sight which I saw through their eyes. Some of the 
parents of my boy friends were not as acceptable to mine as they were 
tome. I think that, as a rule (for boys), it is better to keep parents apart 
and at home. 

However, in my case, the Neelys made up for Mr. Hook, Louie, and 
everybody else. The family visit there was carefully planned and long 
remembered. We all went, three mounted and three in the carriage, and 
the Neelys were all dressed up in their Sunday clothes, except that Mrs. 
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Neely wore a dainty apron over her black silk dress. The greetings over, 
she ran back to her kitchen, and Jim and Mr. Neely and I had the horses 
to take care of. These chores done, the horn blew, and in we filed, an 
embarrassing crowd, to a dinner, a wonderful dinner. Mrs. Neely had 
everything for them that I had ever had and more besides, much more. 
Jim was delighted; he winked at me. But we all enjoyed it, the food, I 
mean. I did not care for the conversation. It was all about me, and it 
took the form of a race between my mother and Mrs. Neely to see who 
could tell the most. I knew all my mother’s stories; so did my sisters, 
who snickered at me or kicked me under the table. Mrs. Neely’s recol- 
lections, too, I knew, but not in the form in which she told them that 
day. She seemed to remember everything I had ever done or said out 
there, and some of my deeds and especially some of my sayings did not 
sound the way I had thought they would. Rather fine acts became ridic- 
ulous. My mother would exclaim that she was surprised, and my sisters 
would whisper that they weren’t surprised. I don’t mean that Mrs. 
Neely gave me away, or if she did, she covered it up somehow. Things 
that had annoyed her when they happened became almost all right some- 
how. The time I fell into the pigpen, for instance, and had to be 
washed, I and my clothes, “every stitch ” — Mrs. Neely was certainly 
irritated that time. 

“ All this unnecessary extra work just for you, and you lying clean 
and comfortable in my nice bed while I slave for you ” — that is what 
she had said to me, and now when she told my mother about it, she just 
laughed, like Jim, as if she had liked it. 

When late that afternoon we hitched up and drove away with the 
carriage full of fresh eggs, vegetables, fruit, cakes, and everything, “a 
good time had been had by all.” 

Also arrangements had been made for the regular future delivery at 
our house of whatever produce Mr. Neely had ready for market. There 
was a big contract for hay and grain. After that the Neelys, one or other 


of them, used to appear about once a week at our house, and sometimes 
they stayed or came back for the noon meal. 


The two families were friends for life, even after I was gone away to 
college. I was in Germany when Mrs. Neely fell ill and died. They 
cabled me to save her, and I tried, but I couldn’t. I wasn’t praying those 
days, but I did pray for Mrs. Neely; and she knew it. It was in vain. 
Her death nearly ended Mr. Neely. He began to age; he sold the farm, 
and I don’t know what became of Jim, but Mr. Neely moved into the 
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city. My father took charge of his small savings and found him a board- 
ing place where he was to pay so much a week out of his capital, which 
they reckoned would last a certain number of years, months, and days. 
The limit worried Mr. Neely, so my father wrote to me, asking me to 
send him a written guarantee that, after my friend’s own capital was 
used up, I would pay his board as long as he lived. I did so, and Mr. 
Neely seemed to be relieved and at peace. But he died just the same 
when his money was ended; he assured my father, who saw him nearly 
every day toward the end, that he was willing to accept his board from 
me, but I had the privilege of paying back only a few weeks — of all the 
good times he had given me, he and Mrs. Neely. 

Mrs. Neely never knew that J took to drink and, from the broad road 
to the pulpit, turned off into the narrow road to hell. An eastern family 
of boys came to Sacramento, the Southworths, and they fascinated me 
and my gang, for the very reason that we despised them and tried to 
hurt them. They were well dressed. “ Us regular fellers,” we affected 
to ignore clothes and, since we had to wear something, preferred such 
careless garb as farmers and vaqueros and cowboys wore. ‘The South- 
worth boys were an affront to us; they wore eastern clothes, like those 
you saw in the illustrated eastern papers; and they wore them without 
shame, without consciousness. Boys can despise and admire, resent and 
covertly hate and love at the same time; they are not consistent like 
grown-ups. We got together to see what could be done, and we decided 
that, while they could wear good clothes easily, they probably could not 
ride a horse. We would get them on a horse that would bring them 
down a peg. 

My mother’s horse was a mad animal that was gentle with her but 
so wild under a boy that he would run away. We called him the Yellow 
Streak. I asked Ernie Southworth if he would like to ride with us some 
day. He said very politely that he would appreciate our courtesy; so 
we mounted our horses after school one day and rode to the South- 
worths’ house, I on my colt leading Yellow Streak. We boosted Ernie 
up on the horse, which whirled and ran away, just as we knew it would. 
We had to race after the Streak with the boy dude riding high; his hat 
flew off, his neat coat swelled with the wind, his face went white. The 
Streak ran to our street, turned so fast that he nearly fell, and made 
straight for our stable. He was going so wildly that he could not turn 
into the alley; he tried to but passed by and was stopped by a post at 
the curb. His stop was like that of a broncho — two or three terrible 
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jerks which pitched Ernie Southworth over the post on his hands and 
knees. 

When we rode up, caught the Streak, and jumped down to enjoy the 
eastern boy’s rage and wounds, he stood up and — he apologized. He 
didn’t mean to let the horse get away like that; he was unprepared for 
the sudden start; he would try again and, he hoped, do better. It was 
no fun lynching a fellow like that. We ‘fessed up to our game and took 
him into our gang, which straightway took to drink. 

No psychoanalytic novelist could guess or even follow the psychology 
of our downfall. Only boys will understand the perfect logic of it. 
Since Ernie Southworth was game about the runaway horse, he had io 
become one of us, and since he dressed well and we all had to stick to- 
gether, we began to care about clothes. Having become dudes, we 
didn’t exactly follow the fashions of “ the east ” (which, in California, 
meant the eastern U.S.), but we kept just a little ahead of them by copy- 
ing the styles as caricatured in the comic weeklies. We found them 
more striking than the tailors’ fashion plates. When you are dressed 
up you do the things that go with dress. We went in for dancing and 
girls. Now the world of women and dancing and fashion is a world 
by itself, with its own ideals and heroes. The hero of our new world 
was a fellow a little older than we were, who danced, dressed, and talked 
well. He was a favorite among the girls because the day after the dance 
he could describe to the girls in their technical terms what every well- 
Gressed girl and woman wore. We wanted to be like him, but we could 
not describe women’s clothes: so we had to do something else that he 
did. And the easiest of his habits to imitate was that of going into a 
saloon, standing at the bar, and having rounds of drink. We danced 
and spooned and talked, too, but drink was the thing, as vain as herding 
carle or trapping beavers, but as fascinating. Once, for example, as I 
staggered ( a linle more than I had to) away from the bar, I overheard 
one man say to another: 

~ Those boys can carry some liquor, can’t they? ” 

That was great. But better still was the other loafer’s reply: “ Yes,” 


he said, “ but it’s tough to see young men setting out on the downgrade 
to hell that way.” 


XI. NAPOLEON 


not for long and not exactly with my whole heart, but with a large 

part of my imagination. My stomach saved my heart. I hated 
what I drank; it made me sick. If I could have taken beer or soda or 
lemonade I would have liked drinking, but think of walking up to a 
bar, putting your foot on the rail, your elbow familiarly on the polished 
ebony — like a man — and then asking the barkeeper for an ice-cream 
soda! Impossible. It wasn’t done. Beer, yes, but one drank beer for 
thirst, and I had no thirst. I was on the road to hell, and nobody would 
have noticed and grieved over my melancholy fate if I had ordered any- 
thing but the shuddering, sickening concoction that was the fashion 
just then among “ bad men”: rum and gum. That was what Will Ross, 
our ideal, took, and the whole town was mourning the downfall of this 
brilliant young man; so we boys ordered rum and gum, braced our- 
selves, and gulped it down as if it was medicine, excepting, now and 
then, when no one was looking, we could spill it. I was clever at this; 
I was caught at it sometimes, but it was worth the risk. The man who 
could throw away the most could outlast the others, and the manly 
game was to drink one another down. 

“ See that fellow over there? ” I heard a teamster say one day, and we 
looked at a young bank clerk who was a crack billiard player, too. 
“ Well, sir,” the teamster continued, “ that bloke can carry more liquor 
than a carload of watered stock.” 

If only that could be said of me! 

We all dreaded our fathers. [It seemed to be well known that they 
would “ raise hell ” with a son who was going to hell, and that was a 
stage of the journey.] Some fellows had been turned out of house and 
home, some of the hardest, ablest drinkers. I never did have any luck at 
home. My father never came up to expectations. When he discovered 
what I was “ up to,” he did not “ go straight up in the air ”; he wasn’t 
even shocked. 

One night when I came home late as usual, he walked, nightgowned, 
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I BECAME a drunkard as I had been a knight, a trapper, and a preacher, 
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white, and silent, into my room, watched me without a word as I un- 
dressed, and saw me, also speechless, tumble into bed. 

“ What is this all about? ” he asked then. 

“ Nothing,” I said, as distinctly as I could. 

“ Oh, I know it’s nothing,” he answered. “It always is nothing with 
you, but what kind of a nothing is it? If you keep it up, it will be 
something, something silly, of course, but you might with practice learn 
to like to drink.” 

So he knew; he really understood all about it. How did he come to 
know more about it — more than I did? I was disappointed and hu- 
miliated, but also I was sleepy. He saw that, and with a “ Tish ” — 
his expression of contempt — he left me to sleep. He never referred to 
the subject again. He acted, however. 

He announced one day that I was to go to a private school, the mili- 
tary academy at San Mateo, south of San Francisco. I was delighted — 
a change. His reasons, as I remember them, were that I had failed to 
be graduated from the grammar school, could not go to the high school 
at home without repeating the last year at the grammar school, and evi- 
dently I could not study by myself at home. I seemed to need a school 
where there was enough discipline to compel me to work. There 
was too much liberty and play in my life at home. Hence, a military 
school. 

I was delighted. My new chum, Ernie Southworth, had long had a 
great advantage over us. He knew all about Napoleon. I knew some- 
thing about Napoleon and Richard the Lion-hearted, the Count of 
Monte Cristo, and many, very many, other knights; I knew something 
about many similarly imitable persons, poets, cowboys, trappers, preach- 
ers. My interest was scattered, my parts as various as any mere actor’s. 
Ernie had one steady, high ideal, a hero, Napoleon Buonaparte, and 
when he, on his old white horse, started telling us about the great 
modern conqueror, we were still, awed, inspired, but humble. For 
Ernie, unlike the rest of us, was not himself Napoleon; he only fol- 
lowed him as a marshal might, or a soldier with a marshal’s baton in his 
knapsack — a respectful distance behind, bold, worshipful, obedient. 

When, then, it developed that he, Ernie, was to go east to study 
dentistry, while I was to go west and be trained for a Napoleon, I 
recovered my happy superiority. Most of the other fellows of my gang 
were about to go to work or to the local high school. They envied me, 
and they and the girls and my family made an event of my departure, a 
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happy one for me, therefore. “ Going away ” to school was a distinction 
and an adventure. 

I was about fifteen years old, but I had not a thought of what I was 
to learn at the new school, except soldiering, of course. And when I got 
there I found that the boys, all in radiant gray uniforms, loathed these 
clothes and everything pertaining to the military side of the establish- 
ment. Whether it was a pose with them I could not tell; anyway, it 
was with me, for I had to pretend not to like the orderly discipline, 
which fascinated me. My secret enthusiasm counted, and I was soon 
promoted to be a corporal, and better still, I was made a cadet drillmaster 
and taught the new boys tactics all the time I was there. Meanwhile I 
read about Napoleon as if I were reading up on my own future. 

This I can remember, and I can recall a good deal of all my private 
reading; I was carrying on my own education in my own boy's way. 
But I can remember no more of what was taught me in the classrooms 
of this school than I can of the other schools I went to at home. It was 
a pretty good school for that time, probably the best of the so-called pri- 
vate schools in a State where the public schools were the best. But there 
was no attempt made, so far as I can remember, to interest us in the sub- 
jects we studied. They were work, therefore, and our minds ran freely 
to our play or our own curiosities and aspirations. I was not good at 
the games played: football, baseball, marbles, tops, hare and hounds. 
Too much horseback had left my running and dodging muscles unde- 
veloped. I used to wish I could have my colt brought down to school, 
so as to show the great pitchers and halfbacks that there was something 
that I could do — besides drill. The only distinction I won in athletics 
was by chance. 

Playing hare and hounds one afternoon, I set out with the hares, and 
humiliated long enough, I was determined to stay with the leaders for 
once. We had gone perhaps a mile when I began to fail. My distress 
was alarming; I thought I would fall down and die. I saw myself being 
carried back dead to the school, but I picked out a great oak ahead on 
the road; I would go that far anyway, and to my amazement, just before 
I got there I broke into a sweat, my breath came easily, and I sprinted 
up to the leaders and finished with them with a sense that I could go on 
forever. They, too, were astonished and could not explain it. I had 
got my second wind, and counting on it thereafter, I was chosen always 
for long-distance running. 

But I was homesick, not for home, but for my horse and my gang, for 
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my country-life games and for my interrupted career as a drunkard. 
There were vacations. My colt, grown now, bore me out to all my old 
friends, the bridge-tender, the Neelys, and the rest. That was the best 
of my life. It was natural; no more poses there, except that I never could 
be so cruel as to tell Mrs. Neely that I had, not given up, but almost for- 
gotten about being a minister. I talked to her about the Episcopal 
church services we had at school. I rather liked them, as I liked drill. 
I must have had a taste for ritual. But to the Neely men and to my 
other grown-up friends I had become what I was, a schoolboy, the only 
difference between me and other such boys being that I was to be a great 
man — somehow; and I suppose that all the other schoolboys shared in 
that distinction. 

My father, who knew me pretty well, I think, drew from me or my 
teachers at San Mateo enough to seek a cure. To center my interest in 
the school he suggested that, besides Napoleon, I read Tom Brown at 
Rugby. That had some effect. As he expected, no doubt, I began to 
emulate Tom Brown. This was difficult in our school. We had no 
fagging system. I tried to establish one, and the older boys were for it; 
only the little fellows objected. They had some snobbish objection to 


blacking our shoes, running our errands, and otherwise becoming our 
servants. 


XIV. ALL THROUGH WITH HEROISM 


As a leader I had to find worlds to conquer; so when fagging 

failed I took to drink, I and my followers. My custom had been 
to drink only in vacations in Sacramento; in San Mateo I was sober — 
a sort of double life. When I came back to school for my last term I was 
drunk, not so drunk as I seemed. I could brace up and be sober in the 
presence of authority, and I could let down and play drunk for the other 
boys, who were so astonished, so admiring, so envious, that it occurred 
to me to introduce the habit into the school. 

Biding my time, I made some propaganda. That was uphill work. 
Some other leader had heard a speech against religion; he had brought 
with him a lot of literature, a book of Bob Ingersoll’s lectures, for ex- 
ample, and he soon had all the boys disputing hotly the claims of re- 
vealed religion. I hated it, kept out of it as much as I could, but it was 
everywhere, and I had to hear some of it. And because I did not debate 
the question but only listened, I was half persuaded. Indeed I think I 
was the only boy who had his mind opened to the questions underlying 
the doubts of the day. But having my own leadership to defend, I could 
not afford to yield to the passing mania for truth, and I stuck to my 
guns; I stood always for drink as the solution of all such problems till, 
at last, when the fever of controversy lessened, my propaganda was 
heard and considered. A practical question superseded the academic 
religious issue, to wit: Where could we get the drink to get drunk 
on? I said I would attend to that. It was not so easy as I thought. No 
tradesmen dared to sell drink in quantity to schoolboys; I met only flat 
refusals from the saloon men. But, like all great leaders of men, I found 
lieutenants to do what I could not myself do. A fellow who was slow 
to join our “ conspiracy against the good name of the school,” when 
finally brought in, said that he would find the drink. I had been think- 
ing of rum and gum; he thought of beer. A brewery wagon passed our 
school now and then; he stopped it one day and arranged for the delivery 
of a keg of beer in a certain remote field the next Saturday afternoon. 
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Te Napoleon in me ended, as the emperor himself did, in prison. 
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We were there, twenty or thirty boys; and more wanted to come, but 
were forbidden by us big fellows. I remember how the smaller boys 
cried or were indignant at our presumption at closing to them this open 
road to the devil. But we told them that when they grew up we would 
take them in with us, and so we left them and went to meet our brewer. 

He came, he opened the keg for us, and he lent us a tin can “ off’n 
the wagon.” It was a warm day; the field was far from the school; we 
had a thirst which was not easily slaked by our one borrowed can. We 
_ drank and drank, round on round, and when we rolled the empty keg 
into the hiding place agreed upon, we were a sight and a sound. I don't 
know whether the sight and the sound of us did it; I heard afterward 
that some disgruntled small boy peached on us for revenge; anyway 
there was a large group of spectators out on the campus to see and to 
hear us come home. Among the witnesses were some teachers. 

There were whippings; there were temperance lectures and sermons; 
there were stomachaches; and there was no more drinking at the school 
in my day. We all were punished, but I, as the Napoleon, was stripped 
of my sword and rank as cadet officer and condemned to the guard- 
house in solitary confinement for twenty-two days. Some other ald boy, 
far back in the history of the school, had been locked up for twenty-one 
days. I must go down on the records with the longest sentence ever 
suffered, before or after; hence my twenty-two days. 

My punishment was a blessing to me. I read. They let me have 
books, not novels, but histories and solid things. Among them was an 
encyclopedic tome which was full of statistical information. The chapter 
on drink was the one I was asked to read, and I did. It showed me so 
that I never forgot, not only the waste and the folly, but the vanity of 
drinking. I got this last because I myself had been half aware of the 
pretentiousness of my drunkenness; it was a pose with me, and when I 
saw it handled as a pose in men, grown men, the romance went out of it: 
it went the way of politics, racing, and other illusions. I never could 
enjoy drinking after that; I was as ashamed of it as I was of being a 
sucker in the betting ring. 

There was another chapter on religions that told how many of them 
there had been and how men, grown men, always practiced the one that 
dominated their day. That fed my doubting mind, and I asked for other 
books, which I was carelessly allowed to have: Herbert Spencer, Dar- 
win, and others. But the subject that hit me hardest was war. That 
book — I don’t remember the title of it — that most improper book for 
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boys told as a story of idiotic waste the history of all the wars in the whole 
story of man, and I called for paper and pencil. I had to write an oration 
for my graduation day, and I wrote one out of that book on the stupidity 
of war. But what I did not write was a conclusion, tentative but eman- 
cipating, that men, the superior grown-up adults that I had always 
respected, were and always had been mostly ignorant fools whom a boy, 
even a little fellow like me, need not look up to. I had long felt, deep 
down, that they did not see straight, that they could not explain things 
to me because they did not understand them, and now I knew that, if 
I was to learn anything, I had to find teachers who knew, and even at 
that, look out for myself. 

When I came out of the guardhouse, my sentence served to the last 
minute, I was a hero on the campus — and I might have enjoyed the 
awed stares of the other boys. But I had seen a light. I was on to my 
own posings, and also I was contemptuous of the springs of those boys’ 
admiration. They were cub dubs; their respect was worthless. I heard 
it said, and I do not doubt, that I looked conceited, priggish, but I know 
now that I was dazed by a new interest, a fixed determination. I was 
going to college, and I was going there, not to make a record, not, as 
the headmaster said, to represent the school and make it proud of me — 
I was going to college to find out the truth about some of the questions 
that had bothered me. I was not to be put off any longer with the ap- 
pearances of things. I meant to know, really, and I had no doubt that 
some of those professors really knew the truth. 

An experience I sensed at that time clinched my conclusions and my 
determination. I was speedily, too speedily, restored to my rank as a 
captain of cadets. And the reason given, that I was needed as a drill- 
master, did not deceive me; I had drilled cadets in the uniform of a pri- 
vate. Another “reason” set me back up again. My father had been 
notified of my misconduct. He did not hurry to the school; he Jet them 
punish me their way, of course. It was not till my sentence was nearly 
over that he visited me in prison. A memorable day. When they un- 
locked the pretentious barred doors, threw back the silly bolts with their 
prison ring, for him, he came in, and turning, dismissed my jailers. 

“Feel all right? ” he asked. I said I did. “Of course,” he said. 
“Your mother was worried about your health in this cell, but I knew 
you would take it standing up. And I know you are not going to be a 
drunkard, too. Your stomach won't let you, for one thing; I’ve noticed 
that it makes you sick to drink too much. All that worries me is your 
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posings, the bunk you have seemed always to like. I never saw you do 
anything for the fun of doing it; you always wanted to tell about it and 
see yourseif and be seen doing it. That’s poppycock. It does no harm 
in a boy, but you'll soon be no longer a boy, and there are a lot of men I 
know who are frauds and bunkers all their lives. I’d hate to see you go 
on into that sort of thing. And I don’t believe you will, either. I am 
going to give you every chance, and you can waste or use your chances, 
as you will. That's up to you. But it’s up to you to choose your chance. 
You can work or study for anything you like, but do, please do, find out 
what you want to do and be.” 

So he talked and I was prepared to take it all in just as he said and 
meant it. I remember thinking that he was as real as the bridge-tender, 
as much a gentleman as Mr. Neely, as warmly for me as Mrs. Neely, 
but I answered him in kind. I told him I had done some reading which 
revealed me to myself, a little; I had seen my vanity; especially in the 
matter of drink, which I really hated. But also I saw, I said, the posings 
and the pretensions of, for example, that school. 

“ They aren’t thinking of me and the other boys,” I said; “ they are 
doing what they do, punishing us and degrading us, for outsiders to see, 
for parents to hear of and so believe in the school.” 

He nodded. “I'll fix that,” he said, and I knew by the way he looked 
that he would give the school authorities an unhappy half hour. And 
he did. He told them, I suspected then, to restore me to my cadet rank, 
and afterward he told me that he made it clear to them that neither I 
nor the other boys were in any danger of going to hell and that it would 
be wiser for them to drop that pretense and treat us as foolish, but not 
wicked; young idiots, but not much more so than our teachers and 
masters. 

Fine! But he made a mistake himself. When we had arrived at a 
perfect understanding, he and I, he broke it to me that in his first anger 
he had sold my colt. I was appalled. He had not sold one of my sisters; 
he would not have thought of that. But also he did not think that my 
colt to me was what a child of his was to him. I loved that horse. I 
loved that horse as much as he loved me. True, I had no constant use for 
her; she was eating her head off in our stable, waiting for my vacations. 
I had thought myself that, when I went away to college, I would have to 
send her back to Colonel Carter, who appreciated her, could use her 
properly, and would take care of her. And that colt was used to being 
loved and needed care. That thought had counted against college; my 
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colt had stayed me from accepting an appointment to West Point. And 
my father had sold her. 

“To whom? ” I asked, when I could — when I had some control over 
my trembling pain and grief. What kind of man was to have the power 
of life and death over that fine, happy, trustful, spoiled, proud creature? 
I asked, and I did not want to hear; and he did not answer right away. 
He lowered his eyes when he told me. 

“I don’t know. I turned her over to a dealer.” 

I went rigid. He looked up at me, and I stood and looked at him till 
he winced and, without a word, went out, leaving the cell door open. 
He came back later. I was lying face down on the cot. i 

“ Good-by,” he said, and he leaned over and took my hand. 

“ Good-by,” I managed to say somehow, and I let him shake my hand. 

I never found out what became of my colt. Once from a train I saw 
a cream-colored horse that looked exactly like her, drawing, head down, 
a market wagon overloaded with vegetables and driven by a Chinaman. 


XV. PREPARING FOR COLLEGE 


I came up to Berkeley for the entrance examinations at the Uni- 

versity of California I failed in Greek, Latin, and enough other 
subjects to be put off for a year. My father was alarmed. I was eighteen 
years old, and he thought, I think, that my failure was his fault; he had 
chosen the wrong school for me. He had, but the right school for me 
and my kind did not exist. There were schools that put boys into the 
colleges, east and west, and at a younger age than mine. I came to know 
those boys well. They are the boys (and they become the men) that the 
schools, colleges, and the world are made for. Often I have envied them; 
more often I have been glad that I was not of them. 

The elect were, for the most part, boys who had been brought up to 
do their duty. They memorized whatever their teachers told them to 
learn. Whether they wanted to know it, whether they understood it or 
no, they could remember and recite it. Their own driving motives were, 
so far as I could make out, not curiosity; they rarely talked about our 
studies, and if I spoke of the implications of something we had read or 
heard, they looked dazed or indifferent. Their own motives were for- 
eign to me: to beat the other fellows, stand high, represent the honor 
of the school. 

My parents did not bring me up. They sent me to school, they gave 
me teachers of music, drawing; they offered me every opportunity in 
their reach. But also they gave me liberty and the tools of quite another 
life: horses, guns, dogs, and the range of an open country. As I have 
shown, the people, the businesses, and the dreams of this life interested 
me, and I learned well whatever interested me. School subjects which 
happened to bear on my outside interests I studied in school and out; I 
read more than was required, and I read for keeps, too. I know these sub- 
jects to this day, just as I remember and love still the men and women. 
the boys and girls, who let me be friends with them then and so revealed 
to me some of the depths and the limitations of human nature. On the 
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other hand I can remember few of my teachers and little of the subjects 
which seemed to me irrelevant to my life. 

These other subjects are interesting, and they might have been made 
interesting to me. No one tried to interest me in them; they were put 
before me as things that I had to have to get into college. The teachers 
of them did not appcal to my curious, active mind. The result was that 
I did not really work at them and so got only what stuck by dint of 
repetition: the barest rudiments of a school education. When I knocked 
at the college gates, I was prepared for a college education in some 
branches; my mind was hungry enough for the answers to some pro- 
found questions to have made me work and develop myself, especially 
on lines which I know now had no ready answers, only more and ever 
more questions: science, metaphysics, etc. I was not in the least curious 
about Greek, Latin, mathematics, and the other “ knowledge ” required 
by the standardization of that day. 

My father discovered and put me into the best private school in San 
Francisco as a special student to be crammed for Berkeley — and he re- 
tained one of the teachers there, Mr. Evelyn Nixon, to tutor me on the 
side. Characteristically, too, my father gave me liberty: a room to sleep 
and work in, with no one to watch over and care for me. I could go and 
come as I pleased. And I came and went. I went exploring and dream- 
ing alone around that city as I had the country around Sacramento, and 
the place I liked best was the ocean shore; there I lived over the lives of 
the Greek heroes and the Roman generals and all the poets of all the ages, 
sometimes with ecstasy, but never, as in my boyhood, with myself as the 
hero. A change had come over me. 

Evelyn Nixon formed it. He was the first teacher I ever had who in- 
terested me in what I had to learn — not in myself, but in the world 
outside, the world of conscious culture. He was a fanatic of poetry, 
especially of the classic poets. When he read or recited Greek verse the 
Greeks came to life; romance and language sang songs to me, and I was 
inspired to be, like him, not a hero nor even a poet, but a Greek scholar, 
and thus an instrument on which beautiful words might play. Life 
filled with meaning, and purpose, and joy. It was too great and too 
various for me to personify with my boyish imitations and heroism. I 
wrote verses, but only to learn the technique and so feel poetry more 
perfectly. I wanted to read, not to write; I wanted to know, not to do 


and be, great things — Mr. Nixon expressed it. 
“I’m nobody,” he used to say. “ I’m nothing but one of the unknown 
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beings Homer and Dante, Shakespeare, Caesar, and the popes and the 
generals and statesmen have sung and fought and worked for. I’m the 
appreciator of all good words and deeds.” 

A new, a noble role, and Evelyn Nixon was a fine example of it: the 
receiver, not the giver, of beautiful inventions. He was an Englishman; 
he took a double first at Oxford, I heard, and came for his health to San 
Francisco. There was a group of such men, most of them with one 
story. They were athletes, as well as scholars at Oxford and Cambridge; 
they developed muscles and a lung capacity which they did not need and 
could not keep up in the sedentary occupations their scholarship put 
them into. Lung troubles exiled them. 

“ Keep out of college athletics,” they advised. “Don’t work up any 
more brawn there than you can use every day afterward.” 

Nixon taught me Greek, Latin, and English at school, and at his house 
he opened up the beauty and the meaning of the other subjects I had 
to cram up for entrance. I worked for him; I worked more, much more, 
for myself. He saw this, he saw my craving for the answers to questions, 
and he laughed. 

“I will answer no questions of yours,” he shouted. “ Men know no 
answers to the natural questions of a boy, of a child. We can only un- 
derline your questions, make you mad yourself to answer them, and add 
ours to whip, to lash you on to find out yourself — one or two; and tell 
us! That is what youth is for: to answer the questions maturity can’t 
answer.” And when I looked disappointed and balked, he would roar 
at me like a demon. 

“Go to, boy. The world is yours. Nothing is done, nothing is 
known. The greatest poem isn’t written, the best railroad isn’t built yet, 
the perfect state hasn't been thought of. Everything remains to be done 
— right, everything.” 

This said, he said it again and again, and finally, to drive me, he set 
our private hour from seven till eight o’clock Saturday evenings, so that 
I could stay on into the night with his group of friends, a maddening lot 
of cultivated, conflicting minds. There were from four to ten of them, 
all Englishmen, all Oxford and Cambridge men, all exiles and all in- 
terested in any and all subjects, which they discussed with knowledge, 
with the precise information of scholarship, but with no common opin- 
ions on anything apparently. There were Tories among them and 
liberals and one red: William Owen, a grandson, 1 think, certainly a 
descendant, of Robert Owen, the first of the early English socialists. 
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There was at least one Roman Catholic, who showed me so that I never 
forgot it the Christianity of that church; his favorite thesis was that the 
Protestant churches were Old Testament, righteous sects and knew 
nothing really of Christ’s teachings of love and forgiveness. And there 
were Protestants there, all schooled in church history, and when a de- 
bate came to a clinch, they could quote their authorities with a sureness 
which withstood reference to the books. I remember one hot dispute 
of the Catholic’s reference to some certain papal bull. Challenged, he 
quoted it verbatim in the original Latin. What they knew was amazing 
to me, and how they knew it, but what they did not know struck me 
harder still. They could not among them agree on anything but a fact. 
With all their knowledge they knew no essential truth. 

It was conversation I was hearing, the free, passionate, witty exchanges 
of studied minds as polished as fine tools. They were always courteous; 
no two ever spoke together; there were no asides; they all talked to the 
question before the house, and while they were on the job of exposition 
anyone, regardless of his side, would contribute his quota of facts, or 
his remembrance of some philosopher’s opinion or some poet's perfect 
phrase for the elucidation or the beautification of the theme. When the 
differences rose the urbanity persisted. They drank their California 
wine with a relish, they smoked the room thick, and they pressed their 
views with vigor and sincerity and eloquence; but their good temper 
never failed them. It was conversation. I had never heard conversa- 
tion before; I have heard conversation sometimes since, but rarely, and 
never like my remembrance of those wonderful Saturday nights in San 
Francisco — which were my preparation for college. 

For those conversations, so brilliant, so scholarly, and so consciously 
unknowing, seemed to me, silent in the background, to reveal the truth 
that even college graduates did not know anything, really. Evidences 
they had, all the testimony of all the wise men in the historical world 
on everything, but no decisions. None. I must myself go to college to 
find out more, and I wanted to. It seemed as if I had to go soon. My 
head, busy with questions before, was filled with holes that were aching 
voids as hungry, as painful, as an empty stomach. And my questions 
were explicit; it was as if I were not only hungry; I was hungry for cer- 
tain foods. My curiosity was no longer vague. 

When on Sundays I would take the gatherings I had made out of the 
talk of the night before down to the Cliff House with me and sit there 
on the rocks and think, I formed my ignorance into a system. I was 
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getting a cultivated ignorance, a survey not of the solved but of the un- 
solved problems in every science from astronomy to economics, from 
history to the next tricks in versification. I thought of them; I thought, 
rejoicing, that there were things to do for everybody in every science, 
every art, every business. 

But the best that I got out of it all was objectivity. ‘Those men never 
mentioned themselves; apparently they never thought of themselves. 
Their interest was in the world outside of themselves. I caught that. 
No more play-acting for me. No more dreaming I was Napoleon or a 
trapper, a knight, a statesman, or the younger son of a lord. It is pos- 
sible that I was outgrowing this stage of a boy's growth; the very in- 
tensity of my life in subjective imagination may have carried me through 
it, but whether I would have come out clearly impersonal or no by 
myself, I don’t know. All I am sure of is that their conversations, the 
attitude and the interest of those picked Englishmen, helped and, I 
think, established in me the realization that the world was more interest- 
ing than I was. Not much to see? No, but I have met men since, states- 
men, scholars, businessmen, workers, and poets, who have never made 
that discovery. It is the scientific attitude, and some scientists have it 
— not all; and some others, too. 

When I went up for my examination this time in Berkeley I passed, 
not well in all subjects, but I was admitted to the University, and that 
fall I entered the University of California with a set of examination 
questions for the faculty, for the professors, to answer. 
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a very strange and complete world too. Part of his preparation 

for it is the stories he hears from those that have gone before; 
these feed his imagination, which cannot help trying to picture the col- 
lege life. And the stories and the life are pretty much the same for any 
college. The University of California was a young, comparatively small 
institution when I was entered there in 1885 as a freshman. Berkeley, 
the beautiful, was not the developed villa community it is now; I used 
to shoot quail in the brush under the oaks along the edges of the college 
grounds. The quail and the brush are gone now, but the oaks are there 
and the same prospect down the hill over San Francisco Bay out through 
the Golden Gate between the low hills of the city and the high hills of 
Marin County. My class numbered about one hundred boys and girls, 
mostly boys, who came from all parts of the State and represented all 
sorts of people and occupations. There was, however, a significant uni- 
formity of opinion and spirit among us, as there was, and still is, in 
other, older colleges. The American is molded to type early. And so 
are our college ways. We found already formed at Berkeley the typical 
undergraduate customs, rights, and privileged vices which we had to 
respect ourselves and defend against the faculty, regents, and the State 
government. 

My expectations of college life were raised too high by Nixon’s Satur- 
day nights. I thought, and he assumed, that at Berkeley I would be 
breathing in an atmosphere of thought, discussion, and some scholar- 
ship; working, reading, and studying for the answers to questions which 
would be threshed out in debate and conversation. There was nothing 
of the sort. I was primed with questions. My English friends never 
could agree on the answers to any of the many and various questions 
they disputed. They did not care; they enjoyed their talks and did not 
expect to settle anything. I was more earnest. I was not content to 
leave things all up in the air. Some of those questions were very present 
and personal to me, as some of those Englishmen meant them to be. 
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Every conversation at Mr. Nixon’s pointed some question, academic or 
scientific, and pointed them so sharp that they drove me to college with 
an intense desire to know. 

There were no moot questions in Berkeley. There was work to do, 
knowledge and training to get, but not to answer questions. I found 
myself engaged, as my classmates were, in choosing courses. The choice 
was limited and, within the limits, had to be determined by the degree 
we were candidates for. The relation of knowledge to life, even to 
student life, was ignored, and as for questions, the professors asked 
them, not the students; and the students, not the teachers, answered 
them — in examinations. 

The unknown is the province of the student; it is the field for his 
life's adventure, and it is a wide field full of beckonings. Curiosity 
about it would drive a boy as well as a child to work through the known 
to get at the unknown. But it was not assumed that we had any curios- 
ity or the potential love of skill, scholarship, and achievement or research. 
And so far as I can remember now, the professors’ attitude was right for 
most of the students who had no intellectual curiosity. They wanted 
to be told not only what they had to learn, but what they had to want to 
learn — for the purpose of passing. That came out in the considerations 
which decided the choice among optional courses. Students selected 
subjects or teachers for a balance of easy and hard, to fit into their time 
and yet “ get through.” I was the only rebel of my kind, I think. The 
nearest to me in sympathy were the fellows who knew what they wanted 
to be: engineers, chemists, professional men, or statesmen. They 
grunted at some of the work required of them, studies that seemed use- 
less to their future careers. They did not understand me very well, nor 
I them, because I preferred those very subjects which they called useless, 
highbrow, cultural. I did not tell them so; I did not realize it myself 
definitely; but I think now that I had had as a boy an exhausting ex- 
perience of being something great. I did not want now to be but rather 
to know things. 

And what I wanted to know was buried deep under all this “ college 
stuff ” which was called “ shop.” It had nothing to do with what really 
interested us in common. Having chosen our work and begun to do 
it as a duty, we turned to the socially important question: which fra- 
ternity to join. The upper classmen tried to force our answers. They 
laid aside their superiority to “ rush” those of us whose antecedents 
were known and creditable. The next great university question was as 
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to athletics. My ex-athletes from Oxford and Cambridge, with their 
lung and other troubles, warned me; but it was a mistake that saved me. 
I went with the other freshmen to the campus to be tried out for football, 
baseball, running, jumping, etc. Caught by the college and class spirit, 
I hoped to give promise of some excellence. Baseball was impossible 
for me; I had been riding horses when the other boys were preparing 
for college on the diamond. I had learned to run at the military acad- 
emy and in the first freshman tests I did one hundred yards enough 
under eleven seconds to be turned over to an athletic upperclassman 
for instruction. Pointing up to Grizzly Peak, a high hill back of the 
college, he said: “ All you need is wind and muscle. Climb that moun- 
tain every day for a year; then come back and we'll see.” 

I did not climb Grizzly Peak every day, but I went up so often that I 
was soon able to run up and back without a halt. At the end of the year 
I ran around the cinder track so long that my student instructor wearied 
of watching me, but, of course, I could not do a hundred yards much 
under twelve seconds. Muscle and wind I had, but all my physical re- 
actions were so slow that I was of no social use in college athletics. I was 
out of the crowd as J had been as a boy. 

I shone only in the military department. The commandant, a U. S. 
Army officer, seeing that I had had previous training, told me off to drill 
the awkward squad of my class, and when I had made of them the best- 
drilled company in college, he gave me the next freshman class to drill. 
In the following years I was always drillmaster of the freshmen and 
finally commanded the whole cadet corps. Thus I led my class in the 
most unpopular and meaningless of undergraduate activities. I despised 
it myself, prizing it only for the chances it gave me to swank and, once 
a week, to lord it over my fellow students, who nicknamed me the 
“ D. S.” — damn stinker. 

My nickname was won, not only as a disciplinarian, however; I rarely 
punished anyone; I never abused my command. I could persuade the 
freshmen to drill by arguing that, since it was compulsory, they could 
have more fun doing it well than badly; and that it was the one exercise 
in which they could beat and shame the upper classmen whose careless- 
ness was as affected as their superiority. That is to say, I engaged their 
enthusiasm. All other student enthusiasms, athletics, class and college 
politics, fashions, and traditions I laughed at and damped. I was a 
spoilsport. I was mean, as a horse is mean, because I was unhappy my- 
self. I could be enthusiastic in a conversation about something we were 
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learning, if it wasn’t too cut and dried; we had such talks now and then 
at the clubhouse in any later years. But generally speaking we were 
discussing the news or some prank of our own. 

One night, for example, we sallied forth to steal some chickens from 
Dr. Bonte, the popular treasurer of the university. 1 crawled into the 
coop and selected the chickens, wrung their necks, and passed them out 
with comments to the other fellows who held the bag. 

“Here,” I said, “is the rooster, Dr. Bonte himself; he’s tough, but 
good enough for the freshmen. Next is a nice fat hen, old Mrs. Bome. 
‘Yhis one’s a pullet, Miss Bonte,” and so on, naming each of the Bonte 
girls, all we were interrupted. 

Vhere was a sound from the house, the lights Mashed in the windows, 
and — sameone was coming. ‘The other fellows ran, and I — when 1 
lore myself out — l ran too. Which was all right enough. But when I 
caught up with the other thieves ] learned that they had left the sack of 
chickens behind! Our Sunday dinner was spoiled, we thought, but no: 
the next day the whole fraternity was invited to dinner at Dr. Bonte’s on 
Sunday. We accepted with some suspicion, we went in some embarrass- 
ment, but we were well received and soon put at our ease by Dr. Bonte, 
who explained that some thieves had been frightened while robbing his 
roost. “ They were not students, l take it,” he said. “ Students are not 
so easily frightened; they might have run away, but students would have 
taken the bag of chickens with them.” 

So seated hospitably at table we watched with deep interest the great 
platter of roasted chickens borne in and set down before Dr. Bonte, who 
rose, whetted his carving knife, and turning first to me, said: “ Well, 
Stetfens, what will you have, a piece of this old cock, Dr. Bonte? Or is 
he too tough for any but a freshman? Perhaps you would prefer the 
old hen, Mrs. Bonte, or, say, one of the Bonte girls.” 

l couldn't speak. No one could; and no one laughed, least of all Dr. 
Bonte, who stood there, his knife and fork in the air, looking at me, at 
the others, and back at me. He wanted an answer: I must make my 
choice, but I saw a gleam of malicious humor in his eye; so I recovered 
and I chose the prettiest of the girls, pointing to the tenderest of the 


pullets. Dr. Bonte laughed, gave me my choice, and we had a jolly, 
ample dinner. 


We talked about that, we and the students generally and the faculty 
— we discussed that incident long enough and hard enough to have 
solved it, if it had been a metaphysical problem. We might have 
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threshed out the psychology of thieves, or gamblers, but no. We liked 
to steal, but we didn’t care to think about it, not as stealing. And some 
of us gambled. We had to get money for theaters, operas, and other ex- 
penses in the city. I had only my board, lodging, and clothes paid for 
by my father, and others had not even that. We played cards, therefore, 
among ourselves, poker and whist, so that a lucky few got each month 
about all the money all of the other hard-ups had, and so had all the fun. 
We played long, late, and hard, and for money, not sport. The strain 
Was too great. 

One night my roommate, sunk low in his chair, felt a light kick on one 
of his extended legs; a second later there were two kicks against his other 
leg. Keeping still and watching the hands shown down, he soon had 
the signal system of two men playing partners, the better hand staying 
in the game. We said nothing but, watching, saw that others cheated, 
too. We knew well an old professional gambler from the mining camps 
who was then in San Francisco. We told him all about it. 

“Sure,” he said, “ cheating will sneak into any game that’s played 
long enough. That’s why you boys oughtn’t to gamble. But if you do, 
play the game that’s played. Cards is like horse racing. I never bet a 
cent except I know, and know how, the game is crooked.” 

Having advised against it, he took us around to the gambling houses 
and the race course and showed us many of the tricks of his trade, how 
to spot and profit by them — if we must play. “ Now you won't need 
never to be suckers,” he said. “ And ye needn't be crooks either,” he 
added after a pause. But we had it in for our opponents. We learned 
several ways to cheat; we practiced them till we were cool and sure. 
After that our “ luck ” was phenomenal. We had money, more than we 
needed. In my last two years at the university I had a salary as military 
instructor at a preparatory school in the town, and my roommate, the 
adopted son of a rich gold miner, had a generous allowance. But we 
went on playing and cheating at cards for the excitement of it, we said, 
but really it was for the money. And afterward, when J was a student 
in Germany, I played on, fair, but hard — and for money I did not need, 
till one night at the Café Bauer in Berlin, sitting in a poker game that 
had been running all night, an American who had long been playing in 
hard luck lost a large amount, of which I carried away more than my 
share. The next day we read in the papers that when he got home he 
had shot himself. I have never gambled since — at cards. 
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not often, but the fact that a proportion, however small, of college 

students do get a start in interested, methodical study, proves my 
thesis, and the two personal experiences I have to offer illustrate it and 
show how to circumvent the faculty, the other students, and the whole 
college system of mind-fixing. My method might lose a boy his degree, 
but a degree is not worth so much as the capacity and the drive to learn, 
and the undergraduate desire for an empty baccalaureate is one of the 
holds the educational system has on students. Wise students some day 
will refuse to take degrees, as the best men (in England, for instance) 
give, but do not themselves accept, titles. 

My method was hit on by accident and some instinct. I specialized. 
With several courses prescribed, I concentrated on the one or two that 
interested me most, and letting the others go, I worked intensively on 
my favorites. In my first two years, for example, I worked at English 
and political economy and read philosophy. At the beginning of my 
junior year I had several cinches in history. Now I liked history; I had 
neglected it partly because I rebelled at the way it was taught, as positive 
knowledge unrelated to politics, art, life, or anything else. The profes- 
sors gave us chapters out of a few books to read, con, and be quizzed on. 
Blessed as I was with a “ bad memory,” I could not commit to it any- 
thing that I did not understand and intellectually need. The bare record 
of the story of man, with names, dates, and irrelative events, bored me. 
But I had discovered in my readings of literature, philosophy, and po- 
litical economy that history had light to throw upon unhistorical ques- 
tions. So I proposed in my junior and senior years to specialize in his- 
tory, taking all the courses required and those also that I had flunked 
in. With this in mind I listened attentively to the first introductory talk 
of Professor William Cary Jones on American constitutional history. 
He was a dull lecturer, but I noticed that, after telling us what pages of 
what books we must be prepared in, he mumbled off some other refer- 
ences “ for those that may care to dig deeper.” 
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When the rest of the class rushed out into the sunshine, I went up to 
the professor and, to his surprise, asked for this memorandum. He gave 
itme. Up in the library I ran through the required chapters in the two 
different books, and they differed on several points. Turning to the 
other authorities, I saw that they disagreed on the same facts and also 
onothers. The librarian, appealed to, helped me search the bookshelves 
till the library closed, and then I called on Professor Jones for more 
references. He was astonished, invited me in, and began to approve my 
industry, which astonished me. I was not trying to be a good boy; I 
was better than that: I was a curious boy. He lent me a couple of his 
books, and I went off to my club to read them. They only deepened the 
mystery, clearing up the historical question, but leaving the answer to 
be dug for and written. 

The historians did not know! History was not a science, but a field 
for research, a field for me, for any young man, to explore, to make dis- 
coveries in and write a scientific report about. I was fascinated. As I 
went on from chapter to chapter, day after day, finding frequently 
essential differences of opinion and of fact, I saw more and more work 
to do. In this course, American constitutional history, I hunted far 
enough to suspect that the Fathers of the Republic who wrote our sacred 
Constitution of the United States not only did not, but did not want to, 
establish a democratic government, and I dreamed for a while —as I 
used as a child to play I was Napoleon or a trapper — I promised myself 
to write a true history of the making of the American Constitution. I 
did not do it; that chapter has been done or well begun since by two 
men: Smith of the University of Washington and Beard (then) of Co- 
lumbia (afterward forced out, perhaps for this very work). I found 
other events, men, and epochs waiting for students. In all my other 
courses, in ancient, in European, and in modern history, the disagreeing 
authorities carried me back to the need of a fresh search for (or of) the 
original documents or other clinching testimony. Of course I did well 
in my classes. The history professors soon knew me as a student and 
seldom put a question to me except when the class had flunked it. Then 
Professor Jones would say, “ Well, Steffens, tell them about ic.” 

Fine. But vanity wasn’t my ruling passion then. What I had was a 
quickening sense that I was learning a method of studying history and 
that every chapter of it, from the beginning of the world to the end, is 
crying out to be rewritten. There was something for Youth to do; these 
superior old men had not done anything, finally. 
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Nothing is done. Everything in the world remains to be done or done 
over. “ The greatest picture is not yet painted, the greatest play isn't 
written (not even by Shakespeare), the greatest pocm is unsung. There 
isn’t in all the world a perfect railroad, nor a good government, nor a 
sound law.” Physics, mathematics, and especially the most advanced 
and exact of the sciences, are being fundamentally revised. Chemistry 
is just becoming a science; psychology, economics, and sociology are 
awaiting a Darwin, whose work in turn is awaiting an Einstein. If the 
rah-rah boys in our colleges could be told this, they might not all be such 
specialists in football, petting parties, and unearned degrees. They are 
not told it, however; they are told to learn what is known. This is noth- 
ing, philosophically speaking. 

Somehow or other in my later years at Berkeley, two professors, Moses 
and Howison, representing opposite schools of thought, got into a con- 
troversy, probably about their classes. They brought together in the 
house of one of them a few of their picked students, with the evident in- 
tention of letting us show in conversation how much or how little we had 
understood of their respective teachings. I don’t remember just what 
the subject was that they threw into the ring, but we wrestled with it 
till the professors could stand it no longer. Then they broke in, and 
while we sat silent and highly entertained, they went at each other hard 
and fast and long. It was after midnight when, the debate over, we 
went home. I asked the other fellows what they had got out of it, and 
their answers showed that they had seen nothing but a fine, fair fight. 
When I laughed, they asked me what I, the D. S., had seen that was so 
much more profound. 

I said that I had seen two highly trained, well-educated Masters of 
Arts and Doctors of Philosophy disagreeing upon every essential point 
of thought and knowledge. They had all there was of the sciences; and 
yet they could not find any knowledge upon which they could base an 
acceptable conclusion. They had no test of knowledge; they didn’t 
know what is and what is not. And they have no test of right and 
wrong; they have no basis for even an ethics. 

Well, and what of it? They asked me that, and that I did not answer. 
I was stunned by the discovery that it was philosophically true, in a most 
literal sense, that nothing is known; that it is precisely the foundation 
that is lacking for science; that all we call knowledge rested upon as- 
sumptions which the scientists did not all accept; and that, likewise, 
there is no scientific reason for saying, for example, that stealing is 
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wrong. In brief: there was no scientific basis for an ethics. No wonder 
men said one thing and did another; no wonder they could settle noth- 
ing either in life or in the academies. 

I could hardly believe this. Maybe these professors, whom I greatly 
respected, did not know it all. I read the books over again with a fresh 
eye, with a real interest, and I could see that, as in history, so in other 
branches of knowledge, everything was in the air. And I was glad of it. 
Rebel though I was, I had got the religion of scholarship and science; I 
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was in awe of the authorities in the academic world. It was a release to 
feel my worship cool and pass. But I could not be sure. I must go else- 
where, see and hear other professors, men these California professors 
quoted and looked up to as their high priests. I decided to go as a stu- 
dent to Europe when I was through Berkeley, and I would start with the 
German universities. 

My father listened to my plan, and he was disappointed. He had 
hoped I would succeed him in his business; it was for that that he was 
staying in it. When I said that, whatever I might do, I would never go 
into business, he said, rather sadly, that he would sell out his interest 
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and retire. And he did soon after our talk. But he wanted me to stay 
home and, to keep me, offered to buy an interest in a certain San Fran- 
cisco daily paper. He had evidently had this in mind for some time. 
Journalism was the business for a boy who liked to write, he thought, 
and he said I had often spoken of a newspaper as my ambition. No 
doubt I had in the intervals between my campaigns as Napoleon. But no 
more. I was now going to be a scientist, a philosopher. He sighed; he 
thought it over, and with the approval of my mother, who was for every 
sort of education, he gave his consent. 


XVIII. BERLIN: PHILOSOPHY AND MUSIC 


science. Ever since the day I had watched as a boy the painter, 

Mr. Marple, sketch his sunset over the brush of the American 
River bottom and heard what he said about art, I had wanted to under- 
stand and feel painting. I had taken lessons in drawing while at school; 
at college there was no art in the curriculum, but in my senior year, when 
I had the direction of outside lectures, I persuaded a well-known painter 
to come to Berkeley and tell us all about art. He had never lectured 
before; he probably has never lectured since. He went up on the plat- 
form, set up a black and white copy of Millet’s “ Sower,” and I think he 
thought that he could put into words what his hand could say with lines 
and colors. He couldn't; he said a few words, and his amazement at 
his own helplessness was a sight to see. 

“ Art,” he began, “ painting — painting is— It isn’t pictures, you 
know. It's— well, now, take ‘The Sower’ there.” He looked at it 
and began waving his right hand. He looked at us, then at the picture, 
and then appealingly back at the audience, swinging his hand as if he 
were drawing a line. “ That isn't a sower,” he blurted, “ nor a picture. 
It’s a — don’t you see — it’s a line.” 

And, sure enough, it was a line. It was the same line he was drawing 
in the air with his eloquent hand; a big, sweeping, speaking, beautiful 
line. I saw it; I saw one key to the understanding of art. Paintings 
were not pictures only; they were, among other things, beautiful lines 
detected in nature and drawn so that all who will can see them. 

The painter thought he had said nothing, and he could not go on. 
With one more wild dumb look at us and another at the Millet, he 
uttered a cry of despair and came down off the platform amid the shouts 
of student laughter. 

Walking with the humiliated man to the station, I tried to tell him 
that he had said something to me; and I repeated in my own words what 
I thought it was. 

“ That's it,” he said. “I didn’t know I had said it, but you've got it. 
And I'll tell you how to go on and get the rest. 
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“You are going abroad,” he said. “ You will visit the art galleries, 
the cathedrals — everything that is beautiful. You will be tempted to 
read the guidebooks and other books about the arts. Look out. They 
can keep you from getting art. They will tell you which are the best 
things, and if you believe them, you will know what is called best, the 
best to them, but you won’t know what is best to you. You won't feel 
art. You may become a scholar in it, you will never be a judge of art; 
you'll have no taste. 

“ My advice is to go without a guide into the galleries, often; walk 
along slowly, stopping to look only at those things which interest you. 
I am sure you will choose the wrong things, probably pictures — pictures 
that a writing man can describe, and describe better than the painter has 
painted them. No matter. You like what you like. If they are no good 
as art you'll tire of them; they will end by making you sick, and you'll 
choose better things, and better and better till finally you like the things 
that are best to you. You may not have perfect taste; there is no perfect 
taste; but you'll have taste and it will be yours, not somebody else’s, but 
your very own; and you may not be able to lecture on it any better than 
I can, but you will have a feel for the painter’s art, which is a fine art.” 

When I arrived in Berlin in the summer of 1889, I walked the galleries 
in just this way. There was little else to do. The university, the opera, 
and the theaters being closed, I loafed about the cafés, music halls, took 
walks in the Thiergarten and around the city. But every forenoon I 
put in an hour or two walking through the galleries, without a book, 
looking at the pictures that stopped me, and some of what my painter 
had predicted came true. In those few months my taste changed; I came 
to dislike pictures that I had liked at first; I could see and enjoy lines, 
designs, and even forms, while color combinations came to have as much 
meaning for me as a chord of music. It was work, however; a gallery is 
like a library. I was trying to read all the books at once. 

In the fall, I was glad of a new interest: music. Hegel and his phi- 
losophy of art had threaded the arts upon an historical chain, given them 
a definite and a general significance, each and all. His was an intel- 
lectual key to music. But I applied to this art also the painter’s key to 
painting. Going to the first operas offered, I took the score, and sitting 
on the dimly lighted stairway back of the topmost gallery, I followed 
the music as music and knew it well before I allowed myself to sit in a 
seat and see the stage and hear the words. This method of practicing the 
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hearing of the music alone frst I kept up all winter, and my reward was 
a growing preference for fine concert music over all but a few favorite 
operas. 

There were pictures in music too, and also there were lines and tones, 
color and composition: business and art! 

The university opened when the theaters did, and I was eager and 
ready to start. I had a small room in the Artillerie Strasse back of the 
university, and there I had been exercising my college German on the 
landlady and her son and reading up on my courses, choosing my pro- 
fessors, etc. Ethics was my subject, but I was not intending to study it 
directly. I would hear and read the men who taught it. I must know 
what they knew or thought or believed, but I had learned enough of 
their doctrines to feel pretty sure that they were not scientific; they did 
not have what I sought: a basis, probably in some other science, for 
a science of behavior. I was to start, therefore, with pure philosophy and 
ethics; metaphysics would be my main Fach, but all I wanted of it was 
a lead into other sciences. 

Scientists were already discovering that the old, classical categories 
of knowledge were a hindrance. Physicists were forced into chemistry 
and back through mathematics to physics. But the German universities, 
like Berkeley, like all universities, were organized as they still are, not 
for inquiry and research into the unknown but for the learning (and 
teaching) of the known. They are scholarly, not scientific, and if I were 
to take a degree I must choose my categories and stick to them. I had 
no thought of, I had nothing but scorn for, degrees, but when I appeared 
for matriculation, I had to pretend to a candidacy; so I announced my- 
self out for a Ph.D., with philosophy for my major subject, art history 
and economics for seconds. 

The procedure of matriculation had one surprise for me. When I 
presented my precious papers at the Secretariat, the clerks took my pass- 
port, but they looked askance at my bachelor’s diploma. 

“ What's that? ” asked one of them, and I told him. 

“Oh, an American Doktorat! ” he said. “It’s worthless here. Al} 
we require is the passport,” and he scribbled off the data he needed from 
it, gave me a form to fill out and my receipts for fees paid, and said he 
would deliver later my certificate of matriculation, an enormous calfskin 
Latin document. 

He despised my degree as much as I did his, and I was hurt, with 
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cause. I had worked, sacrificed my interests — I had cheated for that 
worthless baccalaureate. My cheating had been open at Berkeley. I had 
said that I would not half study the subjects that did not interest me and 
that, since they were required for a degree, which I (thought I) had to 
have to continue my studies abroad, I would cram for and sneak through 
the examinations in them. One professor, Colonel Edwards, who heard 
what I had threatened to do, sent for me and asked me how I could 
justify such conduct. I told him. His subject was conic sections. I 
said I did not want to know it, couldn’t make head or tail of it myself, 
and that he, as a teacher, had failed to show me what it was all about. 
“ Irs just one of the many things,” I said, “in which I find I have to 
submit to force; so I'll pretend to conform, but I won’t really.” 

Pondering a moment, he asked me if I could prove any propositions. 
“ Yes,” I said, “ some seven or eight. I know them by heart.” 

“ Allright,” he said. “ I don’t want you to cheat; I won’t let you cheat. 
I'll give you a private examination right now. You do two out of three 
propositions and I'll give you a pass.” 

Going to the blackboard, he wrote up one. “Can you do that? " J 
said I could. He wrote another. “ That too? ” 

“ No,” I said, and he wrote another that I did not know. 

“We'll make it three out of five,” he suggested, and he wrote up one 
more and looked at me. I laughed and nodded; I could do it, and slowly 
he chose the fifth, which I knew. I wrote them out in a few minutes, 
handed them in, and — he passed me, after a long and very serious lec- 
ture on ethics, which I told him was to be my specialty. I was going to 
Germany on purpose to find out if there was any moral reason for or 
against cheating in cards, in politics, or in conic sections — “ either by 
the student or the professor,” I added. 

And it was all in vain. I had been graduated (at the bottom of my 
class) at this cost, and I did not have to pass at all; I did not have to be a 
philosophic bachelor; all I had to have to enter the German and the 
French universities was my American citizenship, which I was born 
with. And so it was after I had entered. I did not have to work; no one 
knew or cared whether I heard my lectures or played my time away. 
There was the university, with its lectures, laboratories, professors, and 
workers. You could take all or nothing. I was free to study what and 
when and as my interest dictated, and the result was that I worked hard. 
I read everything, heard everybady, in my courses and in others. When- 
ever the students spoke well of a man who had anything to say on any 
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subject, I took some of his lectures, but I held to my own trail of research 
for an ethics that was not merely a rationalization of folkways and 
passing laws, forms, and customs; taking for pleasure only music, lots of 
music, and staged literature, except a few weeks of nights at the poker 
table in the back room of the Café Bauer. 


XIX. HEIDELBERG: THERE IS NO ETHICS 


1TH the Black Forest behind it and the Neckar River running 

\ Ñ ) through it to the Rhine, Heidelberg is a place of temptation 

and pleasure, and this wise old university was no spoilsport. 

All the lectures were on the four working days of the week, Tuesday, 

Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday, leaving the week end long and clear 

for play. Many students go there for fun. I met an American corps 

student who had been fighting and drinking and idling so long there 
that he could hardly rally his English to talk with me. 

“I must quit this, go to some other university and work,” he said 
when we parted. I had reminded him of some old drowned purpose. 

I went to Heidelberg to hear Kuno Fischer, the most eloquent if not 
the most apostolic of the professors of Hegel’s philosophy, and I studied 
hard with him. Other subjects also I took, continuing my Berlin courses 
in art history and economics. My semester at Heidelberg was a fruitful 
season, but it bore flowers too. I made some friends there, and together 
we had all the fun that was going, in the town, on the river, in the Forest 
— beer drinking, dancing, swimming and boating, walking, talking, 
and exploring the world and one another. 

My room was up on the Anlage, just above the city park in a little 
house kept by a Viennese woman. She took me in as her one lodger to 
make a little extra money out of the front room, which her small family 
did not need. An expressive woman, she served lively entertainment 
and some light upon ethics with all the meals that I took in my room. 
These were not many. 

Kuno Fischer gave his first lecture, logic, at seven o’clock in the morn- 
ing; no time for more than a hot cup of coffee at home with a piece of 
bread, which I finished often as I finished dressing on the way down 
to the university. Other students also showed signs of haste at 7:15, 
when, on the dot, the professor began his lecture with a smile for the 
breathless state of his hearers and the imperfect arrangement of collars 
and ties. I saw some fellows in slippers, pajamas, and overcoats, look- 
ing up with admiration at the professor, neat, composed, and logical. 
And eloquent; I missed taking many a note to sit and listen to Kuno 
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Fischer's poetical prose. Few Germans can either speak or write Ger- 
man — well. Their language is too rich, variable, and unripe for them. 
Only the masters can master it, and Kuno Fischer, handsome and intel- 
ligent, was a master of German as he was of his own thinking in it. I 
asked him once how it came that he spoke German so well. 

He had a habit which I had of going from his first lecture to the river 
for a swim. Somctimes we walked together down to the floating bath- 
house, and many a pleasant talk we had on the way. He chatted as he 
lectured, in short, clear, incisive sentences, and he liked it that I liked his 
style. It was by way of a jesting compliment that I put to him my ques- 
tion: “ Herr Geheimrat, wie kommt es dass Sie so schön deutsch 
sprechen? ” 

“Its because I speak English,” he answered in English, and, laugh- 
ing, he reminded me that Goethe, asked once the same question, replied 
that his best German was written in the period when he was soaking in 
French. 

After the swim I had break fast in some café or beer hall, where I com- 
pleted my notes; then more lectures till one o'clock. The noon meal 
was usually with some crowd of students in a restaurant, under the stiff 
forms of the student ritual, the gossip, the controversies, the plans for 
excursions or fights. Once a weck I had an art-history course which 
took us up to the castle to examine the stones and trace their periods, or 
off to the excavations near by, as far as Wiesbaden. Other days there 
were other lectures or library work or home study till along about four, 
when I went forth either to the Schloss or to some other café for coffee or 
to the river for a paddle. The boatman had several canoes, “ left by the 
English,” he said. 

Just above the bridge the river is artificially narrowed and deepened, 
making a rapid, called the Hart Teufel, for about an eighth of a mile, 
and it’s a struggle to paddle up it. I used to do it for exercise and then 
drive the little craft on up the easy, broad river to some one of the many 
garden restaurants alongshore. After a bath out in the stream, I had an 
appetite which made the good cooking seem perfect, and a thirst which 
took beer as the Hart Teufel took water. There was always some other 
loose student to join for a long, slow supper and a long, highbrow con- 
versation. When the darkness fell, there was the canoe to lie in and the 
river to flaat me effortlessly back to town. I could philosophize in the 
dark; if there was a moon I could romance. Pleasant days, those lonely 
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Once, when the art-history professor had his class out for field work 
on some ruin or other, a tall young German came up to me, struck his 
heels together, saluted stiffly, and said: “ My name is Johann Friedrich 
Krudewolf. I am a German; I take you for an American. I want to 
learn English. I propose to exchange with you lessons in German for 
lessons in English.” 

I closed the foolish bargain, and we shook hands on it. There was one 
lesson in English, one in German, and no more. I did not have to study 
German; I was learning it fast enough by absorption, and I think now 
that while he did want to learn English, he was really seeking a friend. 
Anyhow we became so interested in each other that the conversation, 
even at the first and last lesson, ran away from the purpose and, of course, 
ran into the language easiest for both of us to understand. Bad as my 
German was then, it was so much better than his school English that we 
always spoke German and soon forgot lessons. His specialty was art 
history, and I was glad of that. 

Our excursions with the class to churches, castles, and ruins were 
pleasant recreations for me, so pleasant that we made study trips by our- 
selves for fun. We foot-toured the Black Forest three days at a time, 
always to see things Krudewolf wished to examine for art-history rea- 
sons, but his notes told by the way and the ruined castles illustrated 
vividly the history of the rise of great German families from robbers to 
robber knights, to military and social power, to riches, position, and 
honors. That was the way it was done of old, and I made notes on 
morals as studiously as my companion did on art. 

The best excursion we made, however, was for its own sake. The 
Neckar River was navigable up to Heilbron, and a curious kind of boat 
train operated on it, the Schlepper. There was a cable laid in the middle 
of the stream. The powerboat picked up this cable, pulled itself up on 
it, and passed it out over the stern. By this means the tuglike Schlepper 
schlepped a string of cargo boats up the Neckar to Heilbron and back 
down to the Rhine. Johann hired a rowboat and sent it on the Schlepper 
up to Heilbron, whither we went by train to meet it. A day and a night 
in funny old Heilbron, with its old, old stories, and we set out in the row- 
boat to row (or float) home to Heidelberg. We started early one morn- 
ing, meaning to go far that day, but by ten o’clock we were passing such 
tempting restaurants in river gardens that we yielded, stopped and had 
breakfast, which we thought would do for lunch, too. But we could not 
pass by the resorts that called to us; we had to see some of them. We 
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chose one for luncheon, a long luncheon, and when we embarked again, 
chose others here, there, everywhere for beer, coffee, or — something. 
We could not row; it was a waste, and — even drifting was too fast. 

The Neckar, from Heilbron to Heidelberg, is one of the most beauti- 
ful stretches of country that I have ever seen — or it seemed so to me then. 
We stayed our first night at a village inn on the river bank, and while 
we dined made two important discoveries. This was a Shaumwein 
(champagne) country, with the “ fizz ” at seventy-five cents the bottle; 
and this season was a church festival at which everybody drank, danced, 
and made love. We danced till midnight that night and then took some 
peasant girls out rowing in our boat. We got away late the next morn- 
ing and were stopped everywhere by pretty places for coffee or wine or 
meals or historical sights that Johann had to investigate. We didn’t 
make five miles the second day. That night we danced — every night 
we danced, and we began to get away later and later in the mornings. 
We were ten days making a distance that one might have rowed in three 
or four, and then felt and wondered that we had done so beautiful a 
journey so fast. And I wonder now that I have never gone back, as I 
declared and have always been sure that I would “ some day,” to do the 
Neckar over again in a rowboat slowly — two or three weeks of it. 

Toward the end of the semester a friend of mine, Carlos J. Hitteil, 
came over from Munich to visit me. He was an art student from Cali- 
fornia. I had known well his brother Franklin at Berkeley; his father, 
Theodore H. Hittell, the historian, had had more to do with my edu- 
cation than many a teacher. A retired attorney, he had turned to the 
writing of history, especially of California. He used to work on the 
dining-room table after dinner while I, his children, and their friends, 
talked as youth will, finally and positively, of all sorts of things. Once 
he kept me when the others left, and he went into my mind and broke 
all the idols he found there. He was rough. 

“You can't learn if you know everything already,” he said. “ You 
can’t have a free mind if it’s full of superstitions.” And he whanged 
away. I took it pretty well, and because I came back for more, he con- 
tinued to destroy my images. Every time I went to the house, whether 
to dinner, to call on his daughter, Catherine, or to sing songs with his 
sons, he lay for me and drew me into talk and some reading in his good 
library. A great service this fine old man rendered me. And his son, 


Carlos, did me another. 
When Carlos joined me at Heidelberg, he completed our trio, one stu- 
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dent of art history, one of ethics and philosophy, and one of the real thing, 
art. We played, walking, rowing, swimming, and touring, but also we 
talked, and the artist, without knowing or meaning it, spoke as one 
having authority. Johann and I listened to the man who was doing 
what we were merely reading and thinking about. We saw what the 
artist had told me at Berkeley, that we were getting scholarship about 
art, not art. But, like that other artist, Carlos Hittell could not express 
in our medium, words, what he was doing or trying to do when he was 
painting. We must go and be with art students when they were at work 
in their studios and see if we could — not hear, but see what art is. When 
the semester was over, therefore, we all went to Munich to study art 
instead of art history. No more Heidelberg for either of us. 

And no more philosophy for me. There was no ethics in it. I had 
gone through Hegel with Kuno Fischer, hoping to find a basis for an 
ethics; and the professor thought he had one. I had been reading in the 
original the other philosophers whom I had read also in Berkeley, and 
they, too, thought they had it all settled. They did not have anything 
settled. Like the disputing professors at Berkeley, they could not agree 
upon what was knowledge, nor upon what was good and what evil, nor 
why. And as for their ethics, it was without foundation. The only 
reasons they had to give for not lying or stealing were not so reasonable 
as the stupidest English gentleman's: “ It isn't done.” 

This was my reluctant, disappointed conclusion, arrived at after a 
waste of a couple of good years of conscientious work. I must leave the 
philosophers and go to the scientists for my science of ethics as I must go 
to the artists for art. I said good-by to the good woman who had kept 
me so comfortable. 


XX. LEIPZIG: MUSIC, SCIENCE, LOVE 


Leipzig (1890-91) I interrupted my packing to go out and drink 

a glass of cool beer. Turning into a café, I saw a young man 
sitting alone with his face down on his arms folded on the table. There 
was something familiar about his head, and looking again, sharply, at it, 
I recognized my Heidelberg student friend, Johann Friedrich Krude- 
wolf. I touched his shoulder. He threw up his face angrily, and there 
were tears in his eyes. 

“Nu!” I said with a push as I withdrew my hand. “Was heisst’s, 
Johanne? ” 

His anger passed, and he, tapping his chest, answered: 

“The doctor says Į can’t stay in Munich.” 

“ Good,” I said, gladly. “ We will go to Leipzig then.” 

His face lighted up, but he wasn’t sure the doctor would approve of 
Leipzig either. “ Don’t ask him,” I suggested. Johann did not know 
whether there was any good professor of art history in Leipzig, and I 
didn’t. But he had in his pocket the fat little paper book which gave all 
the courses for all the universities. We looked up Leipzig, and Johann 
said, “Tl go.” There was a fine course in his subject. We had our 
beer with our planning and separated to meet on the train the next day. 
And there, on the train, we planned to live and study together for a year. 
A year of art history for both of us, and for me a year of psychology 
under Wundt, the leader, if not the founder, of the school of experi- 
mental psychology. I would take all his lectures and work in his labora- 
tory, as if for a degree, and say nothing of my purpose: to see if I could 
find in psychology either a basis for a science of ethics or a trail through 
psychology to some other science that might lead on to a scientific ethics. 

We were early; the mob of students had not arrived, so that we had a 
choice of quarters. We took two connecting rooms in the Peterstein- 
weg. The only other roomers were a workinggirl and a regular old 
streetwalker. The landlady was a lone, but not a lonely, old widow 
woman. Johann became Herr im Hause; he kept order. Me they 
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laughed at or with; I was the crazy American, with the queer, foreign 
habits. I took a bath every day, for example. 

The landlady told me the story of her life, often, and all her troubles, 
and the girl told me several versions of hers with all her passing tri- 
umphs, rights and wrongs. J liked a pretty baker girl across the street; 
but Johann took no interest in girls, and he frowned on my flirtations. 

He found somewhere and brought home one day Guido Peters, an 
Austrian student of music, who swept us into his enthusiasm and made 
us also students of music. Leipzig was a music center, and Guido knew 
everybody and everything in that distinct and devoted world. He got 
all the concert programs long in advance, gave us lectures on each com- 
poser and his work, illustrated. Sitting at his piano, he would pull a 
piece to pieces, playing it analytically and then straight through, with 
comments, explanations, and criticism. The weekly event was the Ge- 
wandhaus concert on Monday nights. Guido brought home the next 

program Tuesday, and day by day he would work with us to make us 
familiar with it till on Friday we all went together to the last private 
rehearsal to which music students were admitted; on Saturday we heard 
the public rehearsal; and on Monday night we were quite ready to ap- 
preciate the finished concert. And so with all the other good music 
given in Leipzig that winter: we had it over and over till we knew it 
inside and out; harmoniously and mathematically, sensually, scien- 
tifically, and artistically. 

In return for our interest in his subject, Guido Peters took some in our 
subjects. He heard a lecture with us now and then, went with us to the 
art galleries of Dresden and Berlin. He did not care much for the sci- 
ence and the history of art and ethics. He preferred art for art’s sake, 
art's and love's. For he was in love; he was in love, not with any girl in 
Leipzig, but with many girls at home, in Austria. He wrote love letters 
to his several sweethearts whom he loved — “all,” he said, “ equally. I 
pour out my whole heart to the one I am writing to, turn to the next, 
and I pour out my whole heart to her.” And he always wanted to read 
us the last two or three of those letters; and he did, till I stopped him 
one day. 

“ No,” I protested, “ don’t read it. Play it on the piano.” 

He looked uncomprehending a moment, then saw the point, leaped 
to the piano, and played the letters. He played them all after that, and 
finally, by way of an experiment in applied psychology, I got him to play 
a letter he was full of before he wrote it. The effect astonished him. 
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He didn’t have to write it. “ Nay,” he exclaimed, “I can’t write it 
now.” Of course not. When he played a love letter he was a lover in 
love; he poured forth his whole heart to us, and after the orgy of it, there 
was nothing for him or for us to do but go down to the river, take a boat, 
and row slowly, softly, sentimentally up the river, the pretty little river 
under the trees, and, in the silence of our hearts, listen to the nightin- 
gales. 

A serious matter for me, these debauches. To Johann it was merely 
music; to Guido himself it was art and love; that’s all. The Germans 
are sentimental idiots when drunk like that. But we Americans are a 
practical race. When we are moved, we are moved to action. If we 
get drunk, we want to break something. I broke an engagement and 
married. 

Guido and his music and his love for his remote girls were not alone 
to blame for my conduct. The coming of spring at the wrong time — 
right after the winter — had something to do with it; and then there 
were Wundt's lectures and the hard scientific spirit of the experimental 
laboratory. “ We want facts, nothing but facts,” he used to declare. 
The laboratory where we sought the facts and measured them by ma- 
chinery was a graveyard where the old idealism walked as a dreadful 
ghost and philosophical thinking was a sin. One day when the good 
old professor was looking over us and our works, his one seeing eye fell 
upon William James’s great book on psychology, just out. Wundt had 
almost blinded himself by the abuse of his eyes in experimentation; he 
had but one tiny spot in one retina that could see. He picked up James, 
fixed his one spot on the first page, and beginning at once to read, 
started off like a somnambulist for the door. 

Then he remembered, turned, and asked my indulgence. “ Sie erlau- 
ben?” When I “allowed,” he went on reading and walking into his 
own room. The next morning he came back, laid the book on my table, 
and thanked me. 

“You have read it? ” I asked, astonished. 

“All night long,” he answered. “ Word for word, every word.” And 
his familiars told me afterward that this was literally true. He had sat 
down with the book when he got it from me, read it word by word, as 
he had to with his eyespot, and finished it the moment he returned it to 
me. Ashe was about to leave it with me, I stopped him with a question: 
What about it? 

“Well, and—?” I said. (“ Na, und —’) 
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“Tt is literature, it is beautiful,” he stammered, “ but it is not psy- 
chology.” 

Against this I always like to put a story Wundt’s assistant, Külpe, told 
us after a visit to the neighboring University of Jena to see the aged phi- 
losopher Erdmann, whose history of philosophy, in some ten volumes, 
we all had read and studied. They had a warm, friendly talk, the old 
scholar and the young scientist, all about the old philosophers and their 
systems. But when Kiilpe tried to draw him out on Wundt and the 
newer school, Erdmann shook his head, declaring that he could not 
understand the modern men. 

“In my day,” he explained, “ we used to ask the everlasting question: 
‘What is man?’ And you— nowadays you answer it, saying, ‘ He was 
an ape.” (“Er war ein Aff’.”) 

And yet Wundt had a philosophy, and not only of facts; no, and not 
only of theories, either. He said that theories were only aids to experi- 
ment, which was the test. He taught and I learned from him the dis- 
cipline, the caution, and the method of the experimental procedure of 
modern science. But Wundt, in practice, had established facts, he 
thought, by this method, and he built upon them conclusions which 
formed a system of philosophy written into several volumes. With an 
ethics, too; it was all complete. Well we knew it. It was under attack 
at the time. Some fresh, young men were challenging, with facts, with 
experimentally determined data, some of the very foundations of 
Wundt's psychology, which in turn was the basis of Wundt’s philosophy. 
We were working, for the truth, of course, but also we were fighting, 
and when we got results which confirmed Wundt we were glad, and 
when we got results that seemed to support the enemy .. . 

Some of us were looking over the laboratory records of an American 
student who had stood high with the Professor and, therefore, with us 
all. He had gone home, taken a professorship, and was holding high 
our colors. He became afterward one of the leading men in American 
science and education. His student papers were models of neatness, and 
as we looked we saw that they were a masterpiece of caution, wisdom, 
and mathematical labor. The records of his experiment showed that he 
got, at first, results which would have given aid and comfort to the 
enemy and confounded one of Wundt’s most axiomatic premises. He 
must have suffered, that promising young student; it was his thesis for 
the degree of Doctor of Philosophy, which he needed for his career at 
home; he must have thought, as a psychologist, that Wundt might have 
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been reluctant to crown a discovery which would require the old philoso- 
pher to recast his philosophy and rewrite the published volumes of his 
lifework. The budding psychologist solved the ethical problem before 
him by deciding to alter his results, and his papers showed how he did 
this, by changing the figures item by item, experiment by experiment, so 
as to make the curve of his averages come out for instead of against our 
school. After a few minutes of silent admiration of the mathematical 
feat performed on the papers before us, we buried sadly these remains of 
a great sacrifice to loyalty, to the schoo! spirit, and to practical ethics. 

Ethics! There was no foundation in (experimental) psychology for 
a science of ethics; not that I could find. There might be some day, 
when psychology itself is scientific. All I got out of my year of German 
psychology was a lead into biology on the one hand and into sociology 
on the other, a curiosity to hear and see what the French thought they 
knew about such matters, and best of all, a training in the experimental 
method. I decided to go to Paris for a year at the Sorbonne, and I began 
to change my subject from ethics to morals; from what ought to be done 
to what is done, and why. Lightly I say this now, but to me, in the spring 
of 1891, the conflict of ideas and emotions was a crisis that weighed 
heavily on me. I had lost time. I had lost myself. 

There is no made road across the sciences. To pursue an inquiry from 
one of them through others into another is like trying to travel ’cross 
country in England without returning to London. The sciences are laid 
out within perpendicular lines. The physicists, chemists, biologists, and 
astronomers now are making tracks across their fields, but in my day 
they also were fenced in, each man to his own Fach. My difficulties and 
my sense of defeat put me in a state of mind where Johann and his art, 
Guido Peters and his music and his loves, the river and the nightingales 
and the spring — all these were an inspiration to me to go and make 
love myself to a pretty American girl who sat just behind me at Wundt’s 
lectures. It was unethical, but I did it; and it was good for some nine- 
teen years. 
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T is related of Frederick C. Howe that when he had laid the finished 

I manuscript of his autobiography proudly before his wife and she 

had read it, she looked up at him with the humor that is all hers and 
said, “ But, Fred, weren't you ever married? ” 

“Oh, yes,” he answered. “I forgot that. I'll put it in.” 

I can understand this. A love story is worth writing, I believe, only 
when it is understood, and a man seldom understands his own romance. 
I don’t understand mine. It seems to me that I can see through a gov- 
ernment or a political situation, but human relations are beyond my 
comprehension. They happen to me; friendship has been the music of 
my life, but what does music say? And what does love mean? We 
should be able to answer this question. Love is coming of age as the 
human mind is, and the two should be decently married. But my intel- 
ligence stops where love begins and begins again where love leaves off. 

Anyhow my marriage was none of my business. When Johann, my 
German chum, and I rowed up the Pleisser River in the autumn the 
nightingales spoke to us and we to them, of psychology and art history, 
ethics, philosophy, and music. There was no sentiment about us. 
Johann had no girl; mine was in America. For I had left America with 
a “sort of understanding” with a girl at Berkeley. Johann could be 
soft about anything, and he declared that that was not because he was 
German. “ Americans are just as weak,” he said. But I set the tone 
of our friendship, and whatever of weakness there was in me was 
hidden in my letters to — “ home.” 

When winter came, closing navigation on the river, we worked till 
the Christmas season approached. How I hated the German Christmas! 
The whole world went home, closed the door, and opened the window 
shades, leaving the foreigner to wander about in the cold darkness all 
alone and look in longingly at the light, warmth, and merriment. I had 
arranged with Johann to ignore Christmas. We studied while the city 
went silly shopping, and even when the Day fell upon us like a fog, we 
stuck to our dull labors till, toward evening, I could not stand it. Calling 
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Johann, I took him for a walk in the dusk. The streets were abandoned 
to us and the dirty, old snow, and to make matters worse, there were 
the lighted windows with their tinseled trees and the sounds of do- 
mestic happiness. I could not stand that either. We went home. I 
slammed into my room, leaving Johann to go on to his, next door. I 
sat in the dark, utterly miserable, wondering what Johann had meant 
by saying that Americans (and the English, too) were as sentimental as 
Germans, only not so honest about it. 

I had seen quite enough of Christmas when, about suppertime, Jo- 
hann’s door opened and he stood, sharp-cut black in the light that shone 
from behind him. He stood there a moment, and then, in the dialect 
he fell into only when he was moved, he said: 

“ Du, geh’ a mal her,” which means “ Come” but says “ Go once 
here.” 

I went once, and I saw on his table a pretty little candled Christmas 
tree, blazing away, with parcels on and under it, and, all around, the 
plates, bottles, foods, fruits, and candies of a Christmas dinner. It looked 
good to me. 

“Wait,” said Johann. “TI call the others.” And as he went out I 
said, “ Wait,” and I slipped back into my dark room, got out from under 
the bed the gifts I luckily had bought secretly. 

We sang songs, ate and drank; we drank, sang, and danced. There 
was a distribution of presents; then we sang and danced till late into the 
night, when we discovered all at once that we so loved one another that 
we hooked arms and drank solemnly a Briiderschaft, the whole mixed 
five of us. I liked it. I swam and the others nearly drowned in the 
Christmas spirit, and it started something in me, as the old Frau Wirthin 
predicted. 

The work hardened after the holidays. Wundt’s lectures got down to 
cases, the laboratory hummed like a factory, and there were quizzes in 
pure philosophy. I was busy; so was Johann; everybody was working. 
I was restless, too, and Johann noticed it. 

“ What are you forever looking for? ” he asked irritably one day. 

“Looking! ” I exclaimed. “I’m not looking for anything.” 

“ Seems to me you are a hunter on the hunt,” he insisted. 

I did not know what he meant, but I was annoyed; so I watched 
myself, like a psychologist, and sure enough, something in me was 
searching for something or somebody outside of me. And I found her. 
Toward the end of the winter semester it was-that I noticed an Ameri- 
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can girl at Wundt’s lecture, and she saw me. She was a brown-eyed, 
straight-standing, rather handsome young woman with a singularly 
direct way of looking at one. The Professor's famulus said her name 
was Josephine Bontccou. 

“Why?” he asked, smiling. “ Why this sudden interest? She has 
sat in that same seat all through the semester, and some of us Germans 
have seen her before.” Had they? I went to the English church to meet 
her. She was not known there. I went for the first time to other places 
where Americans and the English foregathered. She was not at any of 
them. Following her out of the lecture one dark evening, I accosted her 
in the Stadt Park. She understood; she always understood. She let me 
go with her to her apartment, where I met her mother, a woman I un- 
derstood — the only one, 1 think. 

Susan Bontecou had divorced her husband, a physician and surgeon 
of Troy, N. Y. Her daughter took her mother’s side, and the two came 
to Europe to start new lives, Josephine as a student of psychology intend- 
ing to write fiction, the mother to see the scenes of the history she knew 
well from her life of imaginative reading. They were a devoted couple, 
and that devotion which they thought to be their virtue turned out to be 
their tragedy. They were happy enough when I met them. They must 
have looked alike, but now in Leipzig, there, the mother was beginning 
to whiten with the years, and her once straight, strong little body was 
weakening. Her mind was alert, keen, and kind, like her eyes; she was 
really a shrewd woman of the world. 

When Josephine brought me home to her that first day, we all talked 
pleasantly along for a while; then the daughter left me with her mother. 
It was always so. Josephine could not waste her time; she had work 
to do. It was the mother who, quietly sewing, would listen to my won- 
derings; she must have sensed my essential youth. 

“ My daughter is older than you are,” she said one day, and I can 
remember looking into her uplifted eyes with astonishment at the ir- 
relevance of her remark. Our conversations with Josephine all turned 
around one question: whether she should accept the offer of marriage 
she had received from a young German Junker, a corps student and 
duelist, who held out to her an estate with a castle to live in and villages 
of poor peasants to be grand and kind to. I was for it, the mother against 
it, and Josephine was in doubt; so it seemed to me, and yet here was the 
mother telling me that her daughter was too old for me. 
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“ Yes? ” I answered, and I meant and I must have looked, “ What 
of it? ” For the mother added, “ Josephine is much older than you are.” 

There was no answer; I could not make out what this lovely old lady 
was thinking about. And so with Johann. He also was opposed to 
what I had not the slightest intention of doing. One night when I told 
him I thought that the American girl was going to marry “ the Junker,” 
Johann stared at me so long that I felt my face flush. He hated 
Josephine; he called her “ dominating,” and this time he took off his 
slipper and shook it at me. 

“ What do I care,” I said, “ if the Junker is ruled by his wife? ” 

“The Junker!” he exclaimed. “ The Junker is safe,” and he went 
off to his own room. 

No one seemed to be able to understand that Josephine Bontecou and 
I were to have a friendship; no one; not even the nightingales. For 
when, in the spring, Johann and I went rowing up the river, the birds 
sang, not, as in the fall, of science and art, but of love and romance, of 
adventures and new countries and other peoples. I was going to Paris. 
Josephine and her mother were planning a summer vacation tour 
through the Alps to end in Paris at the Sorbonne. That had always 
been my plan, to study in Paris; it just happened to be hers too. Johann 
knew that, but he pretended to be surprised that I was willing to give up 
my German doctor's degree “ for a year of — Paris.” He emphasized 
“ Paris,” but I knew what he meant. And he knew, too, how I despised 
degrees, how psychology was only a road to ethics — a blind alley; and 
he did not know that Josephine had finally, finally declined the Junker's 
offer of marriage. He never even asked how this came out. 

“ Your German friend is jealous,” Mrs. Bontecou remarked when our 
train pulled out and left him standing on the platform. 

“ But what of? ” I answered her. 

“ Of your friendship with Josephine,” she said very gently. 

I don’t remember a single Alp. Years afterward when I traveled in 
Switzerland it was all new to me; and yet Josephine and I walked it that 
summer. Her mother was with us, but she took trains or diligences to 
meet us at the places we tramped to. Josephine saw everything; she was 
always thorough; but I saw only Josephine, I think. Anyway I fell in 
love with her in Switzerland, and when we arrived in Paris we were 
engaged. Johann was right after all. Everybody was; as usual I alone 
was wrong: all wrong, but all right too. 
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munities, each of which is self-sufficient and pleasantly or offen- 
sively clannish. 

“ Do you live here? ” they will ask in the little local shops, and your 
answer makes a difference, not only in the prices, but in the service. A 
policeman won't arrest you if you live on his beat; he will see you safely 
home. Even though you are a foreigner, you may still be a petit Parisien, 
an insider, more French than a Parisian from some other quarter; he is 
the stranger. Some quarters boast of inhabitants who have never been 
to Paris — the Paris of the foreigners and the financiers. The grands 
boulevards are a place which the petits Parisiens make excursions to, as 
they visit Versailles, on a holiday, all dressed up, in family or neighbor- 
hood sight-seeing groups. 

My Paris, the petit Paris of my student days, was the Latin Quarter, 
of course; but the Latin Quarter then was a simple, idyllic, fresh-water 
college town. Our connection with Paris was by horse busses which 
made the trip pleasant on a sunny day, but long, halting — a day’s work; 
we dressed up and took the trip only to fetch money from the bank or to 
call on some tourist friend from home. That and the opera were the 
only uses we had for the Right Bank. 

We had taken rooms in a Montparnasse hotel, Josephine, her mother, 
and I, and Josephine went to work, her mother went sight-seeing, and I 
looked around. We were not going to marry till our studies were over 
and we were back in America. I feared my father would recall me if he 
heard that I had taken a wife. But after a few weeks of waiting, we 
stole off to London, lived there the required twenty-two days, and on the 
twenty-second were married on the way to the boat train for Paris. 1 
was seasick all that first night of my married life, wretchedly and then 
restfully sick: it did me good, and the next day, in Paris, I, too, went to 
work. We told nobody of our marriage, neither at home nor in the 
Quarter. 

My work was interesting to me, generally, not specifically. I took all 
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the courses I signed up for, I heard besides every lecture that any student 
or any book mentioned as “ good ” in any way, and more besides. I was 
like those Paris bums who drop in to the Sorbonne lectures all day long 
just to sit down and be warm; I would join any stream of students going 
in to any room to hear the lecture on any subject. That was my plan: 
specifically to look everywhere for a lead to ethics, and generally, to get 
a sense of the French methods and spirit. I heard some able, thought- 
breeding men and felt the difference between them and the German pro- 
fessors. The French speak French almost universally as few Germans 
can speak German: not only clearly, but with a precision and a finish that 
is charming. The French believe in reason; they experiment, too, of 
course, and their laboratory work is clean, careful, and productive of 
results, but they cannot stop their minds from collaborating, as the Ger- 
mans do. The French are impatient mentally. Their imagination will 
out, and they love to think about the conclusions they cannot help fore- 
seeing and sometimes anticipating and even forming. Their great fault 
I felt to be this, their greatest virtue: they worked and thought and spoke 
like artists, aesthetically, and with all their false faith in reason and their 
trained skill in logic, they used their heads to prove the truth of some- 
thing that was only very beautiful; and so they wold express it beau- 
tifully. In any lecture room in the Sorbonne one could find some 
scholarly actor, with his glass of sugar and water, reciting, even singing, 
a prose poem on a chemical or a metaphysical formula. 

Play and work live together in France, like wit and logic, art and sci- 
ence, and men and women. We enjoyed life in Germany, too, but we 
did not amuse ourselves in the laboratory; we labored there till tired; 
then for recreation we went out to a beer hall or into the country and, 
dropping business, played hard. It was pleasant. I liked the German 
way. But Paris was somehow a release from some sort of repression. It 
was good to feel free to walk into a laboratory exactly as you would into 
a café and jest with the other fellows, even about the experiment, specu- 
late upon the possible results, say seriously what might not be true — just 
to hear how it sounded. And it was good to go to a café and join a 
frivalous crowd and feel that you could talk shop. It was as if the 
verboten signs had been removed from imagination, intuition, and 
temperament. 

Perhaps my impression of Paris is pointed by the fact that I was living 
there, freely and fully living, with a wife, and that my friends were 
mostly artists rather than university students. I had a home, and some 
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of our friends had homes, warm, happy, domestic. They were French 
homes; the dining room was separate — any one of the many restaurants 
where we met and dined together, and thought and talked and practiced 
our arts. 

“ Who can express in the fewest lines the attitude of that waiter to 
that girl he is serving? ” 

In words or in pencil strokes on the tablecloth everybody tried it, and 
discussed the results, graphically, psychologically, poetically, discovering, 
by the way, that all the arts and the sciences, too, are pretty much all 
one thing. There was one man, Louis Loeb, who loved this game, and 
through it we became lifelong friends. He picked me up as my Ger- 
man friend, Johann Krudewolf, had, for a purpose. Josephine had 
noticed that he always joined our crowd at dinner or coffee and was in- 
tensely interested whenever the talk turned to writing or to the parallel 
of painting and writing. She said that he was after something from me, 
and one night he declared it. He asked me if I would show him, tech- 
nically, the difference between prose and verse. An odd question, as he 
knew, and he went on to justify it, oddly. 

“Tve never had a college education,” he said. He had been a lithog- 
rapher in Cleveland, Ohio, and made enough money to come to Paris 
to study art; that was all right; he would be a painter. But he loved 
music, too, and literature; he read every night, not intelligently. He 
needed to know the art of writing, as he had heard me say I wanted to 
understand the technique of painting. 

“TIl teach you,” he proposed. “ I'll teach you painting if you'll teach 
me writing.” 

It was like Johann’s proposition to exchange German for English 
lessons; only Loeb got the better of his bargain as I got the better of 
Johann’s. Loeb learned to read. I asked him that night what he was 
reading. He drew from his pocket a volume of Milton's poems, and I 
turned to “ Il Penseroso” and “ L’Allegro.” I read out loud to him a 
few heavy lines of the one, then a few light lines of the other, showed 
him the choice of words, the difference in cadence, and other tricks of 
the poet’s craft, illustrated in those two poems. He had no prose with 
him, but I talked a little of the same and other tricks of prose. That was 
about all. He used to bring me afterward books with marked passages 
which he read to me as beautiful, and he analyzed them for me. He 
had it. He came to his reading with taste, with the artist's sense of art, 
and he was interested; he wanted to know. My few hints were enough, 
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therefore. Taking them as a key, he opened book after book all that 
winter, all his short life — too short; and he read with much apprecia- 
tion — all the literatures he had the languages for: English, French, and 
German. Louis Loeb became one of the best-read men I knew, a 
thoughtful, cultivated man of the world, far better educated than the 
average college graduate; but he never ceased expressing in his de- 
meanor and in words his belief that he had missed something; he had 
never been to college. I.argued with him; I introduced to him college- 
bred dubs to show him that he had taught and trained himself better 
than college had educated them. In vain. Louis Loeb taught me that 
it is worth while going through college if only to know what is not there. 

That was what I learned and was learning. The-universities of the 
United States, Germany, and France have a classified body of knowl- 
edge, which an obedient, unquestioning student can learn the history of 
and, if he is clever, can add a chapter to. But if he has a question or a 
need in his mind he will not readily find the answer. At any rate, all the 
universities had to offer me by way of ethics was the long story of what 
man had thought about right and wrong; 1 felt that I could have gone 
home and lectured in a college on the successive systems of ethics; I cer- 
tainly could have taken a degree in my specialty and written textbooks 
for American schools with German thoroughness and French neatness. 
But I did not want to do that; a career did not attract me; and I did want 
to discover some basis for a scientific theory of ethical conduct. I could 
not. The French, like the Germans, had none. The best I had got out 
of all my scholastic wanderings was the belief, which was probably only 
a hope, that when there was a science of psychology, a science of sociol- 
ogy, and a science of biology, when we could know how man was born, 
bred, moved, and to what end, then we might lay out a program for the 
guidance of his conduct. For example, assuming that men are an 
evolving species, we might say that all acts, personal and social, that 
made for development were good, and that all conduct and conditions 
that hindered growth were bad. I did take that as a loose guide for my- 
self, but to make it scientific, biology has to prove and describe evolution, 
psychology has to show us human possibilities, sociology has to be made 
a study of the effects of environment on human psychology; and even 
then, men have to know the possibilities of their growth and choose 


among them. 
Talking about this and other wide, momentous problems in Louis 


Loeb’s studio, where he was teaching me painting by letting me see him 
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paint, I learned little of painting, not so much as he had learned of read- 
ing, but I did learn something. J learned that I could not learn to paint 
except by painting. Loeb himself had not learned to write, only to read; 
and I could read painting, some painting. But that was, I found, not 
what I wanted; I had wanted of painting, not only to feel, but to know 
what it was to paint. And I could not, without practice. Thinking of 
this, I applied it to ethics. I could not have even a philosophic ethics 
without practice; I must first study morals. The thing for me to do, 
I decided, was to leave the universities, go into business or politics, and 
see, not what thinkers thought, but what practical men did and why. 

This was no revolution. I was about through anyway; my wife was 
already at work on a novel which, she realized, drew none of its psy- 
chology from the courses she had so faithfully worked at, but only from 
her own sense of personalities and experience. We would go home. I 
wanted to go to London for a few months’ reading in the British Mu- 
seum; her mother, having lived over all the historical scenes in all the 
churches, palaces, prisons, and public squares of Paris and much of Eu- 
rope, was eager to see London; and Josephine felt like a rest. They went 
to London when the year in Paris was up, while I rushed up into Ger- 
many to visit a bit with Johann, who had gone, ill, to a cure for consump- 
tives, an out-of-the-way place which required many changes and some 
command of German to get to. And I noticed that I had that command. 
My spoken German was a broken German when 1 left Germany, and in 
Paris I had never practiced at all, had not met Germans and spoke not 
a word of their language; yet here I was, after a year of French and Eng- 
lish only, rattling off German like a native. And Johann noticed it. 

“ But,” he exclaimed when we greeted each other at the station, 
“where have you learned to speak German so well? ” 

Evidently the brain is like any other muscle. While it is being worked 
it may not seem to learn or develop very fast the faculty needed; it be- 
comes overtrained, so to speak, as mine was in the two years’ constant 
strain to speak German. Give it a rest, as athletes do their bodies, and 
the blood supply and growth go on and have the time to build up what 
is wanted. Anyhow, after two years of exercise and one year of neglect, 
I could really speak German, rapidly, easily, and with pleasure. 

But I, too, had a cheerful surprise. Johann looked well, as well as I 
had ever seen him look. His summons to me had been so exigent that I 
feared he must be nearing the end, but no, his tall straight figure and his 
strong, good face were as vigorous and expressive as of old. We walked 
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the long way to his hotel, where he introduced me to his new friends, 
the other patients, and for a week J lived their rather pleasant life in the 
air and sunshine. One day Johann asked me how bequests for scholar- 
ships were made in American universities, what my father’s name, age, 
and birthplace were, what my mother’s maiden name was, and then 
whether, if anything happened to him, I would return to Germany and 
do something he might want done. 

I didn’t promise blindly. My answer, after a moment of reflection, 
was that when I was once in America, I would probably be at work, busy 
and not free lightly to leave my business to come back to Germany, but 
that if he would have that in mind and yet ask me to I would promise. 
He seemed to be satisfied, even pleased, and said no more. We had a 
pleasant last evening together, and I left him, feeling, as I said, that he 
had happy, healthy years ahead for his art-history researches in Italy, as 
he planned. 

I rejoined Josephine and her mother in London. I went to my reading 
in the British Museum or sight-seeing with Mrs. Bontecou, who was an 
informed, imaginative guide; my wife was hawking the manuscript of 
her novel; and we all went shopping, for, after all, our return home was 
the chief thing in our minds. I was having all sorts of fashionable 
clothes made for my start in life; morning suits, evening suits, sporting 
and even business suits, and hats — high, low, soft, and hard, all English, 
the latest things. There was even a lounge suit and a cap for the steamer. 
When I paced the deck of the ship that was taking me “ home” to the 
business of practical living, I was a beautiful thing, tailored and educated, 
an American boy of twenty-six, dressed outside like an Englishman, and 
filled up inside with the culture of the American and European uni- 
versities. 

I was happily unaware that I was just a nice, original American boob, 
about to begin unlearning all my learning, and failing even at that. 


Cee dE 


Part Two. SEEING NEW YORK FIRST 


I. I BECOME A REPORTER 


HEN my ship sailed into New York Harbor, my father’s agent 
\ Ñ ) brought down to quarantine a letter which I still remember, 
word perfect, I think. 

“My dear son: When you finished school you wanted to go to college. 
I sent you to Berkeley. When you got through there, you did not care 
to go into my business; so I sold out. You preferred to continue your 
studies in Berlin. I let you. After Berlin it was Heidelberg; after that 
Leipzig. And after the German universities you wanted to study at 
the French universities in Paris. I consented, and after a year with the 
French, you had to have half a year of the British Museum in London. 
All right. You had that too. 

“ By now you must know about all there is to know of the theory of 
life, but there’s a practical side as well. It’s worth knowing. I suggest 
that you learn it, and the way to study it, I think, is to stay in New York 
and hustle. 

“ Enclosed please find one hundred dollars, which should keep you 
till you can find a job and support yourself.” 

This letter made me feel as if the ship were sinking under me; I had 
to swim. I did not know how, not in those waters, but it was nat fear 
that hit me so hard. Nor disappointment. I had no plans to be dis- 
turbed. My vague idea was to go home to California and “ see ” what 
chance there was, say, at some college, to teach or lecture on the theories 
of ethics while making a study of morals: the professional ethics and the 
actual conduct of men in business, politics, and the professions. I could 
get no academic position in the east, where I was not known, but 


ITET I might 
carry on my research as an insider in business just as well as I ailias 
an observer. My wife asked me how I was going to go about getting a 


‘ob in business and how meanwhile we were to live. For i 
j tas the first time, 
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I think, I realized that I was expected to support my wife and that mean- 
while my wife expected my father to help us. And my father would 
have done it. He said afterward that if he had known that I was mar- 
ried, he would not have thrown me off as he did — for my good, “ just 
to see what you could do for yourself,” he said. My wife was for telling 
him then and there, but I could not. I declared that I would never ask 
my father for another cent, and I didn’t. The next money transaction 
between us was a loan I made to him. 

No, my father was putting me to a test, I said, and I would show him. 
And my mother-in-law, Mrs. Bontecou, backed me up. She said she 
would see us through with her little money. Josephine was angry, and, 
in brief, ours was a gloomy landing party. I alone was cheerful, secretly; 
I had an idea. I would write. 

At the small hotel Josephine knew, I took pencil and paper and I wrote 
a short story, “ Sweet Punch.” That was a Saturday. I did it that day 
and rewrote and finished it on Sunday. Louis Loeb called that night. 
He was illustrating for Harper’s Magazine, and he said he would offer 
them my story the next day. He sold it to them for fifty dollars. I sat 
me down to calculate. That story was done and sold in three days. 
Call it a week. I could make fifty dollars a week, which multiplied by 
fifty-two was, say, $2500 a year. Enough to live on. But I didn’t do 
another story that week nor the next. Too busy looking for a job, I 
excused; but the fact was that I couldn’t do another for a month, and 
then the second story was rejected. It was years before I got into the 
magazines again. 

It was weeks before I found a job. I was amazed at the difficulty. 
There I was, all dressed up in my beautiful morning coat with top hat, 
answering ads, any ads for anything, from an editorship to errand boy. 
Literally. The juvenile literature I had read as a boy, about lads who 
began at the bottom and worked up, had stuck. Here I was, what I had 
once grieved that I was not, a poor but willing young fellow, without 
parents, friends, or money, seeking a start in life, just a foothold on the 
first rung of the ladder: I would, like my boy heroes, attend to the rest. 
And I couldn’t get the chance! I couldn’t understand it. 

The most urgent ads came from the water front, and I would go inta 
one of those shabby little dirty, dark shops, where they dealt in ship 
furnishings or produce —dressed like a dude, remember; especially 
careful to be in my best to make a good first impression — and showing 
the clipping from the paper, ask for an opening. The shopkeeper 
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word perfect, I think. 
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I sent you to Berkeley. When you got through there, you did not care 
to go into my business; so I sold out. You preferred to continue your 
studies in Berlin. I let you. After Berlin it was Heidelberg; after that 
Leipzig. And after the German universities you wanted to study at 
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that hit me so hard. Nor disappointment. I had no plans to be dis- 
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chance there was, say, at some college, to teach or lecture on the theories 
of ethics while making a study of morals: the professional ethics and the 
actual conduct of men in business, politics, and the professions. I could 
get no academic position in the east, where I was not known, but I might 
carry on my research as an insider in business just as well as I could as 
an observer. My wife asked me how I was going to go about getting a 
job in business and how meanwhile we were to live. For the first time, 

136 


Wee my ship sailed into New York Harbor, my father’s agent 


I BECOME A REPORTER 137 


I think, I realized that I was expected to support my wife and that mean- 
while my wife expected my father to help us. And my father would 
have done it. He said afterward that if he had known that I was mar- 
ried, he would not have thrown me off as he did — for my good, “ just 
to see what you could do for yourself,” he said. My wife was for telling 
him then and there, but I could not. I declared that I would never ask 
my father for another cent, and I didn’t. The next money transaction 
between us was a loan I made to him. 

No, my father was putting me to a test, I said, and I would show him. 
And my mother-in-law, Mrs. Bontecou, backed me up. She said she 
would see us through with her little money. Josephine was angry, and, 
in brief, ours was a gloomy landing party. I alone was cheerful, secretly; 
I had an idea. I would write. 

At the small hotel Josephine knew, I took pencil and paper and I wrote 
a short story, “ Sweet Punch.” That was a Saturday. I did it that day 
and rewrote and finished it on Sunday. Louis Loeb called that night. 
He was illustrating for Harper's Magazine, and he said he would offer 
them my story the next day. He sold it to them for fifty dollars. I sat 
me down to calculate. That story was done and sold in three days. 
Call it a week. I could make fifty dollars a week, which multiplied by 
fifty-two was, say, $2500 a year. Enough to live on. But I didn’t do 
another story that week nor the next. Too busy looking for a job, I 
excused; but the fact was that I couldn’t do another for a month, and 
then the second story was rejected. It was years before I got into the 
magazines again. 

It was weeks before I found a job. I was amazed at the difficulty. 
There I was, all dressed up in my beautiful morning coat with top hat, 
answering ads, any ads for anything, from an editorship to errand boy. 
Literally. The juvenile literature I had read as a boy, about lads who 
began at the bottom and worked up, had stuck. Here I was, what I had 
once grieved that I was not, a poor but willing young fellow, without 
parents, friends, or money, seeking a start in life, just a foothald on the 
first rung of the ladder: I would, like my boy heroes, attend to the rest. 
And I couldn’t get the chance! I couldn’t understand it. 

The most urgent ads came from the water front, and I would go inta 
one of those shabby little dirty, dark shops, where they dealt in ship 
furnishings or produce — dressed like a dude, remember; especially 
careful to be in my best to make a good first impression — and showing 
the clipping from the paper, ask for an opening. The shopkeeper 
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would throw himself back in his chair and stare at me and splutter, 
“ But — but do you think you can do the work? It’s hard work and — 
and — are you — qualified? What has been your experience? ” And I 
answered that I had studied at Berkeley, Berlin, Heidelberg, the Sor- 
bonne! And for some reason that seemed to end it. 

Those were the days when businessmen were prejudiced against a col- 
lege education. My father’s partners had the prejudice. They warned 
him that his course with me would ruin me, and I think that it was they 
who advised him to drop me in New York and see who was right, he or 
they. Businessmen have learned since that college does not unfit aver- 
age young men for anything but an intellectual career; they take them 
on and will tell you that the colleges are the best source in the world for 
cheap labor. But in my day, next to my clothes and general beautiful- 
ness, the heaviest handicap I had was my claim to a college education, 
and not only one college, but — five. Some employers dropped their 
hands and jaw and stared me silently out of their sight; others pushed 
me out, and others again—two I remember vividly — called in all 
hands to “ see this college graduate that wants to clean the windows and 
run errands.” 

My father was right. As I went home to my wife and mother-in-law 
to describe life as I found it and businessmen as they found me, I had to 
confess that I was learning something, that life wasn't what I had ex- 
pected from my reading. My money was all gone, all the one hundred 
and also the fifty dollars, and I was paying for myself alone. Mrs. 
Bontecou paid for her daughter, and soon she was paying for her son- 
in-law too. I became desperate. My father had given me a letter from 
the supervising editor of all the Southern Pacific Railroad publications, 
the monthly magazines, weeklies, and daily newspapers that “ the 
Road ” owned or subsidized, to an editor of the Century Magazine. I 
had not used it, because 1 preferred not to apply “ pull.” I was for get- 
ting my start in life on merit alone. Mrs. Bontecou was with me on 
that; Josephine was impatient and practical. She pressed me to deliver 
the letter of introduction, and I did. I asked Mr. Robert Underwood 
Johnson to give me an editorial position on the Century, 

He read the letter, pondered, asked me questions, and sized me up 
Secing through my clothes and my story, I gucss, j 
asked me if I would be willing to start — just for the 
my editorial career as — a — reporter. Would 1? I 
would have laid off my top hat to be a copy boy. Tha 


he very cautiously 
practice — to begin 
certainly would; I 
t cleared the air for 
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him; maybe it stripped off my English clothes. Anyway he offered to 
get me on either the Tribune or the Evening Post, and I went home, 
happy and proud, to discuss with my family the choice I had between 
those two New York papers. 

I can't recall what decided us, but I think it was only that the Evening 
Post was an evening paper; I could be home at night and so have time 
to do some literary work. However it was, I took a note from Mr. John- 
son to Joseph B. Bishop, an editorial writer on the Post. Bishop frowned, 
but he led me out to the city room and introduced me to Henry J. 
Wright, the city editor, who looked helplessly at me and, I thought, 
resentfully at Bishop. 

“I don’t need any more reporters,” he said to Bishop, “ but,” to me, 
“you can come in next Monday and sit down out there with the re- 
porters, and as I get a chance, I'll try you out — on space.” 

1 didn’t know what that meant, bur I didn’t care. I had a job. As 
I described it to my wife and her mother, Josephine was not elated as 
her mother was, and the next Monday when I sat out there in the city 
room, ignored, while all the world seemed to be in a whirl, I was not 
elated either. The next day I saw “ Larry ” Godkin, the editor who wrote 
the leaders I read and reread, admiring; he passed by the city door. 
Bishop nodded to me once, but neither Wright nor the other reporters 
looked my way. Interesting fellows they seemed to be; they must know 
all the mysteries of a great city. They did not talk much, but I overheard 
enough to infer that they were familiar and bored with sport, politics, 
finance, and society. I was awed by the way they would, upon a few 
words from the city editor, dart or loaf out of the room, be gone an hour 
or so, come in, report briefly, and then sit down, write, turn in their copy 
carelessly, and lie back and read, idly read, newspapers. 

One afternoon about one o’clock Mr. Wright came into the room, and 
seeing no one there but me, exclaimed impatiently and went out. A 
moment later he came back and right up to me. 

“ See here,” he said, “ there’s a member of a stockbrokerage frm 
missing. Disappeared utterly. Something wrong. Go and see his 
partner and find out why the man is gone, whether there’s funds missing, 
too.” 

He handed me a memorandum giving the firm name and address in 
Wall Street. An assignment! I was to report. I darted out of the 
office into the elevator, and asking anybody for directions, found my way 
to Wall Street — Wall Street! — and the office of the lost broker. His 
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partner rebuffed me. “No, I don't know why he skipped. No idea. 
No, nothing missing. How should there be? ” But I wasn’t going to 
fail on my first chance; so I persisted, asking questions, all about the 
missing man, his character, antecedents, habits, and when that caused 
only irritation, I asked about Wall Street. The broker soon was talking; 
we moved into his private office, sat down, and I told him the story of 
my life; he told me his, and I was thinking all the time how I could 
write something interesting about the ethics of a stockbroker; I had long 
since been convinced that the missing broker was innocent of anything 
more than a drink or an escapade with a woman, when all of a sudden 
the partner sprang up and said: 

“ Well, you are the most persistent son of a gun I ever met in all my 
life, and you win. I'll give you what you seem so damn sure of anyhow. 
My — partner has not only skipped, I don’t know where; he has taken 
every cent there was in the office, in the banks, and — then some.” He 
named the amount, and I, astonished by the revelation, but satisfied that 
I had a front-page sensation, ran back to the office, where I astonished 
my city editor. 

“Really?” he said. “You are sure? It’s libel, you know, if it’s 
wrong. He told you himself, the partner did? Sure? Umh— Well, 
write it, and we'll see.” 

I had pencils all sharpened — sharpened every day — ready for this 
moment, and I went to work. It was easy enough to report the facts, but 
I felt I must write this big news as the news was written. That I had 
studied in my idle hours, the newspaper style, and that was not easy. I 
labored till the city editor darted out to see what I was doing; he saw; he 
read over my shoulder the writes and rewrites of my first paragraph, 
and picking up one, said, “ This is enough.” And away he went with it. 
All I had to do was to lie back in a chair and wait to read my stuff in 
print, a long wait, perhaps half an hour, till three o’clack, when the last 
edition went to press, and then twenty minutes before the paper came 
down. And then when it came down, the damp, smelly paper, my 
paragraph wasn’t in it! I searched again and again, with anxiety, hope, 
dread. I did not care for the money; the space was too short to count, 
but I felt that my standing as a reporter was at stake, and so, when I was 
at last convinced that my “ story ” was left out, I got up and dragged 
home, defeated and in despair. I told Mrs. Bontecou about it, not my 
wife, and was comforted some. If I failed at journalism, the old lady 
argued, there still was literature. 
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The facts of my story appeared in the morning newspapers, but they 
were better, more neatly, briefly stated, than I had put them; perhaps I 
had failed, not as a reporter, but as a writer. And this conclusion was 
confirmed at the office, where the city editor said “ Good morning ” to 
me and, after all the other reporters were gone out, gave me an assign- 
ment to ask the Superintendent of Schools something. One more 
chance. 

Braced to make the most of it, I gave that official a bad hour. He had 
to answer, not only the question the city editor asked, but others, many 
others. He found himself telling me all about the schools, education and 
its problems, and his policy. I had some ideas on that subject, and he 
got them; and he had to accept or refute them. He became so interested 
that, when he had to break off, I was invited to come back another day to 
“continue our conversation.” Good. I returned to the office and wrote 
a column interview, beginning with the city editor's question and the 
answer. This time, when the paper came out it had my story, but cut 
down to the first question and answer, rewritten as an authoritative 
statement of fact. My reporting was all right; my writing was not. The 
next day, a Friday, I had to go out, confirm a reported suicide, and tele- 
phone the news, which another reporter took down and wrote. 

That afternoon I saw reporters clipping from the cut files of the Post. 
I asked what it was for, and one of them said he was making up his bill. 
He cut out his own stories, stuck them together in a long strip, and 
measuring them with a footrule, reckoned up the amount of space and 
charged for it so much a column. I did the same, and my poor little bill 
of earnings for my first week of practical life was something like two 
dollars and ten cents. And I was not ashamed of it; I was reassured, if 
not proud. 

Nor was that all. As I was finishing this task the city editor called me 
up to his desk and bade me rewrite as a separate story for the Saturday 
paper the interview I had had with the Superintendent of Schools during 
the week. He suggested the idea or theme to write it around, and J, 
elated, stayed there in the office till closing time, grinding out my first 
long “ story.” And the next day I had the deep gratification of reading it 
at full length, the whole thing as I had written it. I measured it, secretly, 
and it came to four dollars plus — a fine start for my next week. 

That Sunday was a bore; I could hardly wait for Monday to go on 
with my reporting, and talking with my wife and her mother, I de- 
veloped ideas and plans. There were several promising questions to 
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put to the Superintendent of Schools; the news suggested other men to 
see and talk to, and no doubt now the city editor himself would ask me 
to do more. When I walked into the office on Monday morning, eager 
and confident, I was dashed by the way I was ignored. No greetings 
from anybody, and as the morning wore on and the other reporters were 
sent off on assignments, I realized heavily that I was not to be used. I took 
my hat and told the city editor I would like to go out on a quest of my 
own. He nodded consent, and I went and had with the Superintendent 
of Schools a long interview which I wrote and handed in. It did not 
appear in the paper, and for two days I was ignored and got nothing out 
of my own assignments. The men I tried to see were not in or would 
not see me. J had the experience so common for reporters of being de- 
feated, and in an obscure way, too. Toward the end of the week I was 
sent out to see a Rapid Transit Commissioner and got some news which 
pleased the city editor: a formal, printed statement, which was printed. 
That was all. My space bill was about six dollars. But on Saturday, 
too late to be included, appeared my interview with the Superintendent 
of Schools. 

With this to start with again, I could live over Sunday and was ready 
to dive on Monday into my journalism. I had to be my own city editor, 
but I could be, now. I got another school story, which was printed; it 
was news; and another which was held, I knew now, for Saturday. I 
called again on the Rapid Transit Commissioner, and he gave me a brief 
interview which I used to tempt the other Commissioners to answer. 
That was news and appeared right away. So was a statement by the 
Mayor which I went for all by myself. Somebody had said something 
in print that was critical in a small way of some department, and his 
office being open to the public, I walked in and talked to him about it. 
My bill that week was something like fifteen dollars. 

My system was working, and, | learned afterward, was amusing the 
staff and interesting the city editor, who described it as 1 could not have 
described it. Ht was a follow-up system, well known in journalism but 
unknown tome as a method. Every time l was sent to or met a man in 
a position to furnish news, J cultivated him as a source and went back 
repeatedly to him for more news or more general views on the news. 
It there was a news story inthe papers. and not too big. 1 would read it 
through for some angle overlooked and slip out to the persons involved 
and ask some questions. My contribution often appeared as a part of 
some other reporter's story. usually at the end, but several times as the 
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lead. And always there were school-news articles from my Superin- 
tendent, who was talking policy to me weekly and letting me visit and 
write about schools. These articles brought letters to the editor, which 
showed that we were tapping a field of interest. I had a free hand here 
till, later, there was an education department which included the univer- 
sities and private schools, and so brought in advertising. But there was 
the Art Museum, too, to “cover” and report; Rapid Transit with its 
plans, not only for transportation in the city, but for real-estate, park, and 
street development. Every time the city editor sent me into a field for a 
bit of news I got what he wanted and went back for more general reports. 
He used me very little, however, leaving me to my own devices; and 
his reason came out when, after a few months, my bills were running 
up to fifty, sixty, and more dollars a week, and the other reporters were 
taking rather unfriendly notice of me. 

One Friday, as I was making out my bill, William G. Sirrene, a fine 
southern boy who was one of the star reporters, looked over my shoulder 
and exclaimed, “ What’s that? Seventy-two dollars! Why, that’s nearly 
three times what I’m getting on salary.” 

He called out to the others the amount of my bill, and when they also 
exclaimed, he explained: “ Why, you are the best-paid man on the 
staff! ” 

I felt like exclaiming myself. It was news to me. I had no knowledge 
of salaries or earnings on the paper; all I knew was that I was supporting 
myself and my wife at last, saving a little each week, and driving on for 
more, and more. And I would have given it all to be a regular reporter 
like Sirrene or the others, and that is what I was asked to do. I think 
now that some of the reporters, not Sirrene, “ kicked ” to the city editor 
that I, a new man, was being paid more than they were, the veterans. 
Anyway he sent for me, and explaining that my bills were running too 
high, asked me if I would be changed from space to a salary, the best 
salary they paid the ordinary reporter, $35 a week. 

“ Then,” he said, “I can use you more myself on more important 
news.” 

I not only consented, I was dazed with the implication of my triumph. 
All became clear in that short talk with my chief. I had not been sent 
off on assignments because I was making too much money on my own 
and I had “ made good.” Even my first disappointment, the failure to 
print my news of the defalcation of the missing broker, was to my credit. 
The city editor did not dare print the report, by a new and untried man, 
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of a piece of libelous news; he had sent an old reporter down to confirm 
it, and the broker who had talked to me not only repeated what he told 
me; he had spoken well of me; but by the time the confirmation was de- 
livered, it was too late. The paper was gone to press. I was “ reliable, 
quick, and resourceful,” the city editor said, as he made me a regular 
reporter. 

In a word I was a success, and though J have never since had such a 
victory and have come to have some doubt of the success of success, I 
have never since failed to understand successful men; I know, as I see 
them, how they feel inside. 
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adventures, interesting, sometimes thrilling, but, on the Eve- 

ning Post, rarely perilous. A conservative three-cent evening 
newspaper, competing with one-cent papers, it avoided crime, scandal, 
and the sensational generally. Mr. Lawrence Godkin, the editor-in- 
chief, was a reformer. Irish in breed, English in culture, his ideals both 
of journalism and politics were British Liberal. He was against bad 
government and bad journalism, which he attributed to bad men. His 
cure was to throw the rascals out and elect good men, regardless of party. 
Called a Mugwump, he was really an aristocrat. His war in New York 
was against the boss, Richard Croker, Tammany Hall, and the Demo- 
cratic city governments, but he fought even more bitterly Boss Platt and 
the State machine of the Republican party, which sometimes opposed 
and sometimes traded with Tammany. 

The news department of the Post had, theoretically, nothing to do 
with the editorial policy. Reporters were to report the news as it hap- 
pened, like machines, without prejudice, color, and without style; all 
alike. Humor or any sign of personality in our reports was caught, re- 
buked, and, in time, suppressed. As a writer, I was permanently hurt 
by my years on the Post. The editorial page and, to some extent, the 
book, theater, and music reviews, were the only departments which were 
really written. I was allowed to “do” the German theaters, and they 
were, next to the Yiddish, the best in the city; but I was never permitted 
to say anything like that. After a year or two of the German “ first 
nights,” I was used often to cover the second-best English openings 
under the close control of the dramatic editor, who had a policy. And in 
general the news reporters, supposed to have no concern with the edi- 
torial policy of the paper, were led, somehow — not directly, but by the 
method of trial and error, we learned to gather ammunition for the 
editorial writers. Mr. Godkin was no hero to me; I saw very little of 
him, and that little was not pleasant, but I read him. I found it helpful 
professionally to con his editorials every day for “ tips” as to what to 
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look for in the news and how to write it. His leaders seemed to me ta 
be shallow; clever, forceful, ripping, but personal and not very thought- 
ful. No matter. Nobody can read a newspaper every day and not he 
influenced by it; we read “ our paper ” in our quiet, relaxed moments, 
when we might be thinking, and thus unwittingly let the editors form 
our minds. Godkin was mind to me all those years, and I was legs to 
him, one of his many pairs of running feet, ears, and eyes. There were 
compensations. 

When I was promoted, at reduced pay, from space to general reporter, 
Mr. Wright, the city editor, did what he said he would do. He gave me 
assignments every morning, and as I in my eagerness worked, plotted, 
persisted in getting the news expected of me, my uses became more and 
more important and various. In the course of a few months I had visited 
all parts of the city, called on all sorts of men (and women), politicians, 
businessmen, reformers; described all sorts of events, fires, accidents, 
fights, strikes, meetings. It was happy work for me. New York was 
like a great swimming hole into which every day I dived, here, there, 
anywhere, and swam around for something or somebody worth getting. 
And all the time I had the advantage of interviewing men who gave me 
some of the respect or fear they felt for “ Larry ” Godkin. 

I came to love New York; I had a sentiment about the people, the 
business, the politics, and the streets of the great city which cared neither 
for me nor for itself. My old academic interest in scientific ethics faded; 
it would come up when some prominent citizen was lying to me. This 
experience enraged the other reporters; it only set me to thinking that 
reporters, like judges and prosecutors, had no moral right to the truth, 
because they would turn it against the truthteller. And I had to notice 
that the ethics of business and the ethics of politics are such different 
cultures that a businessman in politics will commit sins appalling to the 
politician, and vice versa. Morals are matters of trade or profession and 
form the ethics they are supposed to be formed by. 

But science and philosophy, like the theaters and books, seemed tame 
in comparison with the men and women, the unbelievable doings and 
the sayings, of a live city. New York was real; and life was “ different.” 
Literature and the arts did not show it as it was. So it seemed to me, 
and before I was sated with it and long before I could write anything 
about it except in the paper, I was assigned to a department, Wall Street. 

One afternoon toward the end of the winter (1892-93) Mr. Wright 
called me up to his desk and asked me if I would take the place of the 
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Wall Street reporter, an Englishman, who had been called home by the 
death of his father. Wright said that there was trouble ahead for Wall 
Street, a period of depression, possibly a panic, and “ we ” must have a 
man down there, a special reporter, who would give all his time and 
thought to the financial news. He knew, he said, that I had had no ex- 
perience of banking and business, but he had noticed that I worked and 
read up on any subject I was reporting. My universities had taught me 
to study. He thought I could learn enough to “ cover ” Wall Street in 
the emergency. Anyway, he would take a chance if I would. Would 
I? he asked. 

I was thinking, dazed. Wall Street! I remembered that the Wall 
Street reporter before he sailed had advised me, if I expected to stay in 
journalism, to specialize in something: sport, the theaters, finance. I 
had seen the sense of that. But did I mean to stay in journalism? And 
if so, would I thrive as a financial expert, I who had always avoided busi- 
ness? My answer to Wright was that I would consider for a day or two 
and then tell him my decision. 

My wife laughed at the thought of me in Wall Street, as my father 
would have. My wise old mother-in-law listened to all that we said, and 
at the end, pointed my own instincts. She always saw what I wanted; 
she usually advised as I desired. Mrs. Bontecou thought that, since I 
was only taking the place of another man who was coming back inma 
year or so, I might do very well for myself to have the experience of Wall 
Street. It would be profitable to me, if not to the paper. The next day 
I went to Wright with a plan. He was to give me a list of five or six of 
the commanding Wall Street bankers; I would call on them and see if I 
could make with them an emergency arrangement by which they were to 
take care of their favorite paper and help me to the news during the bad 
times. I think Wright, a Scotchman, saw what I did not: that this would 
be a shrewd way to enlist the expert, authoritative service of big insiders. 
And that is what happened; the Post had the inside track in that panic. 
Anyway the city editor approved with alacrity my suggestion; he con- 
sulted with the financial editor and handed me a list of leading bankers 
whom I called on, after banking hours, that afternoon. One by one I 
saw them, and my Wall Street experience began at once. 

My approach to high finance was that of most of the world, I think; it 
certainly was something like that of the novelists and playwrights I 
knew. It was the awed approach of a boy brought up in the belief that 
there are heroes, really giants and great persons, good or evil, to be found 
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in life. I had not discovered any as yet. On the contrary, my boyhood 
experience had been explosive of illusions, and in the universities, es- 
pecially in Europe, I had looked for giants under the names of the cele- 
brated philosophers, scientists, and scholars I went hopefully to study 
with. My experience with them was like one or the other of two experi- 
ences I had in Munich. The great professors either destroyed them- 
selves, as the Munich painters flattened my awe of artists by their well- 
nigh universal contempt for one another, or they let me see them as I 
saw Henrik Ibsen. I happened to be worshiping that poet-playwright 
when I was in Munich, and someone who heard me talking about him 
told me that he was in that city and where I could see him at dinner any 
day. Off I hurried to Ibsen’s restaurant; the god came in due course. 
He walked up to the little table reserved for him, let the waiter take his 
stick, but not his hat. That he kept, and when he sat down, he put it 
upside down between his knees — and stared into it. As he looked, he 
bowed, smirked, turned his head this way and that way, and tossed his 
mane. What was in that hat? I had to know. Getting up quietly, I 
walked over, and as I passed behind him, I looked where he was looking 
—at a mirror, a little hand mirror. 

Vanity has come to be a virtue or at least a useful gift, to my way of 
thinking now, but at that time it seemed a human weakness, like pro- 
fessional jealousy, and the sight of these and other common faults in the 
geniuses of Europe helped to send me home with a theory that the great 
men of my day were probably the masters, not of art and philosophy, but 
of finance and industry; and especially those of America. My Wall 
Street assignment was an opportunity to see giants. 

The names on my list were all famous in New York; one of them was 
internationally known; and their banks are great institutions. ‘The 
bankers received me readily enough, much less formally than a Euro- 
pean professor would a young man; they were all Post readers, as they 
said. But when I stated my business, when I mentioned the word 
“ panic,” they almost had one themselves. Even when I changed the 
word, first, to “ depression,” then to “ a strain,” they denied it. All was 
clear and fair ahead. They were lying; I did not mind that; it is moral 
and not unethical to lie to a reporter. But it is not professional, it is not 
politic, for a reporter to lie to a banker. So I thought, and so — I passed 
lightly over their formal, exclamatory corrections of my business. 

For some reason, I said, my paper felt that it was very impartant just 
then to have a man in Wall Street; the regular reporter, whom they 
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knew, was away, and “ we ” had no properly trained person to put in his 
place. I was asked to serve, and I was willing to if the commanding 
bankers on my list, recognizing the emergency, would agree to trust and 
help me, not only to get but to understand the news. In return I would 
promise to keep confidences, and in my reports not reflect in any way the 
excitement and panic of the — 

A list? My editor’s list of commanding bankers! They had to see 
that list, and that list gave them their second shock. Some of them lay 
back and roared with laughter at my names. Others were serious, but 
indignant, scornful. “ Bankers! ” they said in effect. “ You call these 
bankers? And commanding bankers! Who gave you this list? Your 
city editor! After consulting with the financial editor? I can’t believe 
it. I know the financial editor, and he knows who is who down here.” 

I recalled the artists of Munich on the other artists of Munich, and I 
was willing to retreat and admit that my paper's half dozen financiers 
were not the giants of Wall Street; not all of them. They might, the 
six, be chosen to cover different regions or departments of financial 
knowledge and news. That appeased them so much that I was disposed 
to chuck the whole list into the scrap basket, but no, that wasn’t neces- 
sary. Some of my list were all right. And of course, I bethought me, 
there was always one that belonged, and the one was always willing to 
acknowledge, however grudgingly, that some other one or two might 
be of some help to me sometimes. But one of them, by way of my first 
lesson, bade me get it right up into the front of my brain that in the 
whole of the United States there were but three bankers; and this banker 
went so far as to name two of the three, one in Chicago, and the other — 
the two others, in fact, were in New York. I understood, then, and as I 
went on with my experience in Wall Street, I was given to understand 
many times that I was talking to one of the only three bankers — really, 
professionally bankers — in America. 

For I did goon. These men on my list agreed, all but one, to help me 
“cover Wall Street ” during the emergency for “ their paper,” the Post, 
and the one who only said he would “ see ” began right away to see. To 
test me, he gave me a small but important bit of news “ confidentially.” 
The trouble with this confidence as a test was that I saw through it; I 
reported to the city editor what the cunning banker told me and cau- 
tioned him that the news was given us to see if we would print it. Of 
course, Mr. Wright did not use it, and when the banker saw that it was 
not in the paper the next day, he tempted me again. And again. This 
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man tried me out for a month or more and then, gradually, became my 
most productive source of news. But the others also trusted me; among 
them they added to my list, not only bankers, but brokers, speculators, 
arbitrage traders, money-changers, — specialists and experts of all sorts, 
who, altogether, gave me a pretty good theoretical schooling in the stock 
and money market, as well as the daily news. 

And there was news. The panic of ’93 was one of the great periodic 
depressions in our financial history, and I used to feel that I was sailing 
through the storm on the bridge with the officers of the ship. They were 
glad to have me there. A rank outsider, who did not speculate and had 
nothing to lose, the panic was an adventure to me, and the falling, fail- 
ing banks, railroads, and busted pools of speculators were only the action 
and scenery of a great drama. I could write the news without excite- 
ment — if I got it in time, and the bankers soon learned the value of 
Jetting me break a bad piece of news, like a big failure, in the cool, dull, 
matter-of-fact terms of the Evening Post, as I had promised. This was 
made possible by their warning me weeks ahead that such and such a 
railroad or industrial organization was in trouble. I could gather the 
facts and figures, write the story, and — many a time we had it all set in 
type, like the obituary of a dying man, long before the event. “ The 
United States Cordage Company went into the hands of a receiver 
today,” and then a column or two or more of the history of the company 
— all quietly written and standing in type so that when it happened, I 
could telephone to the office and on five minutes’ notice “ release ” the 
whole long story. And such news was usually announced at the close 
of the stock market, in order to give the traders the night to think it over, 
permit the banks to support the market, and so avoid too sudden a break 
in prices. It was, as I say, convenient for the leading financiers to have 
an evening paper that would report the bad news thus; it was, by the 
same token, a profitable advantage to the evening paper to have not only 
the news in full, but “ beats,” and be bought and read as an insider speak- 
ing with authority; and neither last nor least, as I saw it, was the credit 
I won by my “ success ” in a field where I was so inexperienced and ig- 
norant. But what I prized and most profited by was the picture I was 
making for myself of Wall Street, its leaders, workers, and followers, 
their methods, manners, customs, morals, and point of view. 

This came later, however. Appreciation of what I see comes usually 
only after a period of digestion, and I did not understand Wall Street 
when I was down there. Too busy. I did not try to put in order the 
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facts I was piling up; it was enough that I spoke the language, knew 
whom to call on for special information or news, and where to find the 
nearest telephone. The geography of the Street was my chief interest. 
Of the facts, only those that could be written as news stood out. If a 
leading financier, at the end of a dark day of disaster, sat tight denying 
something I was sure of till, worn out, he fell across his desk, weeping 
and confessing, I picked up not the hysterical man but the confession, 
and that I wrote without tears, statistically. When a desperate bear 
asked me into his office, offered to put me short of one hundred — two 
hundred — three hundred shares of a stock if ] would publish informa- 
tion injurious to the company, I would leave his bribe to take, investi- 
gate, and, if true, print the news. The human side of Wall Street was 
only gossip which made good stories to tell in the city room after the 
paper went to press or to entertain people at dinner. Having no preju- 
dice for or against finance, I had no judgment, no point of view. It was 
as it was, neither good nor evil, and even when toward the end of my 
special service there ] began to speculate myself, it was partly to learn the 
ropes and report better. I was only a reporter reporting, and what I re- 
ported did not take form in the picture I have of high finance till I had 
time, while doing other work, to look back and see through what I had 
seen. 
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HEN I was a boy, blacksmiths who had to handle mules and 

\ X kicking horses used to tell me that the safest place to be in 

range was close up to the bad animals’ heels, and I saw them 
rush in, pick up a hind leg, and hang on to it, while they shod the hard- 
hitting hoof. `I never tried it myself on a mule, but I did on Wall Street, 
and there’s some truth in it. 

The panic of 1893, like all periods of business depression, was a dismal 
time of radiating destruction. But it had its bright side, inside; it was 
good for the bears and for my education. The shorts rejoiced in the ruin; 
they made money, and they were happy. As a reporter on the side lines 
in the Stock Exchange I could see and hear and feel the wild joy of the 
bears on a day of tumbling prices, and it was a never-ending surprise 
to me, because everything I had read, heard, or imagined had pictured 
the dark depression, despair, and anguish of the losers. And of course 
there were sufferers, some of them on the floor, others in the banks and 
brokerage houses, most of all, however, far from the market, out in the 
country — the public. Among the brokers generally, whether “on the 
floor ” or in their offices, an active market, whether prices are rising or 
falling, means that business is good; and that’s what one felt, and that’s 
what remains to be written — the joy of a panic. 

It’s like a war, a revolution, a strike — like any crisis in human affairs 
when men have to walk up and face the consequences of their ignorance, 
folly, or wickedness — the panic of ’93 was a period of bad times chiefly 
for the innocent. The news of it, the reports printed, are “ bad ” because 
they are written by, about, and for bulls. The bears are forgotten and as 
friendless as the strikers are who rush gleefully forth from the factories 
to the cafés, or the revolutionists and army officers whose day is come. 
On the scene one feels the prevailing spirit of activity. It is the Period 
or reconstruction that is gloomy and sad; it is so long, so hard, and so 
disappointing. 

Before the panic had run its course, the regular Wall Street reporter 


whose place I had taken came back, and I was turned into general re- 
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porting again, politics and business, chiefly business. When the con- 
structive work began in finance, the city editor sent me more into “ the 
Street ” to discover and report the plans making by the bankers, lawyers, 
and industrialists for the reorganization of bankrupt concerns and, 
gradually, for the organization of new corporations and new combines, 
even, for example, the U. S. Steel Company. These schemes began dur- 
ing the panic; they were compelled by the circumstances, and I heard 
of them, but paid no heed, while we were in that period when good news 
was not news. But after a year or so of failures, while the receiverships 
continued, good news was becoming news; not the best news, but still 
good, secondary news, and that was my part. I was the bull reporter, 
the other man was the bear. He was seeing my old conservative, more 
or less suffering, proper bankers who are really only moneylenders. I 
had to do with the private bankers who are the constructive engineering 
financiers. 

Of these last, J. P. Morgan, Senior, was the greatest. I did not see 
much of him, of course; nobody did. He was in sight all the time. He 
sat alone in a back room with glass sides in his banking house with his 
door open, and it looked as if anyone could walk in upon him and ask 
him any question. One heard stories of the payment of large sums for 
an introduction to him. I could not see why the tippers with business 
did not come right in off the street and talk to him. They did not. My 
business was with his partners or associates, principally Samuel Spencer, 
but I noticed that these, his partners, did not go near him unless he sent 
for them; and then they looked alarmed and darted in like office boys. 
“ Nobody can answer that question except Mr. Morgan,” they would tell 
me. Well, Mr. Morgan was there; why not go in and ask him? The 
answer I got was a smile or a shocked look of surprise. And once when 
I pressed the president of one of the Morgan banks to put to him a ques- 
tion we agreed deserved an answer, the banker said, “ Not on your life,” 
and when I said, “ But why not? ” he said. “ You try it yourself and 
see.” And I did. I went over to J. P. Morgan and Company, walked 
into his office, and stood before him at his flat, clean, clear desk. I stood 
while he examined a sheet of figures; I stood for two or three long 
minutes, while the whole bank seemed to stop work to watch me, and he 
did not look up; he was absorbed, he was sunk, in those figures. He was 
so alone with himself and his mind that when he did glance up he did 
not see me; his eyes were looking inward. He was a mathematician, 
you know. One of the stories told of his life was that he was so gifted in 
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mathematics that the University of Gottingen invited him to stay there 
to take a lectureship that would lead up to a career in pure mathematics. 
I thought, as he looked at and did not see me that day, that he was doing 
a sum in mental arithmetic, and when he solved it he dropped his eyes 
back upon his sheet of figures and I slunk out. 

Somebody stopped me as I was going out through the bank and laugh- 
ingly asked me what had happened. 

“Nothing,” I said; “ he didn’t even see me.” 

“You're lucky,” was the chuckling answer. “ You have to call him 
to wake him up. If you had said,‘ Mr. Morgan,’ he would have come to. 
And then —” 

“What would have happened then? ” I asked. 

“ Oh,” the partner said, “ then you would have seen — an explosion.” 

I believed that; it was generally believed on the Street that J. P. Mor- 
gan was a dangerous man to talk to, and no doubt that made it un- 
necessary for him to be guarded by doormen, secretaries, and stenog- 
raphers. He could protect himself. I know that I came to feel, myself, 
what others on Wall Street felt, a vague awe of the man. 

But I went through that awful circle once. I said, “ Mr. Morgan.” 
The paper received one afternoon a typewritten statement from Morgan 
and Company; it was some announcement about a matter of bonds that 
had been news for months, and the city editor called me in to read it 
with him. He could not make it out. It was a long, complicated state- 
ment all in one sentence, and I could not read it either. “ Take it down 
to Mr. Morgan and ask him to read it,” Mr. Wright said, and I remem- 
ber I was startled. I asked Wright if he knew what he was asking of 
me: to go and put a question to the old man himself. “ Yes,” said 
Wright, “ but it has to be done.” I picked up the statement, ran down 
to the bank, conning the sentence, and ready for the explosion, I walked 
into Morgan’s office and right up to his desk. He saw me this time; 
he threw himself back in his chair so hard that I thought he would tip 
over. 

“ Mr. Morgan,” I said as brave as I was afraid, “ what does this state- 
ment mean? ” and I threw the paper down before him. 

“Mean! ” he exclaimed. His eyes glared, his great red nose seemed 
to me to flash and darken, flash and darken. Then he roared. “ Mean! 
Tt means what it says. I wrote it myself, and it says what I mean.” 

“ It doesn’t say anything — straight,” I blazed. 

He sat back there, flashing and rumbling; then he clutched the arms 
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of his chair, and I thought he was going to leap at me. I was so scared 
that I defied him. 

“Oh, come now, Mr. Morgan,” I said, “ you may know a lot about 
figures and finance, but I’m a reporter, and I know as much as you do 
about English. And that statement isn’t English.” 

That was the way to treat him, I was told afterward. And it was in 
that case. He glared at me a moment more, the fire went out of his 
face, and he leaned forward over the bit of paper and said very meekly, 
“ What's the matter with it? ” 

I said I thought it would be clearer in two sentences instead of one 
and I read it aloud so, with a few other verbal changes. 

“Yes,” he agreed, “ that is better. You fix it.” 

I fixed it under his eyes, he nodded, and I, whisking it away, hurried 
back to the office. They told me in the bank afterward that “ J. P.” sat 
watching me go out of the office, then rapped for Spencer and asked 
what my name was, where I came from, and said, “ Knows what he 
wants, and — and — gets it.” 

He never offered me a partnership, but when Samuel Spencer, the 
receiver of the Southern Railway, arranged for an interview with him 
a year or so later, Mr. Morgan remembered and talked to me — “ not for 
publication ” — about the south from a financial point of view. The 
talk was a dry, but convincing, bull prophecy of what has happened since 
down there, later, much later than the prophet expected; but it was a 
true prophecy. : 

Morgan was a bull. “ He gets it coming and going,” the Street used 
to say, “ but he always says that for the long pull the bull side is the 
winning side in America. The U.S.A. is a bull country.” That is to 
say, he made money by selling on a falling market; but he bought too 
on the way down and so ended, he and his bank and his “ crowd,” in 
possession of enough stock at sacrifice prices to give him the control. 
Then he could “ reorganize ” the railroad and other companies he had 
chosen as, in the long run, good; he could finance and direct the running 
of them. He made his bear profits, got his banker's commission on the 
reorganization, the banker’s interest on money lent, the banker’s profit 
on underwriting and floating the new stocks and bonds, and, best of all, 
the control. This was all common practice and common knowledge 
when I was in Wall Street; it was talked about as just plain business, and 
as I heard it all, it seemed to me to be only good business, profitable, 
proper, and — easy. I used to wonder why men went into any other 
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business than Wall Street if they wanted only to make money, and I 
declared to myself and to my friends that when I wanted to make money 
I would not write, or report, or edit, or manage; I would go into Wall 
Street. 1 would quit working and — make money. 

And, mind you, this was not cynicism; it was plain common sense to 
me. A student of ethics, I accepted it as the world does, as the business- 
men generally, as bankers, brokers and indeed bishops accepted it as, not 
only the custom, but moral and wise. Many a time, I have sympathized 
deeply with a stock operator or a banker who was thrown into the depths 
of despair because he had not made the millions he had planned to 
make; he had not lost, he merely had not made his money. I watched 
men working and lying to smash a company that they were trying to 
get cheap, the control of it, and I rejoiced with them when they 
“busted ” the ald crowd, drove them out ruined, and got the business. 
I was offered the presidency of one such company. I considered taking 
it, and when I objected that I knew nothing of business, neither that or 
any other, the answer was that I did not need to; they would tell me 
what I was to do; in fact I must consult them. All I had to do, ap- 
parently, was to draw a good salary, occupy a fine office, and make a re- 
spectable appearance. “ You'll get out of reporting and become a man 
of affairs.” I did not grasp what this meant at the time. When I de- 
clined to be lifted out of journalism up off the street into high finance 
with a social and financial position, I did not despise or pity as I do now 
the successful men who seize such opportunities. My reason was per- 
sonal: business did not attract me; money was no object; I liked report- 
ing; I did not generalize at all. I did not understand, so I did not con- 
demn, the practices of big business. I was not thinking in those days; 
life was too, too interesting, the world as it was too fascinating, to stop 
to question anything but politics, which was all bad, just as business was 
all good, to me. 

James B. Dill was the first man to remind me that I was an intellectual, 
that I might think as well as see and write. He was a masterpiece. He 
was the man who put through in the State of New Jersey the laws to 
enable the organization of trusts and combines, to free corporations, to 
free them to do whatever they pleased. His was a great name in Wall 
Street; even the big fellows spoke of James B. Dill with awe and retained 
him to organize their plans into going concerns. He was the man, for 
example, who brought Andrew Carnegie and J. P. Morgan together for 
the purchase and sale of the Carnegie steel properties and so laid the 
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basis of the U. S. Steel Company, the biggest transaction and the 
biggest trust of those days. “I put Morgan in one room, Carnegie 
in another,” he recounted, “while I took the third room in between 
them with my clerks and stenographers. I knew that if they met they 
would blow up; so I played the part of buffer and negotiator. They 
could express their opinions of each other to me. I could agree with 
both of them, sympathize with the generosity and bigness of each one, 
and share his contempt for the narrow meanness of the other. I was 
sincere, uninsultable, and true to their agreeable purposes, the one to 
buy, the other to sell.” 

Dill was a realist with insight and humor, but hardly anyone knew 
of his humor. He was always spoken of with awe as “ James B. Dill.” 
No familiarity with him; Mr. Morgan might be “ J. P.”; he was called 
that, but James B. Dill was always and only a name, a mystery, a wonder- 
worker in those terrible days when the reorganization of the debris of 
’93 was beginning. No one but the masters ever saw him, and we, who 
would no more think of approaching him than we would walk in on 
J. P. himself, we —I thought of him as a silent, thinking, conspiring 
lawyer who sat still in the big back room of a great suite of offices, with 
an army commander’s staff of almost equally great attorneys at law, who 
all joined their learning and their wits to advise, at huge fees (which 
rumor named), the brains of big business. He was, in brief, the great 
black man who showed good Business how to circumvent bad Politics 
and the antitrust legislation passed to satisfy the ignorant, envious 
people. 

For there was, at that time, a very general popular discontent, the cho- 
ral accompaniment of the hard times; and the passion of the day was the 
antitrust sentiment, which was a development out’ of the old anti- 
monopoly cry of the earlier period. The Post was not antitrust; it was 
anti-Tammany; but it was for business, except now and then when there 
was some exceptional scandal, too outrageous to be passed by in silence. 
The Post was sincere, of course; almost everybody was, almost every- 
body is, sincere. I did not know it, but I can see now that what I needed 
‘then was what the world needs all the time, to find someone who was 
not sincere but intelligent. I found that man in James B. Dill. Bless 
him. 

One day some morning newspaper printed a “ roast” of James B. 
Dill, the author of the criminal New Jersey trust laws. It showed how 
that State had enacted statutes under which the antitrust laws of other 
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States could be evaded and American public opinion defied. A sov- 
ereign State, Jersey had the right to pass any laws it pleased, and if it 
enabled the formation of trusts in New Jersey, New York State and the 
other States had to recognize the creatures of the free State of New 
Jersey. The article declared that it was James B. Dill who had himself 
invented and put over this legislation, quietly, almost secretly, in New 
Jersey, and then it showed in some detail what was permitted: plain 
financial crimes. 

This clipping was handed to me, with instructions to go and see Mr. 
James B. Dill and get his denial or correction of these charges. So! 
I was to see the black man! I felt as I did when I was sent to see Mr. 
Morgan, as an English pressman would if he were sent to interview a 
minister of the Crown, as a girl feels who is to be presented to the Queen. 
1 was flattered. I was trembling with fear, I was awfully bold, as I went, 
hurrying and slowing up, eagerly and then dreadfully, downtown and 
up into the building where the silent councilor of the trusts was hidden 
away in — nota great suite of offices, but a small, neat set of two or three 
rooms. A smiling little stenographer and typist took my card, with my 
name and that of my paper on it, into one of the rooms, and returning 
instantly, swept me in to Mr. Dill, who met me with a smiling welcome 
on his rosy, round, happy face. 

“ The Evening Post —at last,” he chuckled, and his round little body 
seemed to laugh as it settled back into its big chair. “ I have been wonder- 
ing,” he said, “ why you have not called on me. I have been tempted to 
send for you. The abuses of the Jersey Trust laws must be exposed and 
stopped. Yes,” he added, as he glanced at the clipping I held out to him, 
the story that I thought would anger and drive him to a furious contra- 
diction, “ yes, all that is true, and more, much more.” 

And to my amazement he opened up the criminal inside of the prac- 
tices under the New Jersey legislation, a picture of such chicanery and 
fraud, of wild license and wrongdoing, that I could not, I dared not, 
take it all down; I was too confused. And Dill saw that, and he laughed; 
his eyes twinkled and his round little belly shook with the humor of the 
situation. 

“ You are astonished? ” he said. “ And well you may be. But you 
must write what I tell you. Don’t quote me. I am the founder of this 
legislation, and as such you may name me, but don’t say I gave you these 
facts; it would look odd; it might be suspicious, to make me the author- 
ity for an exposure of what I am the enabling founder of, but it is your 
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duty to describe what is done under these laws, and if your editor shows 
any hesitation, you may tell him to call me up on the phone; I will stand 
back of whatever you print.” 

I did not write all that Dill told me; not then; I never have. I could 
not at the time, because, as I have said, I was too imbued with the Wall 
Street spirit and view of things to speak as this lawyer did of the holies 
of the holy. Upton Sinclair learned from him; he was a socialist. I was 
a Wall Street man myself, unconsciously, but literally. That’s how I 
came finally to understand what corruption is and how it gets a man, 
not as the Reds and the writers think, but as the Whites and the Right- 
eous are: rogues outside, but inside, honest men. However, that’s for 
later. When James B. Dill told me first about Wall Street and his Jersey 
laws, and he saw that I would not, could not, take it in, he made merry 
with me, laughing and quizzing and telling me ever more and more. 

“Why, didn’t you ever hear how they wiped out Richmond Ter- 
minal? ” he would say, and he would tell me that story. “And you 
didn’t know that? A Wall Street reporter, and you don’t know that! 
And this —” He told me something else that I had never heard of; and 
then something else. “Nor that? Never knew that? What do you 
know? 

“T say,” he said, when I rose to go after that first interview, “I must 
know you better. And my wife and daughter; they must know you.” 
He invited me to his house; he took me there, and thus began a friend- 
ship that lasted as long as James B. Dill himself in the body. He had 
incorporated himself and his fortune under his Jersey laws as “ The 
James B. Dill Corporation ”— I think that was the title of it — he told 
me about it with glee, a corporation with five shares — or three, which 
he controlled, he laughed; one share to his wife, one for his daughter 
(in escrow), the rest (and the control) for him. “ Avoids taxes and all 
sorts of troubles when I die.” So“ The James B. Dill Corporation ” may 
be immortal, but my jolly little imp of a Santa Claus, my mischievous 
professor of financial law, my good friend James B. Dill, died, a loss, a 
real loss, but not till he had made me see Wall Street and Business and 
Politics and Law as he saw them, from the inside out; and not, of course, 
till he had explained to me why he, of all men, had led and inspired and 
provided the ammunition for the exposure of the James B. Dill laws of 
New Jersey. 

“Why, Dr. Innocent,” he said, “ I was advertising my wares and the 
business of my State. When you and the other reporters and critics 
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wrote as charges against us what financiers could and did actually do in 
Jersey, when you listed, with examples, what the trust makers were 
doing under our laws, you were advertising our business — free. For 
financiers are dubs, as you know yourself now; don’t you? They have 
to be told, and they have to be told plain so that they get it, and so, as I 
say, while I gave you the facts to roast us with, what you wrote as ‘ bad’ 
struck businessmen all over the United States as good, and they poured 
in upon us to our profit to do business with us to their profit. The only 
drawback was that when Delaware and New York and other ‘bad ' 
political sovereigns saw what Jersey was doing and how we made 
money and friends out of our trust policy they copied us, and they went 
further than we did, or, to be exact, they tried to.” 

And so saying, Dill laughed and laughed and laughed; not cynically; 
not wickedly; but merrily, with his whole body and soul. James B. Dill 
was one of the “ wisest,” wisest and, yes, about the rightest man I ever 
met. 

“ Trusts are natural, inevitable growths out of our social and economic 
conditions,” he said often. “ You cannot stop them by force, with laws. 
They will sweep down like glaciers upon your police, courts, and States 
and wash them into flowing rivers. I am for clearing the way for them. 
Let them go, and if they cannot be brought into social use, why — then 
— then ”—he would laugh —“ then I would be for exploring their 
origin and dealing with — I mean closing up — their source.” 


IV. THE POLICE 


[7S Very newspaper that I know anything about suffers from politics, 
H “ newspaper politics.” The men on it decide on some question 

A of policy or control or places, and everybody becomes more or 
less involved. Joseph Pulitzer, the founder, owner, and editor of the 
New York World, cultivated warring factions. Whether his theory was 
that disloyalty to one another made his heads of departments loyal to 
him or that rivalry developed the advantages of competition, he had a 
business manager who did not speak to some editors, who did not all 
speak to one another. Charles A. Dana had the most united staff; his 
competition was between his morning and evening papers, but we used 
to hear of quarrels and contempts even on the morning edition which 
was the Sun. Godkin may never have heard of parties on the Evening 
Post; the division was not sharp and open, but Henry J. Wright, and the 
publisher, J. S. Seymour, were, however quietly, against Linn, the man- 
aging editor, who represented instinctively the taste and policy of the 
editor in chief. H was for keeping all police and sensational news out 
of the paper, and in the main he had his way. Wright and Seymour, 
who wanted to build up circulation and business by printing all the 
news, had one great victory, and it was most profitable for me. 

One afternoon when I was back on my general reporting the city 
editor called me up to his desk and asked me if I would like to cover 
police headquarters. A startling suggestion. The Post had never had 
a man in Mulberry Street, where the heads of the police and detective 
service had their offices. It was the source of crime news — and Mr. 
Wright said, quick, that I was to pay no attention to crime; I was to 
cover the activities of Dr. Parkhurst, whom I had already interviewed 
several times for the paper. 

The Rev. Dr. Charles H. Parkhurst was discovering the corruption of 
the police and denouncing the force from his pulpit. He sounded like a 
prophet of old in his sermons, but personally he was a calm, smiling, 
earnest, but not unhumorous gentleman who frankly enjoyed his no- 
toriety and his exposures. He knew some of the doings of the police; 
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they were dangerous facts to allege; libelous. He had to be careful, and 
he was cautious, but he was persistent, methodically, thoroughly.. He 
organized in and out of his congregation a society to investigate the 
police, procure evidence, and put him in a position to describe New 
York police methods and their relations with Tammany Hall, the liquor 
interests, and criminals. The Post was interested, of course, in anybody 
that came out openly against Tammany; there was some suspicion of a 
clergyman who “ profaned his pulpit with police filth,” even as against 
Tammany; and my first assignments to see Parkhurst were reluctant. 
Dr. Parkhurst talked moderately, sensibly, briefly, and, as I reported 
him, in tone with the paper. Following up a police-news lead, as I 
always did, I called on him every few days; we became rather friendly, 
and I was soon able to warn my chief of news to come; which came — at 
police headquarters. Mr. Wrigħt had seen, I think, that Dr. Parkhurst 
offered him a good excuse for assigning a reporter to police headquarters: 
to report the police side of an opening controversy; and since the clergy- 
man and I seemed to get along well together I was the man to go. 

“ Not to report crimes and that sort of thing,” said Wright, in effect. 
“You will keep in touch with Dr. Parkhurst, know what he is doing, 
and work in with him for the purpose of reporting his findings with the 
police department for a background.” But I got from him somehow the 
idea that, if I could find a way, not a sensational, conventional, but, say, 
a political, a literary, way to write about robberies, murders, etc., I might 
try putting some crime into the Post. 

No urging was needed to make me accept the assignment. I was 
eager for it. “ The police” meant to me a dark, mysterious layer of the 
life of a great city into which I had not yet penetrated. My experience 
in Wall Street, especially my mocking relations with James B. Dill, had 
driven it into my consciousness that it was possible to think that I knew 
all about something and yet be an innocent ignoramus. Dill had taught 
me that back of my bankers and brokers and their news of Wall Street 
there was a world which I had not even glimpsed and which the Wail 
Street men themselves did not really picture as it was. Few of them ever 
saw it. My reports of “the American X & Y Company receivership,” 
columns long, were not “the” story, as Dill told it afterward. I had 
never got and printed the truth back of the financial news. It was prob- 
ably so with the police news; there was probably a still greater truth back 
of the petty, monstrous abuses Dr. Parkhurst was disclosing. And then 
there were the murders, fires, robberies, and politics. I might not write, 
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but I could learn all about such events. I went to police headquarters as 
1 had gone to Wall Street, as I had gone to Europe, and as I had come 
home to America, with the suppressed ardor of a young student and 
with the same throbbing anxiety that an orator feels just before he rises 
to speak. 

But, first, I called on Dr. Parkhurst to tell him of my assignment and 
make with him the kind of agreement I had had with my Wall Street 
bankers: to work together with him and exchange news and confidences. 
He was interested, of course; it meant support for him by the Evening 
Post, and he spent several forenoons describing his plans, methods, and 
best of all, the police chiefs and their system of corruption, as he knew 
and could not yet prove. As it turned out, Dr. Parkhurst knew well 
what he knew, but he did not know the system as it was exposed later 
by the Lexow Committee; nobody had pictured that; and that, even 
that, was not all. However, after a few talks with Dr. Parkhurst I felt 
that ] knew both the chief police officers and their worst crimes, and so, 
with no little dread and a solid foundation of certainty, I went one morn- 
ing early to police headquarters with my card to present to the Superin- 
tendent of Police, Thomas F. Byrnes. 

It was his hour for receiving citizens with complaints, his inspectors, 
captains, heads of departments with reports, and “ the press.” His small 
outer office was crowded with people, uniformed and in plain clothes. 
I was embarrassed, but I handed my card to the chief's favorite sergeant, 
Mangin, and as he bade me wait my turn, a tall, handsome inspector 
of police, whom I, of course, did not know, spoke out loud into the 
silence. 

“A reporter from the Evening Post,” he said, clear and distinct like 
a pistol shot. “ The Post has always despised police news, true police 
news, but now when we are under fire they are to have a man up here 
to expose and clean us all out, us rascals.” 

I felt as if his shots had hit me, and I sank wounded into a chair; the 
man was not through. Sneering and pointing at my red-hot face, he 
said, “ We'll see how long he stays here.” 

The challenge braced me. I asked Sergeant Mangin, “ Who is that 
man? ” 

Mangin hesitated, glanced at my foe, and then said, softly but audibly, 
“Inspector Williams.” 

I knew that name. Dr. Parkhurst had told me of the audacity and 
force and badness of the “ clubbing inspector,” so I rallied to him. 
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“ Oh,” I said, “ Clubber Williams. I know about him,” and to him I 
made my bluff. “I shall stay here till you are driven out.” 

There was a sense of quick excitement. Mangin darted through the 
swinging doors into Superintendent Byrnes’ inner office, an officer came 
out, and J was bidden to enter — out of my turn. Mangin undoubtedly 
had told Byrnes what had happened. The Superintendent rose to meet 
and greet me, reading my name from the card in his hand, and adding, 
“ The Evening Post.” Indicating a chair beside his desk, he said in his 
most formal fashion that I was welcome at police headquarters. The 
force was irritated, naturally, being subjected just then to criticism from 
places where “ the finest ” might expect support. 

“When you stop to think that it is we, the police, who protect your 
lives and property, guarding you not only from thieves and robbers, but 
from strikers and mobs, you can see, no doubt, that it hurts us to be de- 
nounced as Dr. Parkhurst, for example, is denouncing us — from the 
pulpit and in the newspapers. I hope and trust that the Evening Post, a 
Wall Street paper, an organ of good business and all decent property 
interests, will give us aid and comfort —” 

I wanted to protest; I probably gave some sign of a wish to correct him, 
as I did, early; he saw that and changed his note a little. 

“Yes, yes, I know,” he said, “the Evening Post will not take sides. 
A fair paper, it will be just and true to the facts. Right; I know that. 
None better. You will seek the truth, and the truth you will report, as 
you find it. Right. But, my dear Mr. — Mr.” — he couldn’t find the 
card — “ you cannot get the truth from Dr. Parkhurst nor from any 
other enemy of the police.” 

Again he saw me shy. 

“ Yes, yes, you must see Dr. Parkhurst, listen to him, but you will listen 
to us, too, tome. You will want the news. Well, sir, I control the news 
from the police department, and I can — I can give and I can withhold 
the news. No, no, keep your seat. I am only endeavoring to say to you 
that I am going to put you on the same basis here as the old reporters 
who have been with us for years, most of them, and in return I ask 
you, in all fairness, not to print the stuff you get from the enemies of the 
police without submitting it to me for correction or — at any rate — 
comment.” 

It was worse, it was plainer, than I had expected it to be. I could see 
through this doughty chief of police; he was not the awe-inspiring figure 
I had imagined. For Tom Byrnes was a famous police chief; few people 
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ever saw him; he was only a name, but there were stories told about 
him, of his cunning, as a detective, as a master of men, as a manhandler 
of criminals, and a retriever of stolen properties — stories that filled the 
upper world with respect and the lower with terror. He struck me as 
simple, no complications at all — a man who would buy you or beat you, 
as you might choose, but get you he would. 

Not me. So I thought, and I think he felt as I meant him to: that I 
was going to be a free lance at police headquarters. His eyes narrowed 
into two slits as he read me. To meet his covert threat to keep news 
from me I said that I had no use for his ordinary police news; I was sent 
there only to see what I might see, hear what might be said, and print 
what I could prove — of politics. That was all. I was willing to tell 
him in advance whatever of importance I meant to report — if he would 
always see me promptly: I could not allow any delays in news, of course. 

Byrnes looked at me, listening and drumming with his fingers on 
the desk. When I had finished he rose, walked to his window, and 
drummed on the glass with his nails till, turning suddenly, he dismissed 
me. 

“All right,” he said, and he pressed a button which summoned Man- 
gin, who came darting in as I went out through the swinging doors into 
and through the silent, staring crowd in the outer office into the hall. A 
reporter followed me, an elderly man, who turned out to be the day man 
of a morning newspaper. 

“You have made a bad start,” he said as he joined me. “ You have 
made an enemy of the first inspector. I hope you made a friend of the 
chief. You'll need him, with Williams against you.” 

I believed this; I was depressed, but I am sure I did not show it. 

“ What do I need friends for? ” I said. “ They would only embarrass 
me in what I am here to do.” 

He did not ask me what it was that I meant to do. Like Williams, he, 
everybody, seemed to know what I was there for; maybe Williams had 
told the crowd while I was with Byrnes. But how did Williams know? 
I was awed by their detective sagacity; it was frightening. I did not 
learn till much later that the police are professional guessers, and not 
good ones, except in obvious cases. i 

“I know your city editor, Harry Wright,” the reporter was saying, 
“and I know that he will expect you to get some news. And I can help 
you, if you will work with me for a while and take my advice till you 
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This did not attract, it repelled me, this proposition, and I wanted ta 
get away from this friend. He was talking about how to find an office. 
The best place for a police reporter was in the buildings across the street; 
there one could watch police headquarters, see who came and went, and 
run across in a moment for any news that might turn up. But all the 
rooms were taken; I would better have a desk in his office and pay him 
for half the telephone, heat, and light rates. I hardly heard. My atten- 
tion was caught by a shaggy-looking fellow coming down the street and 
yelling, “ M-m-ma-a-x. M-m-a-x.” 

“Who is that? ” I asked. 

“Oh, that! That's Jake Riis, the Evening Sun man.” 

So! That was Jacob A. Riis, the author of How the Other Half Lives, 
and not only a famous police reporter, but a well-known character in 
one half of the life of New York. I liked his looks. 

“ But what's he bawling for? ” I asked. 

“ For his boy, Max, who gets his news for him. There he is.” 

And there was Max Fischel, a little old round, happy Jewish boy, 
coming out of the basement door of headquarters, his hand full of pieces 
of paper: notes. He ran across the street to Riis, who was just coming 
to work, and the two — geniuses — that’s what they were, both of them 
— went into the building opposite, where on the first floor Riis reap- 
peared to throw up his window, through which you could see him and 
Max settle down to work. Every morning for two or three years I saw 
this scene, and it came to have a meaning to me; I was soon imitating it 
as nearly as I could. 

Jake Riis was a Danish American who “ covered ” police headquarters, 
the Health Department, which was then in the same building, and “ the 
East Side,” which was a short name for the poor and the foreign quar- 
ters of the city. And he not only got the news; he cared about the news. 
He hated passionately all tyrannies, abuses, miseries, and he fought them. 
He was a “terror ” to the officials and landlords responsible, as he saw 
it, for the desperate condition of the tenements where the poor lived. 
He had “exposed ” them in articles, books, and public speeches, and 
with results. All the philanthropists in town knew and backed Riis, 
who was able then, as a reformer and a reporter, too, to force the ap- 
pointment of a Tenement House Commission that he gently led and 
fiercely drove to an investigation and a report which — followed up by 
this terrible reporter — resulted in the wiping out of whole blocks of 
rookeries, the making of small parks, and the regulation of the tenements. 
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He had discovered these evils as a reporter, reporting, say, a suicide, a 
fire,ora murder. These were the news, which all the reporters got; only 
Riis wrote them as storics, with heart, humor, and understanding. And 
having “ seen ” the human side of the crime or the disaster, he had taken 
note also of the house or the block or the street where it happened. He 
went back and he described that, too; he called on the officers and land- 
lords who permitted the conditions, and “blackmailed” them into 
reforms. 

This had been going on for years when I came to police headquarters. 
Riis was growing old, but he had found and trained his boy, Max, to see 
and to understand as Riis did; and Max could see. It seemed to me that 
Max was born and not made. He did the early morning work, which 
was the key to the day. The police, stationed all over the city, reported 
all happenings in their precincts to headquarters — fires, accidents, 
crimes, and arrests — which were posted briefly in the basement tele- 
graph office, where the reporters could see them. The morning news- 
papermen watched these bulletins, weighed them, and went out to in- 
vestigate those that seemed likely to have a story back of them. They 
stayed up till their papers went to press, at two or three o'clock in the 
morning. When Riis first came to police headquarters as a young man, 
the evening newspapermen appeared at about eight or nine o’clock and 
began their work by conning the accumulation of bulletins dated from 
three o’clock on down to eight. These they divided up among them- 
selves, each reporter going out on one. When they returned with their 
several stories, they exchanged the news, wrote each one all the stories, 
and then could settle down for the day to a poker game, which only big 
news could interrupt. Riis did not play poker; he joined in no “ com- 
bine ”; he worked alone, sometimes giving but never asking help. He 
began to beat the combine, which had to quit poker and work all day, 
still together, to keep up with and, if possible, beat Riis. They, all vet- 
erans, had the advantage of knowing the town and the police, who did 
not like Riis, but he carried the war into their camp by coming to work 
at seven o’clock, which gave him time to take two or three of the early 
morning bulletins, cover and write them all, and since most of the 
sensational incidents of a city are reported in those late night hours, the 
Evening Sun had such a lead on police news as the Post had had on Wall 
Street. And when the beaten editors drove their police reporters to work 
at seven o'clock, Riis, the scab, began to come at six, then five, then four. 
Nobody else started that early: no editor could demand it, and Riis him- 
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self could not stand it long. But each reporter had a copy boy, a mes- 
senger, to carry his stories downtown. Riis hit upon the idea of a boy 
who, besides carrying copy, could “ cover ” the city from three till seven, 
eight, nine, when Riis turned up to write the news. Max, who began 
with the facts, soon learned to see and form and deliver to Riis the stories 
of the night for which the Evening Sun was noted. Beautiful stories 
they were, too, sometimes, for Riis could write. 

This, then, was what I was seeing, my first morning at police head- 
quarters: Max furnishing Riis the night’s stories, all ready made. I must 
know Riis. Waiting out in the street till he was through writing — 
when I saw Max take the copy and set off for his office downtown, I 
crossed over and called on Riis. In a loud, cheerful, hearty voice, he 
greeted me. 

“ Glad you've come,” he said. “ The Post can help a lot up here, and 
you've begun well.” 

“ Begun well! ” I exclaimed. “I haven’t begun yet.” 

Riis roared his great laugh. “Oh, yes, you have. Max says you 
banged Alec Williams one and disappointed the old man himself.” 

He meant that I had failed with Superintendent Byrnes! I was about 
to protest, but Riis was shouting through that open window. 

“ That’s the way to handle them! Knock 'em down, then you can 
pick them up and be the good Samaritan. It’s their own way with us 
reporters. They put the fear of God into us, then they are kind to us — 
if we'll let them. Not tome. They are afraid of me, not I of them, and 
so with you. You have started off on top. Stay there.” 

He bade me keep out of the combine. “ Play alone,” he said. “The 
combine will beat you for a while; so will I, of course. The whole police 
force will help beat you. Sure. But you'll soon learn the game and hold 
your own.” 

He said, still embarrassingly aloud, that he had seen me talking with 
the other reporter. 

“I know what he wanted,” he laughed. “He proposed that you 
share his office, pay him — not his office, him — half the rent costs, be 
his Max, and — ” 

“How did you know that? ” 

“T didn’t,” Riis shouted, as the reporter we were talking about walked 
across the street and up the stairs to headquarters. “ But — tries to get 
every new reporter to fag for him; and most of them do. No. Don't 
you do it. I can’t show you around much; too busy; but Max will,” and 
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he called “ M-a-a-x ” out of the window; then remembered: “ Oh, yes, 
Max is gone downtown. Comeon. TIl show you around.” 

He broke into all the offices, police and health, walked right in upon 
everybody he thought I should know, laughed, made them all laugh, 
and introduced me, not by name, but as the new Evening Post man. 
When we were coming back out of the building, at the front end of the 
hall, we saw two policemen half forcing, half carrying, a poor, broken, 
bandaged East Side Jew into the office opposite that of the Superintend- 
ent of Police. There were officers and citizens all about us, but Riis 
grasped my arm, and pointing to the prisoner as he stumbled in through 
the open door, he shouted — not, I think, for me alone to hear: “ There 
you have a daily scene in Inspector Williams’ office! That’s a prisoner. 
Maybe he’s done something wrong, that miserable Russian Jew; anyway 
he’s done something the police don’t like. But they haven’t only arrested 
him, as you see; they have beaten him up. And look —” 

The door opened, showed a row of bandaged Jews sitting against the 
wall in the inspector's office, and at his desk, Clubber Williams. 

“ See the others. There’s a strike on the East Side, and there are al- 
ways clubbed strikers here in this office. PH tell you what to do while 
you are learning our ways up here; you hang around this office every 
morning, watch the broken heads brought in, and as the prisoners are 
discharged, ask them for their stories. No paper will print them, but 
you yourself might as well see and hear how strikes are broken by the 

olice.” 

Inspector Williams had heard. He rose from his desk, pointed at the 
door, shouted something, and the doorman closed the door with a bang. 
And Jake Riis laughed. But there was no merriment in that loud laugh 
of Jake Riis; there was bold rage in his face, as he left me, banging out of 
the building. I stayed, as he suggested, and watched the scene. Many 
a morning when I had nothing else to do I stood and saw the police bring 
in and kick out their bandaged, bloody prisoners, not only strikers and 
foreigners, but thieves, too, and others of the miserable, friendless, 
troublesome poor. 


V. DR. PARKHURST'S VICE CRUSADE 


did not picture men and life as they are, it was nevertheless a 

weekly amazement to me to read in the Monday morning news- 
papers descriptive reports and caricatures of the Rev. Dr. Charles H. 
Parkhurst that represented him as a wild man, ridiculous, sensational, 
unscrupulous, or plain crazy; then to call on him and find a tall, slim, 
smiling gentleman, quiet, determined, fearless, and humorous; and 
then, finally, to go on down to police headquarters and hear groups of 
policemen, politicians, and reporters talking in earnest about this fiend. 
I don’t know how he is remembered; Dr. Parkhurst may be not remem- 
bered at all. He carried on his vice crusade all through the nineties, 
charging police and political corruption and forcing the State Legisla- 
ture to appoint the Lexow Committee which investigated, proved, and 
exposed the police and Tammany corruption, caused the election of a 
reform administration, and led up to the whole period of muckraking 
and the development of the Progressive party. Such a service is not the 
kind that is appreciated by public opinion and history, and whenever I 
speak with old New Yorkers now of Dr. Parkhurst they are puzzled to 
hear of him as I see him: a man of strength, who was “ wise ” in the 
slangy sense and otherwise wise. He never told or preached half of 
what he knew. His method was simple. He received individuals, some- 
times honest victims of police outrage, sometimes disgruntled politicians, 
policemen, or criminals with axes to grind, and he heard their stories, 
which multiplied as he went on his steady way of exposure and attack. 
The facts and hints he collected then had to be investigated by his So- 
ciety for the Prevention of Crime, with attorneys and detectives who fol- 
lowed up these leads, proved or disproved them, discovered others by the 
way, and delivered the information with the evidence to the Doctor, who 
used them — wisely. All he gave in a sermon or a lecture was enough 
to startle his hearers and to frighten the police world with the suggestion 
that he knew all. He didn’t. As it turned out he did not know “ the 
half of it.” But he knew enough, and he understood so well what he 
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knew that by sticking within the provable facts, by selecting those that 
were the most typical and significant, and using these boldly, he carried 
his charges every time. 

“ The police are paid bribe money regularly by the saloons,” he would 
charge. “ That is why they do not close them. If they care to show that 
I am wrong, let them enforce the law and close the saloons. They will 
not. They cannot. They don't dare.” 

That is what he would say clearly, even fiercely, of a Sunday. On 
Monday morning, when I called and asked him how he knew that, he 
would give me prices, dates, and names, and, smiling, say, “ Now you 
ask Byrnes what he is going to do.” 

At police headquarters I would call on the Superintendent, who knew, 
of course, my routine; I soon learned to “ spot ” detectives watching me. 
Byrnes was ready for me. 

“ Well, and what does the reverend gentleman say this morning? ” 

“ He says that you won't close the saloons this week either.” 

“TIl show you,” he shouted in a rage one morning. He pressed a 
button, and to his Sergeant Mangin, who responded, he commanded: 
“Summon all the inspectors to report here at eleven o'clock. And” — 
to me — “ you too.” 

At eleven o'clock all the inspectors in full uniform and all the reporters 
were in the chief’s office. He rose from his desk and said: “ Inspectors 
of police, I have bidden you, again and again, to enforce the law requir- 
ing the closing of saloons at certain hours, especially at night and on 
Sundays. Once more I command you to order your captains to obey and 
enforce upon others obedience to the laws.” 

We report the news, describing the scene, and the next morning I call 
on Dr. Parkhurst, who says, “ Good. We'll see,” and smiling he adds: 
“ You will see — if you keep your eyes open — you will see the saloon- 
keepers and district leaders running to police headquarters to ask Byrnes 
if he means it; if he does, to protest and to threaten him. And as for me, 
TIl wait till Sunday to say what I see.” 

I saw the procession of saloonkeepers, politicians, and others, many 
other people, calling on Byrnes. One day Tim Sullivan, the famous 
East Side ward boss, came up to me, straight in his direct way, and asked 
me what th’ hell I was trying to do. 

“1? ’T exclaimed. “I’m not trying to do anything but get the news.” 

“ The hell you ain’t,” he protested. “ You are backing up that damned 
preacher. Before you came to headquarters the reporters paid no atten- 
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tion to what the blankety-blank said. But now you interview Byrnes, 
ask him what he’s going to do about it, and the other reporters have to 
report what he says too. You're making it hard for the old man; he says 
so himself; and you're making it hard for us, too. Why? What's th’ 
game? What do you get out of it all? ” 

“ News,” I laughed. 

“ News! ” he echoed. “ Say, if that’s all you want I'll give you news; 
we'll all give you news. I can tip Byrnes to put you ‘way inside on th’ 
news.” 

“ Go ahead,” I answered, jesting, and to my consternation he darted 
back into Byrnes’ office, and coming out, reported, “I’ve fixed that all 
right. Now you be goad. See? ” 

This had consequences which I was not “ wise ” enough to foresee or 
detect. I did not understand that I was being bribed; nothing happened 
immediately. Riis joined me in pressing Byrnes to heed Dr. Parkhurst 
or at Jeast to answer his tirades. The other reporters merely laughed at 
me and my naiveté, but police officers were polite and obliging. Byrnes 
offered me a beat on a burglary several days later and looked mystified 
when I declined it, saying priggishly that the Post did not care for that 
sort of news. What interested me was that the police-court cases showed 
and the reporters reported that the liquor laws were not enforced, as Dr. 
Parkhurst knew. He said so in his next Sunday sermon; he said it furi- 
ously, with scathing sarcasm and jubilant triumph. 

“Now,” he said amiably Monday morning, “ now see what Byrnes 
does by way of his next bluff.” 

I think that at that time Dr. Parkhurst was really driving at the clos- 
ing of the saloons. The appeals of wives and children to him for relief 
from the week-end drunkenness of their husbands and fathers were 
worrying the clergyman and making him hope for the enforcement of 
the early closing laws so as to save some of the workers’ wages. My 
interest was in the glimpses I was catching of the Tammany govern- 
ment, and, by the way, of political morals. The police were protecting 
from the law and from public opinion the lawbreakers they were ap- 
pointed and paid to protect the public from. That was an apparent fact 
about the New York government. And by way of morals there was the 
faithful keeping of the alleged contract of the police with the saloon- 
keepers. Anyway, I went from Dr. Parkhurst, not to Byrnes, but to Riis. 
After a talk with him, about the situation as I saw it, he went with me 


to interview Byrnes. 
“ What about it, Inspector? ” Riis asked for us both. 
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“ What about what? ” Byrnes retorted, his Irish showing in his angry 
eyes and hanging jaw. 

“ Parkhurst says you were bluffing when you had us in here last Mon- 
day to hear you instruct the inspectors to shut up the town. Anyway 
they didn’t do it. What next? ” 

The chief paced the floor a few times, then halted before Riis and 
challenged him. 

“Is the Sun backing Parkhurst? I know the Post is, but as I read 
the Sun — ” 

He was referring to the attacks by the Sun upon both Parkhurst and 
the Post for their hypocritical policy of law enforcement, but Riis, who 
was not only a reporter, cut him short. 

“ Never you mind the Sun,” he said. “ Say what you are going to do. 
That’s the news of the day, and the Sun prints the news.” 

“Two o'clock,” said Byrnes, pointing us to the door and going to his 
desk. 

“The” inspector, as I have said, had a funny way of affecting the 
dignity which he thought belonged to his position as the head of the uni- 
formed police force; he would speak English as English as he could, 
using the broad “ a.” But under the strain of a sudden temper, he would 
fall back into his native Irish. This happened that day. 

At two o'clock, when the inspectors filed into his office with Riis and 
me, the Superintendent in full uniform was pretending to write at his 
desk. He was very busy, too busy to see us till we had stood there silent 
and waiting and winking at one another for a minute or two. It seemed 
long before Byrnes looked up, saw us, rose solemnly, and strode slowly 
around in front of his inspectors, who watched him come. He never 
looked at Riis and me. He stood glaring at his inspectors. 

“ Gentlemen,” he began, “ did not I command you last Monday on 
this very spot in this same office to enforce to the letter the laws regulat- 
ing the saloons in this city, and — and to close them one and all at the 
legally fixed hours for closing? ” 

No answer of course, only silence and attention, while the chief, 
crouching low at them and balling his fists, cried, “ Well, and what I 
want to know now is: did youse did it? ” 

I snorted, couldn’t help it; and Byrnes whirled upon me, and his arm 
lifted at the door, he yelled, “ Get out of here! ” I ran; Riis stood, but 
the angry man added, “ Both of you.” Then Riis came out laughing 
too. 

How Byrnes finished his broken scene, what he said further to his in- 
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spectors, we did not learn. The inspectors avoided us, slipping back 
into their offices with sobered faces and mute lips. But the next Satur- 
day night and Sunday many saloons closed. Not all. There seemed to 
have been some request sent out from headquarters for a voluntary com- 
pliance with the law; the liquor dealers must have decided among them 
which were to close and which to remain open. Anyway, for the next 
few weeks different saloons seemed systematically to obey and disobey 
the law, and there were few raids, though there were some places, the 
most notorious, which never did close. They had “ thrown away their 
keys ” the day they opened up for business, and it was not till Theodore 
Roosevelt became Commissioner that these powerful men were brought 
to heel. 

Why were these lawbreakers so strong? And why was there such an 
opposition to the simple, superficial reforms of Dr. Parkhurst? I used 
to wonder at what I was seeing, and the reporters, policemen, politicians, 
who explained it all to me, wondered at my stupidity. I could under- 
stand the bribery and the contributions to political parties; that ac- 
counted for the police and Tammany Hall, and that satisfied the minds 
of my informants. But it did not explain to me the opposition to reform 
that was most bitter: that of good, prominent citizens who had no ap- 
parent connection with the underworld. As Dr. Parkhurst forced such 
results as the voluntary closing of some saloons, he was hated more and 
more openly by people whom one might expect to see approving his 
course: bankers, businessmen, and even other clergymen. There was 
something to find out about the organization of society, as it occurred 
in New York, something the “ wise guys” of the underworld did not 
know or would not tell. I asked my friends in Wall Street to justify 
their indignation at Parkhurst, but all they would say was that his cru- 
sade “ hurt business.” That was the first time I heard that expression. 
“ How can the closing of saloons hurt business in Wall Street? ” I asked 
James B. Dill, who knew everything. He kicked my shin, hard, and 
when I exclaimed, he answered my question, “ Why does your mouth 
cry out when only your shin is hurt?” That was the answer, but I 
could never be satisfied with a fact or a phrase; it was a picture I needed, 
a diagram of the connection between the saloon business and the banks, 
just as I had one of the nervous system that linked up my lower and 
upper extremities. 


VI. THE UNDERWORLD 


it by letting me in to a view of his relations with thieves and the 

underworld generally. It may have been Tim Sullivan's hint that 
I could be won with “ news ”; it may have been that, wishing to impress 
me, he talked, and talking, naturally turned to the field where he was 
most impressive, his detective work. Before he was promoted to be 
Superintendent of Police, he had been for years the inspector in charge 
of the detective bureau. He had enjoyed that work, evidently, and his 
many miraculous services to prominent people who had been robbed 
had made him loom in their imagination as the man of mystery and of 
marvelous effects. They all knew him in Wall Street; big men down 
there envied me the privilege of knowing personally “ the inspector,” as 
they still called him. 

“You see him? Every day? And he talked to you, man to man, like 
that? ” 

Few of them had seen him. Even those he had helped out of trouble 
had rarely met him personally. It was his pose to remain in the back- 
ground, receiving communications through others — detectives or at- 
torneys — and working in the dark, suddenly hand out his results. You 
saw only the hand and the restored property. Bankers told me tales of 
how somebody's house had been robbed; the inspector had been told 
about it, and having listened in silence a moment, had said, “ Enough. 
Your diamonds will be delivered at your house within three days.” And 
on the third day — not on the second or the fourth, but exactly when 
this amazing man had promised — your diamonds were handed in by 
two startling men “ with the compliments of the inspector.” Another 
banker had had his pocket picked of money and valuable papers; he did 
not mind the money, but the papers . . . Byrnes had got back the papers, 
all intact. 

One of the most famous of our millionaire families had consulted 
Byrnes about a foreign nobleman who had won the love of a daughter 
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of the house; what could be done to get rid of the fellow? “I'll see,’ 
Byrnes had answered, and a few days later he promised that the family 
would see no more of the foreigner. “ You might let me have enough 
money for him to pay his passage home and perhaps a little more.” 
Gladly they paid whatever Byrnes thought would “ do,” and no more 
was ever seen or heard of that trouble. Byrnes was the man to deal with 
blackmailers. Wall Street and “ Society” had suffered from the pos- 
session by unscrupulous scoundrels of personal and more or less scan- 
dalous facts against its leaders; true stories. Byrnes could deal with 
them. You told him “all about it ”; perhaps you made one more pay- 
ment, and — that ended it. Byrnes established Fulton Street as the dead 
line beyond which no thief could go downtown. It was understood that, 
in return for these services, Byrnes was tipped on stocks, let in on “ good 
things,” and otherwise helped to make money, quite properly; and no 
doubt the gratitude to Byrnes was an element in the ingratitude to Park- 
hurst. But that did not explain the connection between the saloon 
nerves and the big-business brains. There was something else back of 
all these surface signs. What was it? And how did Byrnes perform his 
miracles? 

While I was pondering these questions he did one for me. Drawing 
my salary one Saturday afternoon, I went home and took my wife out 
for dinner. As I was about to pay the waiter, I discovered that my pay 
envelope with the money was gone. My pocket had been picked. I 
complained to Byrnes by ‘phone; he asked how much was in the en- 
velope, how the envelope was addressed, and what lines of cars I had 
used to go home and to dinner. When I had answered all his questions, 
he said, “ All right. I'll have it for you Monday morning.” And on 
Monday morning Byrnes handed me the envelope with the money just 
as I had received it from my paper. 

“ How did he do it? ” I asked the other reporters. They were playing 
their poker in a basement office and had not much time for me, a green- 
horn. I had to repeat my question several times before one of them 
looked up and answered briefly. 

“Huh,” he said. “He knew what pickpockets were working the 
carlines you rode and he told the detectives who were watching them to 
tell them that they had robbed a friend of the chief’s of so much money 
in such and such an envelope.” 

“ But how — ” 

“ Ah, say, you don't know enough to cover Wall Street, to say nothing 
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of police headquarters. Byrnes passed the word that he wanted that 
dip back by Monday morning, and so, of course, it came back Monday 
morning.” 

What reporters know and don’t report is news — not from the news- 
papers’ point of view, but from the sociologists’ and the novelists’. It 
enabled me, when I learned a little of it, to write my Shame of the Cities. 
But it took time and sharp listening to get that little. Though I had 
nothing to do, professionally, with criminal news, I used to go out with 
the other reporters on cases that were useless to my paper but interesting 
to me. Crime, as tragedy and as a part of the police system, fascinated 
me. I liked to go for lunch to the old Lyons restaurant on the Bowery 
with Max Fischel or some other of the “ wise ” reporters. They would 
point out to me the famous pickpockets, second-story men and sneaks 
that met and ate there; sometimes with equally famous detectives or 
police officials and politicians. Crime was a business, and criminals had 
“ position ” in the world, a place that was revealing itself to me. I soon 
knew more about it than Riis did, who had been a police reporter for 
years; I knew more than Max could tell Riis, who hated and would not 
believe or even hear some of the “ awful things ” he was told. Riis was 
interested not at all in vice and crime, only in the stories of people and 
the conditions in which they lived. 

When Byrnes discovered that, while and because I did not write 
criminal news, he could interest and trust me with it, he used to call me 
in and tell me detective stories of which he was the hero. He was brag- 
ging, and he was inventing, too. This I knew because I had found out 
where he hid the detective storybooks he was reading, and borrowing 
them when he was not looking, I read and recognized in them the source 
of some of his best narratives. Thus I discovered that instead of de- 
tectives’ posing for and inspiring the writers of detective fiction, it was 
the authors who inspired the detectives. For example: 

One day a young policeman who had just been appointed a plain- 
clothes man appeared at headquarters so exultant that I asked him what 
he had done. He hesitated 2 moment; detectives are forbidden to tell 
of their feats; that must be left to the inspector; but he knew that I did 
not report crimes, and he did want to talk; so he told me that he had 
“ got the dope ” on a certain big robbery of a rich man’s house up Fifth 
Avenue. 

“ You remember the case,” he began. “ Jewelry and silverware taken 
on a grand scale, and the owner hollered. That made the old man mad; 
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with the public in on it, he had to make a showing; so we were all in- 
structed to do our damnedest.” 

The police all over the world caution citizens who are robbed to re- 
port to headquarters and never to the press. They explain that detec- 
tives can work better if the thieves are not warned by the newspapers 
that the police are after them. This is absurd, of course. Thieves al- 
ways know when the police are looking for them after a crime. The 
true reason of the police for privacy is that they don't like to have the 
public know how many unsolved crimes are committed, and they do like 
to deal privately and freely with the criminals. My detective assumed 
that I understood this; he assumed that I knew everything. His next 
assumption was that I knew that detectives specialized, as criminals do, 
in one class of crime, and that the detective’s trade consists not in pur- 
suing but in forming friendships with criminals. 

“Te wasn't any of my business,” he said. “ My assignment, of course, 
is to the dips [pickpockets]; I was promoted because I had cultivated 
them and their girls and was known to be in with em. The case was 
either a burglary or a plain robbery, a good job, too, and the burglars 
and such that ought to know about it were as mystified as the chief him- 
self. They said that they hadn't any of ’em done it. The old man put 
some of them through the mill till he was convinced that no crook that 
is allowed either to operate or to live in New York was in on it in any 
way. He thought, and I remember I guessed, that it was an inside job: 
servants. But the servants had all been kept, and the old man couldn't 
get a word out of them; not tothe point. He said that they seemed really 
as mystified as anybody. A pretty case, eh? 

“Well, we heard no more of it for a couple of months. I had about 
forgotten it and the burglar gang had dropped it, when one night I saw 
a dip who had been on the bum all dressed up with lots of money. He 
used to work the Bridge cars [the old Brooklyn Bridge surface lines] 
but had a row with his pal and got fired. Unable to work, he was down 
and out. Here he was, all of a sudden, flush and sassy. I naturally asked 
what tell. ‘ Got a new girl,’ they told me in the barroom where the dips 
hang out. I smelled a rat. ‘She must work,’ I thinks. ‘ A servant per- 
haps. But how, then, did she get the money?’ I followed her home, 
and what do you think? She went to that house on Fifth Avenue. 
Say, I had something, and I knew it. I got hold of her pickpocket and 
asked him if he'd like to get back on the cars. He sure would; what 
would it cost? I said he knew what the price would be, and he said he 
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knew, too. He'd think it over. And the next night he paid the price 
to the old man himself, me being there. . 

“ The story was simple. The butler was the boy. He was a French- 
man, a regular at home, who got in wrong with his French police. He 
came over here to work his old game, which was to take a job and ‘ get’ 
a maid, usually a homely one. She did the actual lifting of the stuff; 
he sent it to pals in Paris, giving her a fair divvy. He was square with 
the money; square enough. She got more money than she ever saw 
before. He took her to dances, and there took up with other girls; neg- 
lected her, and she got mad and took up with my dip, who picked up all 
her money and all her story, which Byrnes has. The arrests were made 
last night.” 

This, then, was a true detective story. Two days later Byrnes called 
in the reporters, and announcing the arrests, related a detective yarn 
which was so full of clews, thought, night reflections, and acute reason- 
ing — it was, in brief, so perfectly modeled upon the forms of the con- 
ventional detective story, that the cynical police reporters would not 
write it. They reported the news, the arrests, and left the story to the 
court. Byrnes often asked me if I knew why my colleagues did not use 
all his stories; I think now that he liked to tell them to me because I 
seemed to swallow them. We used to discuss criminals philosophically, 
and he then talked straight; at least he dropped remarks which con- 
firmed the reporters’ gossip about his methods. 

Tapping on his window one afternoon, he beckoned me into his office, 
saying: “ Here, now, I’ve got a case that puzzles me. There's a pick- 
pocket downstairs [in the basement, he meant, where the cells were] 
who has always been straight with me. He operates all the big cities 
that I have no arrangement with; St. Paul, Seattle, ‘Frisco, Los Angeles, 
back via New Orleans to the middle west and the east. He never works 
in New York. When he has made a pile he comes to town, every year, 
to go to the theaters, gamble a little, dine here and there, and, generally, 
live. He calls on me to report and get permission; he promises not to 
do a thing here, and I always have let him have his vacation. Never has 
he broken faith. He has never given me any information; he's no use 
to me; but he has been on the level till here the other day he was caught 
in a crowded surface car with a fine gold watch in his hand and a crowd 
on his neck. Why? He knew who was working that car; he knew they 
would kick at his butting in on their beat; he’s a ‘ wise guy,’ and yet he 
made his dip and, worst of all, got caught.” 
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“ Well? ” I questioned. “ Why don’t you ask him about it? ” 

“Oh, I have, several times,” said Brynes. “ But he gives me a rig- 
marole about having lifted the watch to see if he could and meaning to 
put it back. I can’t get it; and I kind o’ like the fellow. Now I’m going 
io send for him and leave you alone with him to see if you can get the 
answer.” 

Two detectives brought up the prisoner, and at a sign from Byrnes, 
left him standing just within the door. 

“ That’s the man,” said Byrnes to me for him to hear. “ He can talk 
to you or not, as he pleases. If he does you may get his story; I can’t. 
When you are through, press the first button.” 

As Byrnes went out, the thief looked curiously at me; he looked all 
around the room, at the windows, the doors, the desk, and back at me. 
Cool and silent, he looked me up and down, as I did him. He wasa tall, 
slender, self-contained man of about thirty, with sharp, quick eyes, a 
sharp, thin nose, and long, beautiful hands which hung quiet but gave 
one a sense of life. 

“ The inspector,” I began, “ was telling me about you.” I repeated ex- 
actly what Byrnes had said. “ He likes you,” I added. “I can see that; 
he wants to trust you, and he asked me, a reporter, to see if I could get 
your reason for operating that carline when you had promised not to 
work in New York.” 

He walked swiftly over past me to the window, where he turned so 
that he could have the light on me, not himself. 

“It’s simple enough,” he answered in a high-pitched little voice. “I 
did not operate that line, only that one car for that once; and that was 
notadip. I didn’t mean to steal the watch; I got caught putting it back.” 

I did not understand, and he must have seen my mystification. He 
sighed and said, “ Some people think money is all there is to it.” And 
when he saw that this added nothing to my understanding, he went on 
rapidly: “ It was this way: I was riding that crowded car to get up to my 
hotel. Didn’t need money. But I spotted a fellow standing up in the 
aisle with a thief guard on his watch and as I studied the thing I saw it 
was a new trick —a new one on me. I would have liked to beat it; I 
didn’t intend to, because of Byrnes, who has been square to me, pretty 
square; as square as a cop canbe. You're not a bull, you say? ” 

“No, a reporter.” 

“A writer. Well, then, you ought to believe me,” he answered. “I 
moved up close to the smart Aleck with his wonderful watch guard only 
to study it, and I couldn't see it all; only the bit of it that stuck out. It 
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was fastened somehow in the vest pocket; I wanted to see how. My 

hands did, I mean. Thats what you ought to get that the old man 

can’t; that my fingers asked me to let them feel out that guard and — 

and — they bet they could break it, get the watch — and — and they 

promised they would put the watch back into the pocket on to the 
uard.” 

He looked distressed, even as he told me. “I oughtn’t to have done it 
— in my position. Risking everything. I do like to come to New York 
and feel safe while I loaf. And I had no pal, you see, nobody to bump 
the fellow and draw off his attention. I think that it was that maybe, 
added to the new guard, which made me want to see if I could. Any- 
way I let my hands go, and they went in, felt and understood the guard; 
they got it, opened it, and I had the watch and all. And, honest, it was 
the best guard I ever went up against. I held it in my hands, looking it 
over, and was just about to put it back when the two dips that work that 
line jumped on the car front and back! ” 

He looked his exclamation; he was frightened. 

“ Now,” he said proudly, “I ain’t afraid of no bulls, see? But dips, 
and New York dips with a monopoly on that line, they hate us West- 
erners anyhow — I had to hurry.” 

His quiet hands began to work, his quick eyes darted here, there, 
about the room. He was seeing his emergency again, and as he saw it, 
his hands reached out to me. 

“I saw those two pick me out; I saw them look at each other, then at 
the fellow I was dipping, then at what I had in my hands. We can see 
in my business, you know. So they saw me slip back the watch and — 
leave it. No time to replace the guard as it was. I just dropped it, and 
they were on me. They came from both ends of the car, banged on to 
the man as they wedged me, and ‘ Feel for your watch,’ one of ‘em called 
to the sucker. 

“© Humph! ’ he said, throwing up his hands. Of course, they had me. 
The sucker, other passengers, and my two — two competitors, my two 
monopolists, they all jumped me and yelled, till the two plain-clothes 
men at Fourteenth Street came aboard and pinched me.” 

He paced nervously across the room, returned, and stopped before me. 

“Do you understand? ” he asked, and he very much wanted me to. 

“We'll see,” I answered. I pressed the button, and Byrnes came 
slowly back. 

“ Well,” he said most casually. “ What are we up against? ” 

“ An artist,” I said. 
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“What!” 

“ A poor helpless artist,” I repeated, and I explained to the inspector 
that when a man is a master of his craft, he does sometimes practice his 
art when he should not; he cannot help it. I went into some detail, talk- 
ing about the follies of painters and the weaknesses of writers, while 
Byrnes frowned and the pickpocket’s face shone like a saint’s with hap- 
piness. When Byrnes’ frown cleared I knew I had put over my theory, 
and stopped. The thief seized my hand in both his and wrung it. 
Brynes watched him a moment, then said to the prisoner, “ All right. 
You can go. Only remember, New York is no place for artists. Get 
me?” 

He rang the bell, the two plain-clothes men reappeared, and their 
chief commanded, “ Turn him out.” 

I met that thief a few years later on a train going from Chicago to St. 
Louis, where I was muckraking. He came up to me in the dining car, 
handed me my pocketbook, and as ] recognized it and him, he said: 
“Never carry your wallet in your coat pocket. I know you don’t care 
for money; an artist has his mind on other, more important matters than 
money — sometimes. But I find that, besides money, you carry your 
railroad tickets and other valuable or private papers, all in the same 
wad.” 

“ Where did you lift it? ” I asked. 

“I saw you come to the train,” he answered, “ saw where you put the 
book when the conductor handed you back your slips, and — you really 
ought to know better — I thought I would teach you a lesson in the fine 
art of traveling. So I went to wash up when you did; I hung my coat 
up beside yours and at the same time transferred your pocketbook to my 
pocket.” 

I invited him to sit down and dine with me, and we had a long and te 
me at that time a very helpful talk about how the police do business with 
criminals in other cities than New York, the cities I was then working 
in and writing about, as he knew. That grateful thief paid me in full 
for what he called my “ pull for him with Byrnes,” who, by the way, 
never had any further cause to complain of his artist guest in New York. 

“ He used to call me in and tell me when some city was asking him to 
pick me up for them,” the man said that night. “ He tipped me, but he 


never gave me up. He was as square after that, almost as square, as 
one of us.” 
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this, that onc had to take several courses all together. There was 

the police news, police policies and politics; the Ghetto, with its 
synagogues, theaters, and moral struggles; the strikes; and, on the side, 
Wall Street. It differed from college in this, that I was interested in each 
of these courses and could see that they belonged together. They all con- 
tributed to the learning of life as it is lived. The difficulty was to dove- 
tail them into my time. 

My daily routine began at breakfast with the reading of the morning 
newspapers for a general sense of the general news, for a definite idea 
of financial developments to see if there was anything in my (construc- 
tive) line, and a careful sifting of the police and political reports for leads 
to follow up. My wife and her mother used to help in this pleasant 
work; they learned to notice “ uncovered ends ” of stories; to raise ques- 
tions which remained to be answered. We were acquiring the habitual 
attitude of the editorial mind: to look not only for information but for 
the lack of needed knowledge. I rose from breakfast with questions to 
go out and seek answers to. 

My first call was on Dr. Parkhurst, who also had read the papers and 
was ready with his informed comments on the news in his field, ex- 
planations of raids and other police activities, which he had from his 
Society. He often had new experiences to report, his and his agents’. 
If the police had raided a gambling house he had designated as “ run- 
ning full blast ” and found “ nothing doing,” “ nobody at home ”; if, in 
other words, the papers said that the alleged gambling joint was closed 
or vacant the night of the raid, Dr. Parkhurst would smile and say, 
“ Advise Byrnes to call again and not to have the gamblers tipped off 
next time.” 

Sometimes he would warn me of the business that was to come up 
that day for action by the Board or by the Superintendent of Police, give 
me the bearing and background of it and the probable decision. At 
other times he would point his remarks at Richard Croker as the guilty 
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head of Tammany just as Byrnes was the responsible head of the system 
of police graft. I usually left Parkhurst with an improved picture of 
the invisible government of New York and fresh lines of inquiry to 
follow up. 
Arriving at my office across Mulberry Street from police headquarters, 
I looked over the night reports from the precincts in the basement, and 
if there was anything interesting, like a big fire, a murder, or a street 
row, I asked Max Fischel about it. He was loyal to Riis; he would not 
give me a “ beat,” but my point of view was so different from Riis's that 
Max could tell me enough for me to decide whether to go out myself 
and get the story or let it go. It was seldom that I had to write any of 
the “ early morning news ” for the Post. When Riis turned up, bawled 
for “ M-a-a-x,” and sat down to write, I went through the police offices, 
saw and talked with Byrnes about “ what that crazy Parkhurst had said 
or done,” with the inspectors and the Health Department. Then, if 
there was a meeting of the bipartisan Board of (four) Police Commis- 
sioners, I attended and reported it. On tense days when the Parkhurst 
attacks were pressing, the meetings of these helpless politicians were 
dramatic and absurd. Two of them were Republican machinemen; 
two were Tammany officials. They had full power under the law, but 
actually they had nothing to do with anything but routine expenditures 
and details of policy. The uniformed police governed themselves in 
cahoots with certain politicians and associations of liquor dealers, gam- 
blers, and other lawbreakers. The poor, weak, conspicuous Commis- 
sioners were nothing but a “ front” to take the punishment. My pro- 
fessional job was, by their acts and sayings, to show this, and I did it 
gradually. Many a time I have sat with that Board with them all glar- 
ing at me and making, as I reported, speeches for me to hear and report, 
me and the other reporters. When in desperation they met behind 
closed doors, we reported that they were up to some chicanery which the 
public was not to know. They held no more private meetings for a while. 
When they had promotions to make, we used to find out and print in 
advance the names of the men the politicians and grafters had chosen 
for them to name, tell the political and scandalous reasons for the 
choice, and then watch and report their unhappy, humiliating obedi- 
ence to “orders.” It was an amazing example of professional political 
morality to me that these politicians were true to their backers and to 
one another. I offered the two Republicans many chances to serve their 
(theoretical) party interests and fight their (theoretical) enemy, Demo- 
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cratic Tammany, by turning against the system and joining the reform 
forces to put the rascals out. They were loyal to the graft, of which, so 
far as I could ever discover, they got no share. They were not good men, 
but there was honor among them. They suffered in silence like heroes 
for a cause; a bad cause and not their fault. 

When there was no board meeting or other important police business, 
I reported by ‘phone to the city editor, and he gave me other work, 
usually in or about Wall Street. I liked to keep in touch there. New 
corporations and combinations were forming, and when a great, rich 
company was announced in Wall Street as born in Jersey City and I had 
to run down the unknown directors only to find out that they were 
obscure clerks and bookkeepers in some bank or lawyer’s office, James 
B. Dill would explain to me that they were “ dummy directors.” 

“Dummy directors? ” 

“Yes, don’t you know that all directors are dummies? Most presi- 
dents too. Chairmen of Boards, managers, and heads of departments 
are real enough, but the bosses of business are the bankers and financial 
operators; they have no office at all in the company, but they run it 
through — dummies.” 

“ Well, but these directors are clerks, no use as a front.” 

“Yes, yes,” Dill would laugh. “ We're in a hurry now. We'll pick 
out some prominent, rich — gentlemen to go on the boards by and by 
when we get around to this detail. But perfectly tame dummies with 
good names of able fathers are not so easy to find. Wall Street is young. 
England has her nobility and old families and decaying rich houses to 
choose her ‘ guinea pigs’ from; we have to wait for the sons of our rich 
old families to grow up and be college bred to take orders, punishment, 
and ask no questions.” 

It was police and political parallels that enabled me to see Wall Street 
clearly. And by and by, as my wonder about politics outgrew my Wall 
Street interest, the financial practice began to light up the police and 
political government. In brief, as my dummy police commissioners 
were the key to Dill's dummy directors, so his dummy directors opened 
up my feeling for the dummy police board, dummy aldermen, mayors, 
governors. I remember, for example, how one day when I was bragging 
to my wife that, after all, though I was only a reporter, I had had chances 
to be something else, something respectable, she showed me a truth. 

“I was offered the presidency of that book trust,” I reminded her. 

“ Yes,” she reminded me, “ dummy president.” 
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My wife was often a help to me. Isaw ina fash, when she said that, 
how much less “ position ” meant than I had thought, how unflattering 
the offer was that I had boasted about. Would I take orders, as the head 
of a company, from the banker who appointed me, a banker who knew 
and cared nothing about books? What did he care about, that banker 
boss? 

“ Banker boss.” I recall the day when that phrase occurred to me. I 
was on my way back from Wall Street to my office at police headquar- 
ters, with instructions to arrange for an interview with Richard Croker. 
Both Dr. Parkhurst and the editor of the Post asked me to question him 
about the police graft, some of which was supposed to be passed on up 
to him. He had no public office; “ Dick ” Croker was the boss, who 
nominated candidates for office, both elected and appointed, and so was 
being denounced as the actual, responsible ruler of the city. An absurd, 
illegal, disgraceful arrangement, my paper and my friends said. And 
it was, in my opinion too. I had accepted also, unthinkingly, the re- 
formers’ proposed remedy : 

“ Down with the boss. Away with politics and the politicians. Elect 
to office good businessmen who would give us a business government.” 

As | reviewed all this that day, for the purpose of questioning Croker 
about his boss-ship, I asked myself suddenly what was the difference be- 
tween a political boss and a banker boss. None that I could see, except 
that one was a political, the other a financial, boss. Both political gov- 
ernment and business government were run on the same lines, both had 
unofficial, unresponsible, invisible, actual governments back of the legal, 
constitutional “ fronts.” A keen personal interest inspired me, not to 
telephone, but to go on up to Croker’s office, where he rarely appeared, in 
Tammany Hall on Fourteenth Street. He was there. He had his over- 
coat and hat on, ready to go out, and he invited me to walk along with 
him. 

A sweet-faced man he was, all iron gray; his hair, his hat, his neat suit 
of clothes were of one tone of dark gray. His eyes were kind, and at my 
announcement that “the Post wanted to know —” a winning smile 
spread from his lips up to his eyes. 

“Yes, 1 know that the Post wants to know; the Post needs to know, 
but ‘ Larry * Godkin would not learn anything from ‘ Dick’ Croker. 
He sends you up here to get me to say something to quote and roast.” 

He strolled along slowly, watching his step; then he glanced amiably 
around at me and said: “ Isn't that so? If I said something — no matter 
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what — wouldn't he jump on it and me? He would not be content to 
print it as I would say it and as you would write it, letting his readers 
judge, and take or forget it. He would pick it up and pound me with it. 
Sure, boy, you know he would. And so you know that it would be 
foolish for me to say a word for publication.” 

I did not answer, but I could see the sense of his remarks, and I think 
he could sce that I saw. “Sure,” he said, as the smile disappeared. 
“ You see that. A man in my position has got to keep his mouth shut. 
Let ‘em talk, let ’em roast, and no matter how hot and fast and hard 
they throw it into you, stand up and take it. I will not talk to you — ” 
He stopped, faced me down, and his eyes bored into me with a steady, 
unsmiling stare. Suddenly he relented. The sweet smile came back 
into his kind old face, and he added, “ As a reporter. 

“ But,” after a short pause, “ I will talk to you, man to man. On the 
understanding that not a word of what I say is to be printed or even re- 
peated to your editor, I will tell you anything you want to know, al- 
ways, straight, unless it is about someone else. See? ” 

I knew perfectly well that a reporter should not accept confidences; it 
is unprofessional to let his personal curiosity cross his paper's interest in 
“news.” The New York World of my day had a rule forbidding a 
correspondent, even at Washington, even with the President, to take any 
statement except for publication. But I was young. I was eager to 
know; knowledge was my price; and Mr. Richard Croker, as I always 
called him, had something in him that appealed to something in me. I 
respected, I came to like, that man. Anyway, I nodded my agreement, 
and often as I “ saw ” and interviewed him after that, I kept faith with 
him. 

“ Now, then,” he said that day as we crossed Union Square, “ what 
do you want to ask me?” 

“Well, about this boss-ship,” I began. “ Why must there be a boss, 
when we've got a mayor and — a council and — ” 

“ That’s why,” he broke in. “ It’s because there’s a mayor and a coun- 
cil and judges and — a hundred other men to deal with. A government 
is nothing but a business, and you can’t do business with a lot of officials, 
who check and cross one another and who come and go, there this year, 
out the next. A businessman wants to do business with one man, and 
one who is always there to remember and carry out the — business.” 

“ Business? Business? ” I repeated. “I thought government was all 


politics.” 


188 SEEING NEW YORK FIRST 


He smiled, turning to look into my face. 

“ Ever heard that business is business? ” he teased. “Well, so is 
politics business, and reporting — journalism, doctoring — all profes- 
sions, arts, sports — everything is business.” 

“ But business hasn’t any bosses,” I said. 

He stopped, serious, and as I stopped with him to face him, he pro- 
tested. 

“ Now, now, you ain't talking for publication either, and you tell me 
you have been a Wall Street reporter. If that is true, then you know as 
well as I do that Wall Street has its bosses just like Tammany and just 
like the Republican machine.” 

My blundering answer was the confession, first, that I did know that, 
and second, that I did not know it till that very day. Recounting to him 
the thoughts I had had on my way uptown about the parallel of dummy 
directors and dummy police commissioners, and banker bosses and po- 
litical bosses, I felt ashamed of the fact that I had not seen those things 
while I was in Wall Street. My humiliation was wasted. Perhaps my 
chatter was naive. Anyway it seemed to please Mr. Croker. He put his 
arm through mine, saying, “ I guess you are on the square all right.” 

The change of subject embarrassed me; so I blurted out another 
question. 

“ But they don’t have graft in business. How can you stand for that in 
politics? ” 

We were walking again, slowly up Broadway, and he strode along 
in silence for so long that I was about to repeat my question, when he 
answered. 

“ There is graft in Wall Street, of course. You don’t mean what you 
say about that. You mean that there isn’t any dirty graft, like the police 
graft, don’t you? ” 

“Yes, that was what I meant.” 

“Police graft is dirty graft,” he said as if to himself. “ We have to 
stand for it. If we get big graft, and the cops and small-fry politicians 
know it, we can’t decently kick at their petty stuff. Can we now?” He 
was looking at me again as he added with sharp emphasis, “ We can't 
be hypocrites, like the reformers who sometimes seem to me not to know 
that they live on graft.” 

Again he stopped, and again he wanted to be believed. “ This I tell 
you, boy, and don't you ever forget it: I never have touched a cent of the 
dirty police graft myself.” 
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I believed it; I never forgot it. It turned out to be true. Richard 
Croker never said anything to me that was not true unless it was a state- 
ment for publication, and then, if it was a lie, he had a way of letting 
you know it. He had morality. He was true to his professional ethics. 
And he said things that could be used against him; that day, for example. 

“ But you do make money out of politics,” I said as we paused to part 
at Madison Square. 

“ Like a businessman in business,” he answered, hard as nails, “I 
work for my own pocket all the time.” 

He faced me down with it, waiting to hear what I would answer, and 
when I did not answer, when he saw that I was thinking in a whirl, he 
turned warm and sweet again, held out his soft, small, white hand, and 
bade me good-by. 

“Come and see me again,” he invited, holding my hand. “ Mornings 
are best, after breakfast, at the Club, but come whenever you like, and 
if I have time we'll talk it all over.” 

My days ended as that day did. I went home, told my little family all 
that I had seen and heard, and tried to find out what I thought about 
what I had learned. A bore? My wife may have felt it so, but her 
mother understood. 

“Goon. Talk yourself clear,” she would say. Sometimes I did, but 
most often I talked myself unclear. I seem to have had a conception, a 
diagram, of life which every new discovery wrecked or, if it held, had 
no place for new facts. Facts. It seems to me now that facts have had 
to beat their way into my head, banging on my brain like the bullets 
from a machine gun to get in; and it was only by being hit over and over 
again that I could let my old ideal and college-made picture of life be 
blown up and let the new, truer picture be blown in. No wonder some 
men cannot learn; they are subject only to a few shots, not riddled with 
volleys, daily, all their lives. 


VIN. THE LEXOW POLICE INVESTIGATION 


Ew York in the nineties was about what Tennessee is now- 
| \ | adays, a provincial, moral community with a conscience, to 
Ņ which Dr. Parkhurst and the reformers could appeal, as they 
did, with fine blind faith. His mind represented our mind. He and 
we, the people, took a moral view of politics, government, business — 
everything. I do not mean that we were all good men and women. 
Some of us did some pretty bad things ourselves now and then, but we 
all meant well and so, on the whole, we felt that we were a pretty good 
people who wished for, voted for, and deserved a good government. 
We did not define “ good ” or “ good government”; we did not have 
to. Everybody knew what was bad; our city government was bad. We 
knew that in a general way, and Dr. Parkhurst was making our vague 
sense of evil acutely definite by the simplest sort of moral revelation and 
reasoning. 

He pointed out that there was a gambling house running in the Ten- 
derloin. Gambling is bad. No doubt about that; even gamblers ad- 
mitted that gambling was wrong. There was a law against it. The law 
was all right; nobody doubted the righteousness of such a law. All that 
was necessary was to enforce that law, and we had a police force to do it. 
But when Dr. Parkhurst called upon the police to close the said gam- 
bling house they would not do it, or if they made a raid, it was only to 
find the place all ready for them: with no business doing. Dr. Parkhurst 
said and we believed that the police had warned the gamblers. Why? 
Huh, we could guess the answer, and Dr. Parkhurst said it right out: 
bribery. 

The saloons, too. Drinking is bad. True, some of us drink; the best 
clubs of the best people have bars; and the saloon is the poor man’s club. 
But the Jaw allowed for all that. The law only regulated the liquor busi- 
ness; it designated reasonable opening and closing hours. If it was 
wrong in any particular, the remedy was to change the law. But why 
should the police, appointed and well paid to enforce the Jaw, assume to 
amend it and protect the saloons? Bribery. 

Bribery was the answer to all our questions, and bribery was wrong. 
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Wasn't it? I never heard but one man in all those days defend bribery, 
and that one was an Englishman in the City Club. “If,” he said to a 
group of us reformers, “if you are promoting a business and you en- 
counter in the state an obstacle, you will bribe it out of your way just as 
you would blast a rock.” I remember this because it was so “ un-Ameri- 
can ” to our way of thinking. Americans did that, but even the blasters 
themselves did not say or think it. Our bribers in New York declared 
that they were “ held up ” by the police and the politicians; the gamblers 
and liquor dealers were blackmailed. Whichever it was, however, 
whether blackmail or bribery, we were learning — Dr. Parkhurst and 
the investigators, I as a reporter, the people as newspaper readers — we 
were learning with astonishment that it was these corrupt practices that 
were making our good government bad. 

“ Well, and what are you going to do about it? ” 

Richard Croker asked that question. He asked it often, and I knew 
the spirit in which he put it to me, to us reporters. The old man, over- 
whelmed by the evidence produced and knowing how old and estab- 
lished the complicated system of bribery was, really wondered what 
could be done about it. He felt it was bad; our corruptest men were not 
cynical like that good Englishman. Croker was intellectually and 
morally a citizen of the civilization of New York. He had been as a 
youth a gang leader, the tough chief of the famous Tunnel Gang, had 
killed his man, and was the very type that comes up now out of the 
depths of our cities as bandits, or politicians, or go-getters in business. 
But, like a modern gunman, he had the same moral ideas as the rest of 
us. A bandit acknowledges our laws against robbery, and Croker never 
did and never could have defended bribery. When some reporter be- 
trayed his confidence and reported his puzzled questioning it was pre- 
sented and taken as a defiant challenge. But as he used to say it to me, 
it was an awed, a moral, question; and it served a moral purpose. 

Dr. Parkhurst and the rest of us exposers and reformers were merely 
destructive. We were showing up the evils of our police and our Tam- 
many politics and government. Richard Croker’s exclamation, the 
sensation of a day, was a call upon us to do something constructive. 
What? We did not know. I mean that I did not find anybody with 
any intelligent plan for the reform of a city. There may have been, 
there must have been, some individuals among the million or so of peo- 
ple in New York who knew what to do, and it was my job as a reporter 
to seek them out and report them. but within the limit of my search I 


—e 


—EEE————— 


192 SEEING NEW YORK FIRST 


found not one. I could not interview radicals, of course; there were not 
many of them anyhow; they were only faddists: cooperators, socialists 
(a few), anarchists, whom nobody would listen to. The Post asked me 
to go to the meetings and the offices of the educated leaders of law and 
the other professions, business, and — in brief — the leaders of thought 
and culture in New York, and I remember jotting down a note, long 
since lost, to the effect that there was no more science in society than 
there was in the universities; there was no political science, no science 
of economics and no understanding of the psychology of “ bribery and 
corruption ”; no thought-out plan for municipal reform. Facts we had, 
but no generalizations and no capacity to generalize. I felt the need, my 
old need, of a picture of the government as corrupted, but nobody could 
help me to paint one. 

Dr. Parkhurst’s constructive ideas were as simple and moral as his 
charges, which he continued to deliver with force and effect. His analy- 
sis of his facts was that, since only bad men would take bribes and since 
the Tammany police and political officers not only accepted but exacted 
them, our government was bad because there were bad men in office. 
And the cure was to discharge the bad men and elect good men. That 
expressed our popular mind; our educated men knew no better; so that 
was becoming the issue. The problem was to find good men to nomi- 
nate and elect. Our old habit of turning out the party in power and 
electing the other party, which was good enough in national elections, 
would not do in our exceptionally bad city of New York. Our Repub- 
licans were almost as bad as our Democrats. We knew this by experi- 
ence. In past crises of this moral kind, we had let the Republican State 
government interfere in the city government — without any relief. We 
had bipartisan boards, like our police commissioners, and they had 
either winked at the corrupt practices of the Democrats or divided the 
graft. We were now for nonpartisan boards, mayors, and a “ civil- 
service reform,” modeled upon the British permanent officials. Mr. 
Godkin and the Post were leaders in the civil-service reform movement, 
as Theodore Roosevelt was. But the great idea that grew out of our dis- 
gust with the politicians of both parties was to elect as mayor not a poli- 
tician but a businessman who would give us a good business govern- 
ment. 

The first step taken, however, was to demand of the State Legislature 
the appointment of a commission to investigate the charges of Dr. Park- 
hurst and the reformers against the city police. I was sent to Albany 
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on this issue, and my first sight of that capital brought back wividly to 
my memory the California Legislature when I played around Sacra- 
mento with my boy chum, Charlie Marple, the page. It was the same 
picture. The two deliberative bodies looked alike, they sounded alike, 
they acted alike; and, as I worked in with the other reporters to inquire 
about the likelihood and the probable personnel of the police inquiry, I 
realized that they were organized and run alike. I heard the same 
honest, cynical comments. The two parties, Republican and Demo- 
cratic, were both tempted to send down the investigating committee, 
the Republicans because there was a chance to win the city away from 
the Democrats, the Democrats because a controlled commission might 
whitewash Tammany and shut up Dr. Parkhurst. And a whitewash 
was what was planned and expected. But the Democrats were afraid 
that the inquiry might escape control and really show up what every- 
body in Albany seemed to know existed, and they threatened and the 
Republican leaders dreaded a revelation of the Republicans involved. 
It was “ playing with fire,” as the leaders of both parties said, and not 
only to one another; they said it to us reporters. They assumed that we 
knew how things were, and no doubt the other reporters did know. I 
did not. I was learning about the city police, of course, but I was far 
from taking them as a matter of course as the Albany correspondents took 
them. I could hardly believe what I knew of New York, and as to 
Albany — I was willing, I pretended, to accept all I heard, but I simply 
was not able to. I went home in a state of mind that is now familiar to 
me: trying to digest what I could neither doubt nor believe. 

I believed and I reported to my paper that the Legislature would ap- 
point an investigating commission, which would be stacked to find 
everything as near all right as one can expect it to be in a great city. And 
a commission was appointed, the famous Lexow bipartisan committee. 
Whether Senator Lexow, the chairman, had instructions to go easy or 
hard I do not know, but the expectation of a whitewash had aroused a 
sneering, laughing public opinion which Dr. Parkhurst, the reformers, 
and the press whipped up to indignation. The committee had to do 
something; some show of earnestness became politically essential, and 
they chose as their attorneys John D. Goff and Wm. Travers Jerome, 
who could not be pulled off. Jerome was my friend — a young man of 
good, old, New York antecedents, great dash, and courage; he knew 
conditions like an insider. He knew what he was up against, the pulls, 
the threats, the dangers he must fight, but he believed if he succeeded 
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he would have a career in law and politics. He set out to succeed. He 
chose assistants, detectives, friends he could trust. He called for evi- 
dence from Dr. Parkhurst and his society, from the public, from the 
police and the underworld. As soon as he had a few witnesses he began 
his public hearings, which were the news of the day, for Jerome himself 
was a picturesque figure, the solemn commissioners were a study, and 
the witnesses and their facts and their language were curious and sen- 
sational. Back of the hearings too there were goings on which leaked. 
Jerome used police methods, the practices of prosecuting attorneys. 
With power, not only to hear, but to indict and try, he bargained with 
his witnesses; he could send them to prison, he could let them go, he 
could compromise, according as they told the truth and gave away the 
system and their colleagues, which was called squealing, or preserved 
their “honor among thieves.” So he threatened, he traded — he 
“fought,” as I afterward saw other investigators “ fight the devil with 
fire.” Evidently he had to fight both the enemy before him and his 
friends behind. There were delays — no sittings for days — and we 
heard rumors of “ differences ” among the commissioners and their at- 
torneys; the power of the guilty police officers was very great. They had 
behind them the most powerful politicians in both parties, whom they 
could threaten, in their turn, to involve in their testimony; and the poli- 
ticians could with threats call upon statesmen and businessmen high 
up. Once started, no one could foretell where the exposure would stop; 
it was indeed like a fire. A sensation for the public, that investigation 
was a worry, a tragedy, for the underworld and indeed for the upper 
world. Jerome must have had to compromise. The pressure upon him 
and the commission was irresistible, and my guess was that he had to 
agree to keep the revelations within the bounds of the police and their 
dealings with vice and small business. Anyway he did not go beyond 
that limit, which was set by the resolution under which the committee 
was appointed; he may have let some individuals escape, but Jerome 
showed enough. 

I was not at many of the hearings; my post was at police headquarters, 
and my job was to furnish the background and the connections and 
meaning of the evidence as it came out. Only on great days did I go to 
sit and watch and hear with staring eyes and staring mind. For it was 
news to me, as it must have been even to the crooks themselves, to see 
that what we had heard was true, to be forced to imagine what we knew, 
to be enabled to generalize our facts and fill out our imperfect picture 
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of police corruption. The witnesses were policemen, police victims, 
small businessmen, saloonkeepers, crooks, at first, and each one told 
something you had known of others’ doing or suffering. To Jerome 
this early testimony was meant only to involve and so force other, higher 
officials to testify; and sending for them, he would “ put them through 
the third degree” to compel them to “come through.” Many did. 
Clubber Williams, the first inspector, had to account for his riches — he 
had more money, more property, than he could have saved out of his 
salary. He had to admit that, but he said that he had earned it by specu- 
lation in some “ lots [of land] in Japan.” Most of the guilty witnesses 
dodged in some such way as that, but so many of them admitted so much 
and sketched out so many different angles of the truth that the news- 
paper readers, reading every line of the news, came to know what was 
being concealed. And as for the police themselves, they, with their 
knowledge and their imaginations at work to clothe all this testimony, 
they felt, as I knew from them directly, that “ the jig was up.” 

“ They’ve got us,” said Captain Schmittberger one dark day at police 
headquarters. And a few days later he went on the witness stand and 
told — everything. 

A tall, powerful, handsome man, Schmittberger had always been 
known to us at police headquarters as the collector of the Tenderloin 
precinct, which was the police district between Fifth and Ninth Avenues, 
Twenty-eighth and Forty-eighth Streets, where there was a concentra- 
tion of theaters and vaudeville houses, hotels, restaurants, saloons, 
and the great gambling resorts. He had been the collector of “ black- 
mail” as a policeman, wardman, and now, as captain of the precinct, he 
still superintended the gathering of bribe moneys, which, by arrange- 
ment, he distributed — so much to himself and his subordinates, so 
much more to the inspector of that district. When he went upon the 
stand in full uniform he made a clean breast of all his own doings, and 
the kingpin in the whole system of police graft, he knew and described 
what other officers did in other precincts, giving names, dates, prices, 
rules, customs, conversations, manners. In brief, Schmittberger gave 
the whole system away. 

After Schmittberger’s “ squeal,” other officers “laid down,” too. 
Byrnes resigned; other “ higher ups ” confessed; and the defeat of Tam- 
many was assured. Even the bad people, the poor and mean, who al- 
ways followed their leaders and voted the Tammany ticket — as solid 
as the Democratic solid south — even Tammany voters voted for reform. 
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IX. ROOSEVELT AND REFORM 


Suong. He was a merchant; he knew nothing of politics, and 

the politicians knew nothing of him. He was an ideal candidate, 
therefore. He was the good businessman who would throw out the 
rascally politicians and give us a good business administration. For him 
were the “ honest Republicans,” the fine old aristocratic Democrats, the 
reformers called goo-goos after their Good Government Clubs, the 
“ decent ” newspapers, and the good people generally. Richard Croker, 
who managed the fight against us, had his own machine, parts of the 
Republican machine, the saloons, gambling houses, all vice interests, 
sportsmen generally, and to my curious surprise many businessmen — 
the ablest, biggest, richest businessmen in local business: gas, transporta- 
tion, banks, and the great financiers. 

“ Sure,” said Croker one night to me, “ your reformer friends talk 
about business, but the businessmen who have business with the city 
government and so know about the Tammany administration — they 
are with us.” 

That was during the campaign. Croker had plenty of money from 
his rich backers and assurance from himself. -“ You won't get a look-in,” 
he declared. He talked, he looked, he behaved in a way that convinced 
me, for one, that our ticket would be defeated and Tammany and the 
crooked police vindicated. I did not report the reform side of the fight; 
the political reporters covered that and indeed the whole campaign, but 
I used to go out of personal curiosity to reform headquarters, and the 
managers there tried to, but could not, radiate confidence as Croker did. 
They could say that we were sure to win, but they looked anxious and 
spoke dubiously; their willing lies did not ring true. The first time I 
was persuaded that we would win was after the polls closed on Election 
Day, when, as the counting of the ballots began, Croker received us, as 
his habit was on Election Day, and calmly told us, not only that Tam- 
many was beaten, but by how large a majority. 

I was so astonished, so disappointed in Croker, whom I had believed, 
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that I hung back as the other reporters ran off — not to quote the boss; 
it was understood that Croker’s figures were not for publication, but — 
to whisper the “ truth ” to their chiefs. Croker saw me, came over, and 
laid his hand on my shoulder. 

“You look flabbergasted,” he said. “ Why? You knew all along 
that it was a reform wave, didn’t you? ” 

“ How should I know that? ” I protested. 

“ A political reporter, like a politician, has to know politics,” he smiled. 
“The betting showed; the gamblers have our figures. But one trip of 
inquiry into any Tammany ward would have told you that Tammany 
voters were going to vote against us this year, and one ward is all wards 
in a city. Our people could not stand the rotten police corruption. 
They'll be back at the next election; they can’t stand reform either. But 
this year they — as you see —” and, giving me a gentle shove, he added, 
smiling kindly, “ as you ought to have known, boy.” 

The other reporters did, they said. “ What do you do, read the 
papers or work for them? ” one of them asked me, when I had sounded 
him. 

Police headquarters was the proper background for my humiliation 
the day after the election. Everybody there was humble, too, and I sym- 
pathized with them. But they did not sympathize with me. Byrnes 
had nothing to say; Clubber Williams, hate in his eyes, stood with some 
papers in his hand to watch me come into the hall. 

“ Well, are you satisfied now? ” he sneered at me. 

“ Not yet,” I answered boldly, but I did not feel bold. I felt ashamed. 
Would I never see through the appearance of things to the facts? Never 
get past the lie to the truth? Victory was defeat for me. Dr. Parkhurst 
was calmly pleased. His attention, however, was fixed on the next step, 
the appointments to the police board. The fight was not over, he said; 
Mayor Strong was making “ deals.” Everybody was pulling and haul- 
ing upon him to do this or not do that, to name this man and not to 
name the other; the police board he had to appoint was the bone of con- 
tention among the groups who thought and said that they had “ made 
him mayor.” A businessman, he did not know the ethics or the ways 
of politics. He gave promises that could not be kept because they were 
contradictory. I saw enough of it to realize that reform politics was still 
politics, only worse; reformers were not so smooth as the professional 
politicians, and it seemed to me they were not so honest — which was a 
very confusing theory to me. I remember having a talk with Jake Riis 
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about it. His mind was single and simple. He declared that God was 
running it. 

“ Theodore Roosevelt is the man for president of the police board, and 
God will attend to his appointment. That's all I want to know. I don't 
care who the other commissioners are. T.R. is enough.” 

My academic interest in the difference between reformers and poli- 
ticians did not interest him; my suggestion that maybe the ethics of 
politics and the ethics of business were different and that, therefore, a 
man like Croker was better in politics than a merchant like Strong, 
whereas a businessman in business would be better than Croker — that 
bored Riis. He let me express my thoughts, but after all, I could think 
aloud more clearly with my mother-in-law than with Riis and other 
reporters. She was neither religious nor cynical. But Riis was right, in 
a way. 

ee was appointed police commissioner. We got the news 
from our offices one day; Riis came shouting it out in the street, and 
within an hour up walked T.R. and three other gentlemen: Frederick 
Dent Grant, the son of General Grant; Avery D. Andrews, an ex-army 
officer, and Andrew D. Parker. I said that they walked. I mean that 
they came on foot; and three of them did walk, but T.R. ran. He came 
ahead down the street; he yelled, “ Hello, Jake,” to Riis, and running 
up the stairs to the front door of police headquarters, he waved us re- 
porters to follow. We did. With the police officials standing around 
watching, the new board went up to the second story, where the old 
commissioners were waiting in their offices. T.R. seized Riis, who in- 
troduced me, and still running, he asked questions: “ Where are our 
offices? Where is the board room? What do we do first? ” Out of the 
half-heard answers he gathered the way to the board room, where the 
old commissioners waited, like three of the new commissioners, stiff, 
formal, and dignified. Not T.R. He introduced himself, his colleagues, 
with handshakes and then called a meeting of the new board; had him- 
self elected president — this had been prearranged — and then ad- 
journed to pull Riis and me with him into his office. 

“Now, then, what'll we do? ” 

It was all breathless and sudden, but Riis and I were soon describing 
the situation to him, telling him which higher officers to consult, which 
to ignore and punish; what the forms were, the customs, rules, methods. 
It was just as if we three were the police board, T. R., Riis, and I, and as 
we got T.R. calmed down we made him promise to go a bit slow, to 
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consult with his colleagues also. Then we went out into the hall, and 
there stood the three other commissioners together, waiting for us to go 


so that they could see T.R. 


OUR BOYS. 


Jacon. 


O~? of the nicest little boys we 

know is Jacob. He is very fond 
of another little boy named Teddy, and 
likes nothing better than to be with 
him. Teddy is a scrapper. and breaks 
loose every once in a while, whereas 
Jacob is very mild. But they get along 
beautifully, 

Jacob does not care much for toys, 


but likes to play with Teddy's silk 
bat Also any other thing that Teddy 
has that has; been consecrated by 


use. 


T.R. HAD FEW FRIENDS 


Jacob writes nice compositions and 
makes them into books. Once he wrote 
a piece about himself and then he 
wrote a piece about Teddy. The first 
was called an autobiography and the 
second a campaign document Jacob 
is a very frank little boy and tells all 
he knows and feels, which sometimes 
makes you sorry for him. But, then 
again, you can't help but like him, be- 
cause he loves Teddy so. Not because 
Teddy ought to be loved like this, but 
just because Jacob loves him. 

a Life 
AS DEVOTED AS JAKE RIIS 


They did not like it a bit, as Parker told me afterward. “ ‘Thinks he’s 
the whole board,” he said; and the subsequent split of the commission 
was started right then and there. We warned T.R, and he tried to make 
it up to his colleagues. He consulted them when he thought of it, but 
Grant and Andrews did not know anything about the police, and Parker, 
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a New Yorker, familiar with the conditions, had it in for T.R., who, he 
said, was stepping up on the police job as a ladder to something higher. 

“Of course,” Riis answered, when I told him Parker's opinion. 
“Teddy is bound for the presidency.” 

My theory of T.R. was that he merely forgot the courtesies due the 
board. He had been asked to take the police job, he had been urged to 
clean out the department, and considering it with his friends, had been 
thinking of it as his job, his alone, forgetting that it was a board; and so, 
when the others were appointed, he kept forgetting them. He was so 
intent upon the task that he did not think of his associates or anything 
else. 

“Except the presidency,” Riis would roar, and he was so happy in his 
certainty that God and T.R. were working toward that end that I chal- 
lenged him one day. 

“ Let’s ask him,” I said. 

Riis sprang up, and with a “ come on ” to me, dashed across the street 
up to T.R.’s office. And bursting in, Riis did ask him to settle our dis- 
pute. Was he working toward the presidency? The effect was fright- 
ening. 

T.R. leaped to his feet, ran around his desk, and fists clenched, teeth 
bared, he seemed about to strike or throttle Riis, who cowered away, 
amazed. 

“Don’t you dare ask me that,” T.R. yelled at Riis. “ Don’t you put 
such ideas into my head. No friend of mine would ever say a thing like 
that, you — you —” 

Riis’s shocked face or T.R.’s recollection that he had few friends as 
devoted as Jake Riis halted him. He backed away, came up again to 
Riis, and put his arm over his shoulder. Then he beckoned me close 
and in an awed tone of voice explained. 

“Never, never, you must never either of you ever remind a man at 
work on a political job that he may be president. It almost always kills 
him politically. He loses his nerve; he can’t do his work; he gives up 
the very traits that are making him a possibility. I, for instance, I am 
going to do great things here, hard things that require all the courage, 
ability, work that I am capable of, and I can do them if I think of them 
alone. But if I get to thinking of what it might lead to —” 

He stopped, held us off, and looked into our faces with his face 
screwed up into a knot, as with lowered voice he said slowly: “ I must be 
wanting to be president. Every young man does. But I won't let my- 
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self think of it; I must not, because if I do, I will begin to work for it, 
T'll be careful, calculating, cautious in word and act, and so — I'll beat 
myself. See? ” 

Again he looked at us as if we were enemies; then he threw us away 
from him and went back to his desk. 

“Go on away, now,” he said, “and don’t you ever mention the — 
don’t you ever mention that to me again.” 

As Riis and I were going, crestfallen, thoughtful, down the stairs, I 
said, “ Well, you win, Riis.” 

“I do not,” he answered, hot; so loyal was Jake Riis; but he was 
honest, too. He hurried on ahead, and we never mentioned the matter 
again even to each other. 

The first thing the new police board did was to order the police to 
enforce the law, and when they did not obey, the second step was taken: 
the removal of the bad police officers. Byrnes had retired voluntarily, 
unprompted, and the day of his going is memorable to me. There were 
rumors of his retirement, and many businessmen and politicians called 
quietly, saw him, and as quietly slipped away. “ What will happen to 
us now I dread to think,” said a banker, who really looked frightened. 
I believe there were people who felt that all that stood between them and 
crime was this mysterious master of the police force. But thieves came 
too, and they were more frightened than the honest men. ‘They did not 
call on Byrnes; they simply walked along the streets around police head- 
quarters, and one man sat on the steps going up to the high stoop of the 
building. He sat with his head in his hands, his elbows on his knees, 
and seemed to heed nothing. I asked Tom the doorman who he was. 

“ Oh, just an old dip that the old man was good to sometimes. Thinks 
the world is coming to an end.” 

The crooks and the businessmen, and for that matter many of the 
police and police reporters (including myself), did not understand that 
it was not Byrnes but a well-nigh universal system that they were living 
and working under, a system of compromise and privilege for crooks 
and detectives that “the inspector” inherited and left intact. When 
Superintendent Byrnes retired that day and walked without good-by 
to any of us out of his office forever, men stopped and stood to watch 
him go, silent, respectful, sad, and the next day the world went on as 
usual. 

Roosevelt had to decide whether to let the other higher officers retire 
on a pension or be tried. Some of the commissioners and public opinion 
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were for punishment. “ Discipline,” they said; “ revenge,” they meant. 
Riis and I were against trials. With Riis, the veteran police reporter, it 
was sentiment, I think. He was fond even of some of the worst men. 
My attitude was instinctive: against punishment; but it was not clear 
and straight. There were exceptions. I wanted satisfaction from the 
clubber, Williams, and I told T.R. I wanted to be present when he fired 
him, and why. My argument, however, was that trials were long, the 
law technical and unsure, and T.R. who was swift, stood in the main 
for retirement. And he was strengthened by his experience. As he 
began to send for officers and tell them they must go; either reluctantly 
resign, retire, or be put on trial, “ pull ” interfered, and not political pull 
alone. 

“ Hey, there,” he yelled to me from his window one day, “ come up 
here.” I ran upstairs to his outer office, which was filled with all sorts 
of respectable people, evidently businessmen, lawyers, doctors, women, 
and two priests. Waving his hand around the circle of them, he 
squeezed through his teeth aloud: “I just want you to see the kind of 
people that are coming here to intercede for proven crooks. Come on, 
come into my office and listen to the reasons they give for letting bribers, 
clubbers, and crime protectors stay on the police force and go on grafting 
on the public.” 

Of course he spoiled the sport for that day and that crowd. I sat with 
him awhile, but the callers who had heard what he said could not make 
their pleas very well. They were too embarrassed. But on other days 
when I saw a “ string of pulls ” calling on him, I went up and listened. 
They were amusing; they did not know what they were talking about. 
Most of them merely liked personally some officer who had asked them 
to intercede to keep him on the force. What I got out of it was that so- 
called “ political influence ” is really a common, human plea which poli- 
ticians use best. The average good citizen tried to tell T.R. that the man 
he was pulling for was a good officer lied about. Since the officers T.R. 
was firing were all men fully exposed by the Lexow Committee — the 
worst of them — the good citizens’ appeals only angered him. But when 
a politician came breezing in and said: “ Sure, Mr. President, Captain 
Bill's a crook; most of ’em are crooks; most of all of us is so crooked we 
get cramps in our beds at night, but, hell, why pick on Bill? He knows 
you're straight, and if you ask him to go straight he will. Sure he will. 
I know Bill since he was a kid. All I ask you is to call him up, look into 
his face, and tell him what to do. You'll see: he'll do it.” 
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That sort of song and dance would tempt us; and I mean us. 

“What'll we do?” T.R. would say after a plea like that from some 
regular Tammany leader, and I could not help laughing. I knew just 
how the commissioner felt. I wanted to see Captain Bill and ask him 
to stay and help reform, as T.R. did; and sometimes we did send for Bill, 
and, well, sometimes T.R. kept a proved crook for a crooked politician. 
The reporters observed and reported it, too. 

Looking back at it now, I can see it better than I could then. I can 
see that the police assumed that T.R., being a reformer, might respond 
to a clergyman’s appeal or “ a word” from a businessman or any other 
“ good man” and be affronted by the plea of a politician, especially a 
Tammany opponent of reform. They did not know what false and of- 
fensive reasonings good people make. It was long before they learned 
that — for some reason, which they never did discover — the reform 
commission was, like the old board, subject to political pull. When they 
did learn it the character of the callers at police headquarters changed. 
Politicians came after that, prominent leaders of all parties — and failed 
often; they gave political reasons for mercy. The police never learned 
what it was that “ got ” T.R. 

“ What gets me,” said an old police sergeant (the wisest rank on the 
police force), “ what I can’t unpuzzle is why he'll listen to Tim Sullivan 
and throw down the reform Mayor himself and laugh a Platt Republi- 
can leader out of his office; and then turn right around and tell Charlie 
Murphy [a Tammany leader] to go sing his song to the high marines 
in the harbor, and do a favor for Lem Quigg [a Platt machine leader] 
up the river.” 

Nor could I solve the riddle, any more than T.R. could. He thought 
he was carrying out the reform policy of “ throwing out ” the crooks and 
enforcing the law. He was having a hard time of it. He could not make 
the policemen on their beats close up the saloons at the closing hour. He 
told them to. He issued formal orders, he made personal appeals, and 
nothing happened. Talking it over, we guessed that the rank and file 
would not obey the board because the higher officers, like Inspector Wil- 
liams, who gave T.R.’s instructions to their men, did so with a wink. 
By way of experiment I suggested that he force Williams out and then 
see what happened in his district. He agreed. He knew what had been 
disclosed of Williams’s share in the blackmail fund; everybody remem- 
bered the rich inspector’s “ lots in Japan.” I told about my experiences 
with this man and his brutal clubbings of East Side strikers. 
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“I said I'd be here at police headquarters till he was fired,” I con- 
cluded. 

“Did you?” T.R. asked. “ Well, you will. You'll be right here in 
this room.” 

A few days later T.R. threw up his second-story window, leaned out, 
and yelled his famous cowboy call, “ Hi yi yi.” He often summoned 
Riis and me thus. When we poked our heads out of my window across 
the street this time, he called me alone. 

“Not you, Jake. Steflens, come up here.” 

1 hurried over up to his office, and there in the hall stood Williams, 
who glared as usual at me with eyes that looked like clubs. I passed 
on in to T.R., who bade me sit down on a certain chair at the back of 
the room. Then he summoned Williams and fired him; that is to say, 
he forced him to retire. It was done almost without words. Williams 
had been warned; the papers were all ready. He “ signed there,” rose, 
turned and looked at me, and disappeared. 

He did, this one clubber; he went, but not the clubs. Skulls are still 
cracked — literally — in New York. My triumph was personal, mean, 
and incomplete. 

T.R.’s was a little better. With Williams out and an acting inspector 
in command of that district, a young, inexperienced patrolman “ took 
a chance,” as he said. One night this young cop walked into Pat 
Callighan’s saloon, laid his hand on Pat, and told him he was under 
arrest. Now Pat was a man of strength as well as power, and his 
gang was all there. He fought, the gang fought, there was a boozy, 
bloody battle, but the young cop with his night stick laid out enough 
men to hold off the rest. He arrested Pat Callighan. I saw this in the 
morning papers, and when T.R. arrived at his office I showed him his 
chance. 

“ Promote that cop,” I said, “ and you will show all the young police- 
men that you mean business. Pat Callighan is a sacred person in the 
underworld, a symbol. The key to his saloon was thrown in the river 
when he opened, and his door has never been locked since. If a patrol- 
man dare arrest Pat and can get away with it, then all saloons can be 
closed.” 

T.R. did it. This young policeman was too newly appointed to be 
eligible for promotion, and there was strong opposition in the name 
of the law, but T.R. had announced that he would make a roundsman 
of this, the first policeman to believe him, and the board consented. 
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And sure enough, other policemen of all ranks began to obey the 
orders of the board. Some saloons and some gamblers were raided — 
not many; not all laws were enforced. T.R. went about at night with 
Riis as his guide to see the police at work. He had some bizarre 
experiences. He caught men off post, talking together; he caught 
them in all sorts of misconduct and had funny, picturesque adventures, 
which Riis described to all of us (so fair was he as a reporter) and 
which we all wrote to the amusement of newspaper readers. But what 
T.R. was really doing — the idea of Riis in proposing it — was to talk 
personally with the individual policemen and ask them to believe in 
him, in the law, which they were to enforce. T.R. knew, he said, 
the power they were up against, the tremendous, enduring power of 
organized evil, but he promised he would take care of them. 

“Tt worked — a little,” he used to say. “I told them that we would 
back up and not only defend but promote those that served on our 
side, and I threatened we would pursue and punish those that served 
on the other side.” 

This he said, and while he was saying it, he was planning to “ fire ” 
Schmittberger, the captain, the key to the old system. 


X. SCHMITTBERGER: AN HONEST POLICEMAN 


defeat, I lived as a commuter at Riverside-on-Hudson. Those 

were bicycle days, and one morning as my wife and I were 
wheeling we met and passed Captain Schmittberger, the police Samson 
who had pulled down the whole structure of police graft and still lived. 
He had been sent to Goatville, as the cops called a remote country 
precinct like this where there was “ nothing doing.” He did not greet 
me. I saw him look, recognize me, and turn away. He had not 
forgotten that all through the investigation I had sung one monotonous 
song, day in and day out. “ Get Schmittberger.” If he would squeal 
he would deliver everybody and everything. Therefore, “ Get Schmitt- 
berger.” 

“ What a handsome man he is on his fine horse! ” my wife said, and 
indeed he was a handsome big fellow, whether afoot or ahorseback. 
His beauty had made him what he was, won him his appointment to 
the police force, won him favors and promotions — his beauty and his 
honesty. 

We saw him often after that. No matter how far we rode or into 
what lanes and byways we explored, we met Schmittberger always 
out somewhere on his mounted patrol, and I reported to Roosevelt 
and Parker that Schmittberger seemed to be always on the job. T.R. 
made no answer. Parker, a great walker, said he knew it. “ Every time 
I go up that way,” he mused, “ I meet the captain; he is all over the shop, 
and there isn’t a thing doing up there, not a saloon open, not a law 
broken.” 

One night a big river launch that belonged to a man who lived in 
our boardinghouse was robbed at its moorings. I reported to police 
headquarters in the morning, and that evening Schmittberger rode up, 
tied his horse, and looked over the launch. When he came back I was 
sitting in a hammock near by, and I asked him what he could do 
about it. 

“ Not much,” he answered mechanically as he remounted. “I’ve 
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sent down an old wardman of mine to find out what they know 
about the gangs that are working the waters, but, you know, we can’t 
do what we used to do. No connections any more. I don’t believe any 
of us knows now who the river thieves are.” 

“ Do you regret the old days, Captain? ” I asked. 

“I do not,” he replied quick and straight from deep inside. “I 
wouldn’t go through what I have gone through for — for a million 
times what there was in it for me. Never again. Not on your life.” 

There was something in the ring of this that tempted me to go on; 
not what he said, but his vehemence struck me as genuine. 

“ Get down, Captain,” I said. “ Let's have a talk.” 

He hesitated, gave me a look of surprise, inquiry — I could not quite 
read it, but he got down, tied his horse, and dropping into a big wicker 
chair, lighted a huge cigar. 

“You don’t believe me,” he began. “And it is tough. We had 
bought that big house we live in, the Missus and me, and I had been 
paying off the mortgage till there was only a few thousands left. I’d 
‘a’ paid it in a year more. Now it will never be cleared.” 

There was something conclusive about that “ never,” as if his mind 
was made up to no more graft. 

“Can't save enough on your salary alone to settle it, slowly, some- 
time? ” 

“Salary! ” he exclaimed. The police were well paid; a captain’s 
pay was pretty good. But he said it wasn’t good enough to cover more 
than living expenses and interest in such a big house as he had chosen. 
Couldn’t he sell that house and buy a simpler one? 

“The Missus likes this one,” he said, with finality again. “It’s our 
home.” 

It was my turn to hesitate, but I decided to drive in the probe and see. 

“But, Captain, we get it pretty straight that some of the cops are 
taking it again, a little, here and there, carefully — ” 

“Not me,” he declared with a lifting in horror of his two hands. 
“Never again, never again.” He even looked frightened, and as I 
stared back at him wondering, he sat up, and astonished, he said: 
“ Say, you don’t know what I've been through. You never had your 
kids sit silent at dinner, nudge one another on, and so pass the buck 
to the big boy you always kind of — wanted the respect of, and then 
had him swallow a lump and blurt out, ‘I say, Pop, is it true this stuff 
they are saying? It’s all lies, ain’t it!’” 
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He couldn't go on, and I didn’t want him to. I had forgotten, when 
I wrote my hounding facts and suspicions, that there were families 
back of these crooks, and children at home who sat silent, wondering 
at table whether their fathers were what the newspapers said. 

“The other kids ask them at school,” the captain blubbered, “ and 
so they ask you.” And when he got no help from me, no belief, he 
explained. “ And you ask me if I'll do it again! ” 

“ How did you ever get into it, Captain? ” I asked to ease him. He 
told me. 

He was a German boy, born, if I remember aright, in Hoboken, and 
apprenticed to a pastry cook in New York. Tall, rosy, frank, he must 
have been a pleasant sight in his white cap and jacket. “ Customers 
liked me,” he said; so he was sent out to deliver his fresh cookies at 
houses and restaurants near by. One day a couple of Tammany 
leaders admired him to his face, joked him on his height and good 
looks. “ Like to see you in a police uniform,” one of them jested, and 
Max, the German pastry cook, was so pleased, so surprised and eager, 
that the two “ good fellows ” agreed there and then to get him on the 
force. 

“Won't cost you a cent either,” one of them said. Max did not 
know then that there was a fixed price for an appointment on the 
force, a fee paid for pull. He had to study for an examination; he 
could hardly believe that he would ever be called, but he prepared 
under a man who made it his business to cram Tammany candidates, 
and to his joy and amazement, he was called, passed, and appointed. 
He was put through an unusually long, severe initiation at the hands 
of the older policemen in his station barracks. His account of it showed 
that they regarded him as an innocent, liked him, but were amused 
at his simplicity. He took it good naturedly and so became popular 
with the men, and he was so naive and obedient that his officers pre- 
ferred him, especially for decorative posts, street corners where he 
showed off well. 

“There was no traffic squad in those days,” he explained, “but I 
was set up in the middle of Broadway and Thirty-fourth Street, where 
l got to know lots of people, who used to say, ‘ Hello, Max.’ They 
laughed, but they were for me. They used to put in good words 
for me with my captain. Gosh, but I did like being a policeman. Do 
yet.” 

His night beat was on a side street. He did nothing; he saw nothing 
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for a policeman to do. On the next post, farther west, where the 
colored quarter began, there was always activity, and Schmittberger 
used to hang around that end of his beat to watch and envy the old 
policeman there. One evening as he was pacing his own quiet tour 
a colored girl ran down the steps and with a “ Here, officer,” pressed 
a ten-dollar bill into his hand and darted back into the house. Not 
understanding it, Schmittberger went on down to the old cop, showed 
him the moncy, and described how he got it. 

“Sure,” said the veteran, “that’s what the Cap put you on that fat 
job for: to make a little on the side.” And he explained how the patrol- 
man “ got his” now and then. 

“So the captain knows about it? ” 

“Sure thing. He knows everything like that, knows what every 
post in the precinct is worth, and his putting you where you are shows 
he likes you and wants to feed you up.’ 

“But why?” Schmittberger asked, who did not understand what 
the money was for, and he laughed when he told how the old cop 
misunderstood his question. 

“ What for! ” he exclaimed. “ Oh, it’s because you're so thin. He 
wants to fatten you up.” 

“ But,” Schmittberger related, “I had plenty to eat, so I turned in 
the money to the captain. That is, I started to. I laid it down on 
his desk and was beginning to tell him about it when he jumped 
down my throat. What did I take him for? And where did I get my 
nerve? I was scared; I thought the old cop had put up a joke on me 
to get me in bad with the captain, till all of a sudden he cooled down and 
said that he didn’t take chicken feed. I and the likes of me might take 
it and keep it.” 

A look of bewilderment — the original expression that he showed 
the captain, I guess— recurred on Schmittberger’s face as he drew 
for me the conclusion he evidently drew then: “ It was the tip, the size 
of it, that made him mad.” 

His captain seemed to have drawn a conclusion, too. He used 
Schmittberger more and more, and the story showed me —I’m not 
sure that Schmittberger saw it even as he told it—that he was 
being tried out in all sorts of delicate services: to carry money, to 
collect money, to do detective work. It was plain to me that that 
old captain was convincing himself that he had an honest, extraor- 
dinarily innocent policeman whom he could trust. 
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“ He had me cultivate the fly-by-night-hawks; you know [I didn’t], 
the drivers of old hacks, so old they’re ashamed to come out by day. 
The drivers patrol the Tenderloin, pick up rich drunks, and drive ‘em 
home by way of Central Park. There a pal jumps out, opens the door, 
and if the drunk is ‘ dead,’ yanks him out and robs him. That's bad, 
because the sucker, left there on the ground, catches cold. But it 
wasn't done in our precinct: ‘ None of our business,’ the captain said. 
And those fly hackmen were awfully useful to us. They knew 
all the crooks and gamblers in the world; they were called in on all 
sorts of phony business, all the way from making a getaway for some- 
body to driving a dead body to the river after a murder. They knew 
all the gossip of the ward, white, black, and yellow. 

“Well, I got to know all these drivers, and pretty soon they were 
reporting to me. If the old man wanted the stuff back from a robbery, 
all I had to do was to take a walk down along their stand of an evening 
before they got busy and tell them. They'd deliver the next day. If 
they didn’t I harried them; you know, kept them moving. ‘Can't 
stand here,’ I'd say. Or we'd put a couple of men on bicycles out to 
watch them pick up a fare and then shadow them till they took him 
home. They had to stool-pigeon for us, but usually they did it willing, 
and we, on our part, didn’t bother them if we could help it.” 

This was the ABC of detective work, getting into relationships with 
a kind of criminal which enabled the police to feel sure that, in an 
emergency, if they must, they could solve a mystery, catch a criminal, 
or restore stolen property. 

After Schmittberger had been assigned to various sorts of special 
detective work and so obviously trained for the job, he was made 
a wardman. He told it with surprise. “ All of a sudden, without any 
warning,” he said, “the old Cap called me in and told me to ‘ shed 
that uniform, Max; you're going to be my wardman.’” Schmittberger 
shyly repeated to me the high praises the captain bestowed upon him 
by way of expressing his faith in his honesty. “ I’ve watched you, 
young feller, tried you out, and I believe you will make straight 
collections and deliver the goods on the level.” Schmittberger paused, 
embarrassed, then he boasted like a boy. “I did,” he said, and I 
believed him. 

The collections he was to make for his captain were the regular 
monthly payments by gamblers and saloons —all lawbreakers — for 
the privilege of breaking the law, rightly called police protection. He 
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had to go to the barrooms and gambling houses, take and sometimes 
force the payment, which amounted to some twenty plus thousand 
dollars a month, bring the money to the police station, count it with 
the captain, who split it—so much for the Superintendent, so much 
for the inspector, so much for himself, and a small percentage for the 
wardmen, of whom there were two. Other ranks and men, who got 
none of this regular graft, were allowed to pick up tips and “ goods ” 
as they could. Sergeants at the desk received tips from prisoners, 
shared in the business of feeding them, and enjoyed other privileges; 
they earned “ good money” on bail bonds. Patrolmen on “ good 
post” received tips, as Schmittberger did when he was a young cop. 
This chicken feed mounted up in a “ fat precinct ” like the Tenderloin, 
but was beneath the dignity of a self-respecting captain. The big 
business was the regular graft that Schmittberger handled for years, 
all in the day’s work, without losing either his honesty or, it seemed 
to me, all his innocence. I often afterward reviewed this part of 
his experience; it bore upon my old interest in moral and ethical 
psychology. My note was that the process of corruption had begun 
so quietly with that first tip and proceeded so gradually in an environ- 
ment where it was all a matter of course that this man never realized 
what he was doing till the Lexow Committee’s exposure, with the 
public (and private) horror and the press comment on it, exposed 
him to himself. 

“T didn’t know how it looked,” he said that evening by the river. 
“T never saw it as you saw it till I saw the other Lexow witnesses 
telling things. And then I had to ask the Missus if I'd look like that 
if I squealed. ‘ Ah, no,’ she answered. ‘You couldn't look like that.’ 
I wasn’t like them, she said, and then when I did holler I looked the 
worst of all.” 

It was true. His testimony was the completest, most appalling 
of all; his confession summed up the whole rotten business, and yet 
as he spoke of it to me he looked like a nice big boy caught stealing 
apples. He seemed to want me to tell him he wasn’t so bad after 
all. When I didn’t, he gave it up. 

“T guess I was, but, do you know, I don’t feel bad; not inside.” 

My wife came out to join us. I introduced him to the “ Missus,” 
as he called her. 

“ Can you catch the robbers that damaged the boat? ” she asked him, 
to make conversation. 
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“T'm afraid not,” he answered; “ we're on the level now, as I've just 
been explaining.” 

She didn’t know what he meant and was so puzzled that she did 
not try to make more conversation. The captain rose, untied and 
mounted his horse. He ran his hand down into the animal!’s mane, 
turned his bent head to face my wife, and said, “ I wish you'd help me 
make your husband believe that I’m on the square — now.” 

“I will,” she responded completely. “ You come again, and we'll 
work together on him.” 

He rode off without a good-by or a look back. 

“ Why didn’t you say something? ” she reproached me. 

I told her what I meant to do. “ Oh, that’s better,” she said. “ But 
what did he mean by saying he couldn't catch the thieves that so 
damaged that boat because he was honest now? ” 


XI. SAVING SCHMITTBERGER 


see Captain Schmittberger, the confessed collector of the police 

graft system, punished or at least discharged. The belief in the 
existence of good men and bad men and that the guilty should suffer 
is deeply implanted in all men, and the star Lexow witness was a 
villain in two ways, in two worlds. The good were against him for 
his grafting, the underworld for squealing. Both counts counted with 
me. But I thought I saw a chance to make an experiment in morals. 

Cannot an honest man do dishonest things and remain honest? 

Isn’t a strong man, however bad, socially better than a weak man, 
however good? 

Schmittberger had been strong as a crook. He was bold in the 
collection of blackmail, honest in the distribution of the graft. His 
public confession was complete, detailed, and picturesque, and as I 
have shown, his private story indicated that he had not realized what 
he was doing. He was still honest, a good man doing bad things. 
He struck me as a type that would serve as well on the reform as on 
the graft side if he were given a chance. I wanted him tried out 
on that theory, the theory that society can safely use some men whom 
we foolishly punished and outlawed. I did not say all this to those 
whom I appealed to. To Dr. Parkhurst I argued that we, the reformers, 
could not afford to penalize a policeman for coming over to our side, 
exposing organized evil and, in brief, for confessing his sins and 
reforming. The clergyman hesitated, shook his head, but partly for me, 
I think, and partly for my moral argument, he consented to back me 
up. This was his state of mind till the ight over Schmittberger began. 
Then he, a fighter, fought, and also a strong man, he fought to the 
end, which came years later when we had Schmittberger made chief 
of police. 

Roosevelt was harder to win. He listened to my rather full report 
of the interview with the captain till I wound up with the suggestion 
that he keep and use the man. “No, no, no,” he revolted. He was 
deep in his struggle with the police, however, trying to command or 
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persuade them to believe in him and in reform. They would not. 
Here and there a young policeman made an arrest, and T.R. praised 
publicly and promoted such men as examples. This policy had some 
effect. The police gradually were convinced that T.R. personally was 
on the level. 

“ But, hell, what does he know about the police business or politics? ” 
they would say to Riis and me. “ And he and reform won't last. Look 
at ‘em, getting all mixed up, fighting among themselves. Reform and 
T.R. will soon be over and out, and Tammany will be back. Then 
what do we get, us cops that have played the reform game? We'll 
get nothin’ in the neck.” 

Many an analyzing talk we, the kitchen police board, T.R., Riis, 
and I, had over this problem; so when I spoke for Schmittberger I 
presented his as a case in point. If he would move the captain down 
from Goatville to a bad, fat, grafty precinct, Schmittberger would 
clean it up, make the police under him enforce the law, and best of 
all, the board would show that it knew and would favor the police 
officers on “ our side.” “The police and Tammany and the vice men 
and women know that Schmittberger is against them now and for us,” 
I said. “That's why they want him out. But as Dr. Parkhurst asks, 
why do we want him out? ” 

He yielded at last. “Go to Parker,” he said. “I am not cunning 
enough to deal with that sort of —espionage. Parker loves it. Let 
him try out your honest crook. I'll abide by his decision.” The sneer 
was a spark from the waxing conflict between the president of the 
board and Commissioner Parker and for my interest in Parker, a new 
type to me. I had met in literature, in history and court memoirs, but 
never before in life, the man that liked to sit back and pull wires just to 
sce the puppets jump. That was Parker. He was a Democrat, and 
T.R. was a Republican; but Parker won Grant, the second Republican, 
to his heel, and T.R. got Andrews, the second Democrat. ‘The split, 
which finally broke up the board and spoiled the work, was not along 
party lines, and it had nothing to do with policy. They called each 
other names: “ politicians,” “ fakers,” even “crooks,” but I listened to 
both sides all the time, and my conviction is that the trouble was due 
solely to the character of the two leaders, T.R. and Parker. T.R. 
liked to lead cavalry charges with a whoop out in the open, Parker 
to direct his troops mysteriously from the rear unseen. He hated 
the way T.R. took command of the police from the first day and 
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kept saying “I” and “ my policy.” So did the other commissioners, 
and Parker enjoyed turning up at a meeting one day with Grant to 
block some proposition of the president. He tried to get Andrews, 
too, but the young West Pointer did not like the crafty conspirator; 
he did not approve of T.R.’s cowboy style either, but he stared Parker 
down and joined and stood by the president. Also he warned him to 
look out for Grant; too late. Grant was with Parker, and T.R. could 
not win him back. His efforts delighted Parker, who described them 
to me. 

“T.R. jumped on Grant,” he smiled wickedly. “The personifi- 
cation of obstinacy, the son of his father naturally turned into an army 
mule. T.R. can never get him now.” 

“ But what are you doing it for? ” I asked. 

“Oh, just for ducks,” he answered, “just to see the big bomb 
splutter, the boss leader of men blow up.” 

“ How did you get Grant? ” 

“I didn’t have him, except on one very reasonable proposition, 
till T.R. nailed him to me, as I counted upon his doing. My theory 
was that when Grant voted once, unexpectedly, with me, T.R. would 
land on him, as he did. And Grant — well, Grant has one trait at 
least of his father’s genius. He will fight it out on this line if it takes 
all summer, and if he falters T.R. will kick him back to me.” 

T.R. tried in every way, morally, politically and socially, to take 
Grant from Parker, but always spoiled his successes by same burst of 
impatience which caused Grant to balk, smile, and vote with Parker. 
Grant was always good natured. I compared him once to the daily 
report of the Chicago hog market: “ dull but firm.” 

“ Mrs. Grant did not like that,” he drawled to me the next morning, 
“but I did. It was hard on the hogs, but I don’t care for hogs except 
as pork.” 

Parker knew all about T.R.’s efforts to get Grant. “ They had a 
dinner in the swell set last night,” he would say. “All the wives are 
against me, you know, all for T.R. Mrs. Grant, too. I have nobody 
to help me hold Grant but T.R. The Mayor is to talk to Grant today 
again, at 11:45.” 

Parker knew everything, exactly. When I told him about Schmitt- 
berger, that he was doing his duty as a policeman, he knew it. “ He’s on 
patrol all the time,” he said. “There isn’t a place open in his precinct. 
Not much there, but what there is is obeying the law.” 
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I told him I had urged T.R. to use him, but —to spur Parker on, 
I said, “ He won't. I wish you would try him out.” 

He looked at me, smiling. “You know how to get me, don’t 
you? Well, we'll see.” 

A few days later Schmittberger was transferred to the precinct next 
below his, and within a week Parker said that the “ new broom had 
swept away” two poolrooms that were running there. Very soon 
after that the commissioner had a severer test for “my” captain. 
He had the evidence on some wire tappers in the Hundredth Street 
precinct. These were criminals who picked off the wires the results 
of horse races, held up the news till their confederates could put down 
some bets and then, in a few minutes, win on certainties. Parker’s plan 
was to have the wire tappers arrested, show them that he could convict 
them, and then offer to let them go if they would buy with marked 
money from Schmittberger the privilege of working in that precinct. 
When all was ready Schmittberger was transferred to that command, 
and a few days later Parker sent for me. 

“Remember those wire tappers that were going to bribe Schmitt- 
berger? Well, they’re in the hospital. They tell me that they had 
hardly got started talking business when the captain leaped on them, 
knocked them down, and kicked them bodily out of the police station 
across the sidewalk into the street.” 

“ And Schmittberger, what does he say? ” 

“Not a word. He hasn't reported the case. He called an ambulance 
and forgot it. I think that, if you'll warn him to wear gloves on his 
fists, we can use him to clean up all the bad precincts in town. He 
seems to be down on bribers, and after this gets around the under- 
world he is not likely to be tempted very much.” 

T.R. was dee-lighted with this story. “ Atta boy,” he shouted. He 
did not ask me to caution “ my captain.” 

Thereafter Schmittberger was called “the broom,” and not only 
the Roosevelt board, all police commissioners used him as a sweep. 
“Well, send Schmittberger,” they would say when things got too 
bad anywhere, and he certainly did clean up. He was indeed terrible. 
He knew the crooks, knew the crooked game, and cared nothing for 
the technicalities of the law. Like all converts, he was worse than 
the accustomed righteous. 

I saw him attacked by a mob of strikers at the Fourth Avenue car 
barns. He was alone for a few minutes; he stood head high above the 
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waves of fists that broke on him, and when some policemen arrived 
they could not get in to him. 

“Throw me a billy,” he called to them, and a club was tossed 
hurtling over his head. He caught it in the air, brought it down on a 
head, and so, cracking skulls all the way, he waded out of the mess 
over the fallen strikers, turned with the squad that had come out, 
and cleared the street. He was an artist with a police club, “ tapping 
‘em ” always on the top of the skull so that they closed up like a knife. 
He was a trained, an expert, policeman; he could plan a parade, a 
march, or a traffic arrangement better than any man of his day; he 
understood how to creep in behind the draft at a fire and make a rescue. 

His reliability, once established, was a comfort to the reform board, 
but his ferocity when in action, especially in strikes, troubled me, and 
I undertook to tame it. He had learned of my part in his restoration 
to favor and was so grateful that he would take any advice from me. 
To cure him of his police hate of strikers I had him shifted to an East 
Side precinct where he had never served. 

“ What'll I do over there? ” he asked me. He had come to my house 
to find out why I had him sent there. 

I reminded him that the poor, immigrant East Side Jews were a 
new and friendless people who never got a square deal. They were 
difficult, quarreling among themselves, aggressive, acquisitive, and 
sharp in their dealings with other people; and they were insistent upon 
their rights. No matter. They had to fight, not only for their life, 
but for a living wage. He might be patient, considerate, and fair with 
them, giving them plenty of leeway for their peculiarities, no matter 
how offensive they were. 

“ When they come to you,” I said, “ listen to them and try to settle 
their quarrels without a fight or an arrest.” 

“ PIL do it,” he said, and he did it. He allotted his first morning 
hours to his friendly court, hearing not only of ecclesiastical, financial, 
and art disputes, but taking complaints of husbands against wives, 
wives against husbands, parents against children, children against 
parents, employers against workers, and workers against bosses. 
Letting both sides argue themselves tired, he decided cases unofficially 
and with such common sense that the arrests in that precinct lessened 
perceptibly. He cautioned his men against the use of the night stick 
and learned himself to spare heads. “ My fists are good enough,” he 
said. He became a nonpartisan in strikes, seeing what I had seen: 
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that employers were as grasping and unreasonable as the men. He 
tolerated the Reds, letting the socialists and anarchists hold meetings, 
demonstrations, and parades, and he came to be so respected by those 
agitators that one socialist parade cheered him when he appeared with a 
squad of policemen to lead and protect the marchers. 

My ex-collector of bribes was a success. He could learn; he had 
learned as much from us reformers as he had from the old grafters. 
I was proud of him, Dr. Parkhurst was astonished and pleased, 
Parker called him “ my broom,” and Roosevelt called him “ my big 
stick.” There were other “reformed cops,” not many, but enough 
to put most of the gamblers out of business, and enforce, a little, the 
laws regulating saloons. The police commissioners were changing the 
environment and the spirit of the police gradually, and they might 
have succeeded as well as later boards if they had not quarreled among 
themselves. Divided two against two, they became deadlocked and 
could go only as far as T.R. could drive by himself. The board would 
not always support him, but it could not keep him from breaking 
through and giving orders and examples on his own. 

“TIl do that,” he would say; “I'll do it first and fight it out with 
Parker afterward.” 

The public and the press watched and were disgusted; the politicians 
waited and laughed; the police sneered. The tide of political approval 
that had elected the reform administration was ebbing, and Mayor 
Strong and his advisors could do nothing. The mayor, a good 
merchant, was a bad politician. He could not stay on either side of the 
police-board war, nor could he hold the two parties together, and he 
had not the strength to call for resignations. 

“Say,” said Schmittberger, “ we'll be beaten and Tammany’ll come 
back.” Often he said it, and there was alarm in his tone and eyes. 
He was afraid of what would happen to him when his old crowd 
came into power. 

“You go right on,” I advised him. “ Dr. Parkhurst and I will be 
here all the time, and we'll take care of you.” 

I could tell him that, and some few others, but I could not reassure 
all the police officers and men that came over to our side, and most of 
them slowed up. T.R. could not hold them. Other heads of depart- 
ments failed likewise to get bold, steady service from their men. The 
explanation is simple. 

Policemen and the rank and file of government officials are cither 
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born or brought up in an environment of unbelief. They know facts; 
they know how things are really done; they don’t develop illusions 
as I did in my protected youth, and their surprises are at unexpected 
good, not, like mine, at unexpected evil. They know that good is rare 
and short lived. The New York police force did not vote for, they voted 
pretty generally against, reform; and they forced votes for Tammany. 
When the reformers won the police were astonished, and since the 
victory had been won at the cost of police exposures they were pre- 
judiced and afraid. Of course. But what counted with them was 
their belief that reformers are no better than others, that they lack 
the knowledge, efficiency, and machinery to establish permanent 
reforms. 

“Reforms, yes,” said a cautious reform chief of police whom 
Parker got T.R. to choose. “ They can find a Colonel Waring in the 
army to clean streets; they can appoint a man that can clean tenements; 
they can do a lot of little things, but they cannot make any real change 
in conditions. I am willing to play up with T.R. but I cannot help 
keeping one eye on the signs of the failure of reform and the return to 
Tammany. Tammany is not a wave; it’s the sea itself; and I am not 
going to fall out altogether with what stays to follow a bunch of climbers 
who pass on to Albany and Washington. I have a career to make, too, 
only mine is right here in New York.” 

Like Schmittberger, this shrewd, street-schooled policeman, whom 
T.R. called “bad,” had the strength to be of as much service to good 
government as bad. There were many such; there are many such. 
There are outlawed criminals whom I would like to have in office 
under me if I were a responsible mayor or governor; as a voter I would 
prefer certain bold, intelligent bandits to a “ good man” like Mayor 
Strong or a “ good-natured ” general like Commissioner Grant. T.R. 
himself and Parker were all right, each in his own way; but they 
should not be asked to work together on the same job, especially if 
the job be police reform. The public knew that Roosevelt was con- 
fused, when his announced policy of enforcing the law because it 
was the law was challenged by the citation of hundreds of statutes 
too ridiculous to be enforced. Parker would have enforced some 
laws, ignored others, keeping in his own mind his private aim, first 
to train the police to habits of obedience, and second to reform the 
town, gradually. Either would work; both have worked temporarily, 
but separately. 
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Reform was beaten. Tammany did come back. The police and 
other cynics were right. And as they predicted, the reformers passed 
on up, T.R. to the navy and the army, the governorship at Albany, 
and the presidency at Washington. But the reform policemen had to 
stay and face Tammany Hall, their friends the saloon men, gamblers, 
and all the rest of the people who had felt the clubs on their heads or 
the business losses caused by —reform, yes; but at the hands of — 
traitors on the police force. 

I passed on up, too. My city editor, Wright, and Seymour, the 
publisher of the Evening Post, went over to the old Commercial- 
Advertiser, a paper with some two or three thousand circulation — 
nothing in a city like New York. They proposed to carry out there 
the news policy they had not been able to work out on the Post: to 
print all sorts of news. The assistant city editor, Milholen, was made 
city editor of the Post, and he called me to be his assistant. I left 
police headquarters, therefore, but I was too interested in the police 
story and the predicament of my friends there to forget them. When 
Tammany came in and I heard the underworld saying, “ Now we'll 
get the cops that soaked us, and first Schmittberger,” I wrote and 
printed their intention, suggested editorials, and prompted Dr. Park- 
hurst to warn Tammany. 

“ Now we'll see who are the honest men on the force. Tammany will 
point them out to us by firing them.” 

I saw Croker, too, and I appealed to his political sense. “ Don’t give 
yourself away.” He said it was none of his business; the new admini- 
stration had to deal with such details. But he wondered what they 
could do with Schmittberger if they kept him. “ Doesn’t Tammany 
ever have use for a broom? ” I asked. 

He reflected a moment, smiled as if he had an idea; and, “ We'll 
see,” he said. 

I don’t know what his idea was, but Schmittberger was kept and 
the use made of him was the same as the reformers’: to clean up. Wher- 
ever there was a precinct backward in payments or subject to some 
recalcitrant political leader, Democratic or Republican, the Tammany 
administration sent Schmittberger there, and he shut off the graft, closed 
up the vice business, till the disobedient came to terms. Then the 
terrible captain was transferred to the next precinct that had to be 
brought into line. 

“Im playing their game,” said Schmittberger to me, and he did 
not like it, but his faced cleared when I bade him never mind. I think 
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he consulted Dr. Parkhurst also and was similarly reassured. Thus 
he became an institution under Tammany and had no more troubles 
until another reform administration came in, with the police job to do 
all over again. 

The effect of the exposure and reorganization by the Roosevelt 
board of police was to reform the methods of corruption and graft. The 
reformers did not learn much, but Tammany and the vice interests did; 
they saw that it was foolish and dangerous to let so many inon the graft. 
Patrolmen, sergeants, captains, inspectors, chief — everybody had his 
rake-off. With so many knowing so much about what was going on, 
it was inevitable that the facts should become public property and that, 
under pressure, some individuals would be caught, weaken, and 
expose the system, dragging down Tammany Hall and hurting business. 
Tammany, therefore, centralized the graft, cut off all subordinates 
(leaving them nothing but tips or “ pickings ”), and arranged to have 
protection granted and payments made and received by a few men 
chosen for their nerve and reliability. These men were never identified 
except by rumor; the whole business of police protection for lawbreakers 
was resumed, and the results, a wide-open town and a corrupt police 
force, were all the public saw. But these were enough. The next 
reform administration elected, that of Mayor Seth Low, found the 
police the most urgent and obvious problem. The mayor chose 
General Francis V. Greene, a military man, who had been the head 
or front of the infamous asphalt trust of Philadelphia. By that time 
I was muckraking for a magazine, was working in Pittsburgh, knew 
something of Pennsylvania politics, and so believed that Greene was 
— what the asphalt trust was. When I received telegrams from Dr. 
Parkhurst and, through my wife, from Schmittberger that the captain 
was in danger, I was not surprised. I hastened to New York, prepared 
to fight. My wife and Schmittberger, awaiting me at my home, 
showed mea newspaper clipping: a list of police officers to be promoted 
as acting inspectors and chief of police. Schmittberger was not among 
them; few “ honest men ” were on that list; most of them were shrewd 
crooks. Schmittberger came in and broke down: “ Now they'll get 
me, all right; might as well quit.” I asked him to wait and see. 1 
went straight over to General Greene’s pretty little old house and was 
received at once. 

Too excited and indignant to be even polite, I threw the clipping 
down on the general's desk before him, exclaiming, “ Do you mean 
to appoint that list? ” 
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“Yes, I did,” he said coolly. “I threw it out to draw comment. 
If you have any to make, I'll be glad to hear what you know against 
those men.” 

“ Well, they're mostly crooks,” I said hotly. “Your first task is to 
win the belief of the police force that you are ‘ wise,’ that you know 
who is who and mean to promote honest men. You will be judged 
by the cops you appoint, and the police know, as we police reporters 
know, that this is a list of crooks that has been put over on you.” 

I was standing, he was sitting; I was angry, he was quiet, attentive, 
thoughtful. 

“What do you know against these men? ” 

“Know! ” I flamed, and I told him some things, but I cut myself 
short with the savage inquiry, “ But what’s the use? What I know 
is what you know when, in command of troops, you advance some 
men and keep others where they can do no harm.” 

He was watching as well as listening, and he was slow. After a long 
pause he asked me whom I would promote in his present state of 
inexperience of the force and the urgent emergency. I named a list, 
including Schmittberger. 

“ Schmittberger? ” he inquired. “Do you think that a man who is 
guilty of the crimes he has confessed — ” 

He did not finish. I walked up to his desk, leaned over it, and said in 
his face, “ Do you, who have been the head of the asphalt trust, ask me 
that? ” 

I afterward heard in Philadelphia that General Greene had been 
put at the head of the trust as a front, to lend it credit with his 
undoubted honesty and ability, and that when he learned what he 
was representing he resigned. Anyway, I was wrong in my estimate 
of him; the Philadelphians convinced me that General Greene had a 
perfect record. And his police performance was proof of it. His 
deportment that evening in his house when I insulted him might 
have shown what he was. 

“Iwill try Schmittberger,” he said. 

I almost collapsed with astonishment and relief. 

“Yes,” I said, “ put him in the worst district you have and have him 
watched. Let his enemies, let some of those crooks on your list, shadow 
Schmittberger and report to you. You ought to have a squad of 
detectives anyway, to furnish you information.” 

He nodded, reflecting. 


SAVING SCHMITTBERGER 223 


“ Let me have your list, by the way,” he said. 

I gave it to him, he rose, and—in a few days most of my list was 
appointed, including Schmittberger. When it was published in an 
evening paper the new acting inspector came running with it to my 
house, crying, “ Were made, we're made.” 

He was tried, permanently promoted, and finally became chief of 
police, where he served honestly till he died. And among his proudest 
possessions were written letters of high praise from all his reform 
commissioners from Roosevelt to Colonel Arthur Woods, and none 
was so explicit and complete as that of General Greene. 
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Reform was beaten. Tammany did come back. The police and 
other cynics were right. And as they predicted, the reformers passed 
on up, T.R. to the navy and the army, the governorship at Albany, 
and the presidency at Washington. But the reform policemen had to 
stay and face Tammany Hall, their friends the saloon men, gamblers, 
and all the rest of the people who had felt the clubs on their heads or 
the business losses caused by — reform, yes; but at the hands of — 
traitors on the police force. 

I passed on up, too. My city editor, Wright, and Seymour, the 
publisher of the Evening Post, went over to the old Commercial- 
Advertiser, a paper with some two or three thousand circulation — 
nothing in a city like New York. They proposed to carry out there 
the news policy they had not been able to work out on the Post: to 
print all sorts of news. The assistant city editor, Milholen, was made 
city editor of the Post, and he called me to be his assistant. I left 
police headquarters, therefore, but I was too interested in the police 
story and the predicament of my friends there to forget them. When 
Tammany came in and I heard the underworld saying, “ Now we'll 
get the cops that soaked us, and first Schmittberger,” I wrote and 
printed their intention, suggested editorials, and prompted Dr. Park- 
hurst to warn Tammany. 

“ Now we'll see who are the honest men on the force. Tammany will 
point them out to us by firing them.” 

I saw Croker, too, and I appealed to his political sense. “ Don’t give 
yourself away.” He said it was none of his business; the new admini- 
stration had to deal with such details. But he wondered what they 
could do with Schmittberger if they kept him. “ Doesn’t Tammany 
ever have use for a broom? ” I asked. 

He reflected a moment, smiled as if he had an idea; and, “ We'll 
see,” he said. 

I don’t know what his idea was, but Schmittberger was kept and 
the use made of him was the same as the reformers’: to clean up. Wher- 
ever there was a precinct backward in payments or subject to some 
recalcitrant political leader, Democratic or Republican, the Tammany 
administration sent Schmittberger there, and he shut off the graft, closed 
up the vice business, till the disobedient came to terms. ‘Then the 
terrible captain was transferred to the next precinct that had to be 
brought into line. 

“Im playing their game,” said Schmittberger to me, and he did 
not like it, but his faced cleared when I bade him never mind. I think 
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he consulted Dr. Parkhurst also and was similarly reassured. Thus 
he became an institution under Tammany and had no more troubles 
until another reform administration came in, with the police job to do 
all over again. 

The effect of the exposure and reorganization by the Roosevelt 
board of police was to reform the methods of corruption and graft. The 
reformers did not learn much, but Tammany and the vice interests did; 
they saw that it was foolish and dangerous to let so many in on the graft. 
Patrolmen, sergeants, captains, inspectors, chief — everybody had his 
rake-off. With so many knowing so much about what was going on, 
it was inevitable that the facts should become public property and that, 
under pressure, some individuals would be caught, weaken, and 
expose the system, dragging down Tammany Hall and hurting business. 
Tammany, therefore, centralized the graft, cut off all subordinates 
(leaving them nothing but tips or “ pickings ”), and arranged to have 
protection granted and payments made and received by a few men 
chosen for their nerve and reliability. These men were never identified 
except by rumor; the whole business of police protection for lawbreakers 
was resumed, and the results, a wide-open town and a corrupt police 
force, were all the public saw. But these were enough. The next 
reform administration elected, that of Mayor Seth Low, found the 
police the most urgent and obvious problem. The mayor chose 
General Francis V. Greene, a military man, who had been the head 
or front of the infamous asphalt trust of Philadelphia. By that time 
I was muckraking for a magazine, was working in Pittsburgh, knew 
something of Pennsylvania politics, and so believed that Greene was 
— what the asphalt trust was. When I received telegrams from Dr. 
Parkhurst and, through my wife, from Schmittberger that the captain 
was in danger, I was not surprised. I hastened to New York, prepared 
to fight. My wife and Schmittberger, awaiting me at my home, 
showed me a newspaper clipping: a list of police officers to be promoted 
as acting inspectors and chief of police. Schmittberger was not among 
them; few “ honest men ” were on that list; most of them were shrewd 
crooks. Schmittberger came in and broke down: “ Now they'll get 
me, all right; might as well quit.” I asked him to wait and see. I 
went straight over to General Greene’s pretty little old house and was 
received at once. 

Too excited and indignant to be even polite, I threw the clipping 
down on the general’s desk before him, exclaiming, “ Do you mean 
to appoint that list? ” 
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“Yes, I did,” he said coolly. “I threw it out to draw comment. 
If you have any to make, I'll be glad to hear what you know against 
those men.” 

“ Well, they're mostly crooks,” I said hotly. “Your first task is to 
win the belief of the police force that you are ‘ wise,’ that you know 
who is who and mean to promote honest men. You will be judged 
by the cops you appoint, and the police know, as we police reporters 
know, that this is a list of crooks that has been put over on you.” 

I was standing, he was sitting; 1 was angry, he was quiet, attentive, 
thoughtful. 

“ What do you know against these men? ” 

“Know! "I flamed, and I told him some things, but I cut myself 
short with the savage inquiry, “ But what’s the use? What I know 
is what you know when, in command of troops, you advance some 
men and keep others where they can do no harm.” 

He was watching as well as listening, and he was slow. After a long 
pause he asked me whom I would promote in his present state of 
inexperience of the force and the urgent emergency. I named a list, 
including Schmittberger. 

“ Schmittberger? ” he inquired. “Do you think that a man who is 
guilty of the crimes he has confessed — ” 

He did not finish. I walked up to his desk, leaned over it, and said in 
his face, “ Do you, who have been the head of the asphalt trust, ask me 
that?” 

I afterward heard in Philadelphia that General Greene had been 
put at the head of the trust as a front, to lend it credit with his 
undoubted honesty and ability, and that when he learned what he 
was representing he resigned. Anyway, I was wrong in my estimate 
of him; the Philadelphians convinced me that General Greene had a 
perfect record. And his police performance was proof of it. His 
deportment that evening in his house when I insulted him might 
have shown what he was. 

“I will try Schmittberger,” he said. 

I almost collapsed with astonishment and relief. 

“Yes,” I said, “ put him in the worst district you have and have him 
watched. Let his enemies, let some of those crooks on your list, shadow 
Schmittberger and report to you. You ought to have a squad of 
detectives anyway, to furnish you information.” 

He nodded, reflecting. 
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“ Let me have your list, by the way,” he said. 

I gave it to him, he rose, and — in a few days most of my list was 
appointed, including Schmittberger. When it was published in an 
evening paper the new acting inspector came running with it to my 
house, crying, “ We're made, we're made.” 

He was tried, permanently promoted, and finally became chief of 
police, where he served honestly till he died. And among his proudest 
possessions were written letters of high praise from all his reform 
commissioners from Roosevelt to Colonel Arthur Woods, and none 
was so explicit and complete as that of General Greene. 


XII. I MAKE A CRIME WAVE 


wave. New York has such waves periodically; other cities 

have them; and they sweep over the public and nearly drown 
the lawyers, judges, preachers, and other leading citizens who feel that 
they must explain and cure these extraordinary outbreaks of lawlessness. 
Their diagnoses and their remedies are always the same: the disease is 
lawlessness; the cure is more law, more arrests, swifter trials, and 
harsher penalties. The sociologists and other scientists go deeper into 
the wave; the trouble with them is they do not come up. 

I enjoy crime waves. I made one once; Jake Riis helped; many 
reporters joined in the uplift of the rising tide of crime; and T.R. 
stopped it. I feel that I know something the wise men do not know 
about crime waves and so get a certain sense of happy superiority out 
of reading editorials, sermons, speeches, and learned theses on my 
specialty. It was this way. 

The basement of the old police headquarters was a cool place in 
summer and detectives, prisoners, and we reporters used to sit together 
down there and gossip or doze or play cards. Good stories of the 
underworld were told there, better than are ever printed as news. 
They were true stories, and true detective stories are more fascinating 
than the fiction even of the masters. Sometimes a prisoner would 
give his version of his crime and his capture after the detective who 
had caught him told his. Sometimes the stories were dull, technical, 
so to speak, and therefore interesting enough to the participants, like 
ex-soldiers comparing notes of a battle after the war. 

One day I was dozing away, bored by a long dispute as to whether 
it had happened on a Thursday or a Friday night, when a fresh voice 
broke into the debate. The speaker was evidently bored too. 

“ Ah, say, cut that,” he said. “Til tell you a good one on two cops 
up on Murray Hill. They were talking at the corner of Fortieth Street 
and Madison when a wagon drove up to a house, a swell residence 
closed for the summer. The family was away and a caretaker was in 
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charge. The caretaker was Billy Bones, that Chicago housebuster who 
has no business to be in New York anyhow, and the driver of the wagon 
was our well-known sneak, Mr. Busy-Bee. They had planned a 
cleanout of that house; Billy had got the job for that superpurpose, 
not to take care of the house, but, as I say, to clean it. It was dusk, 
the hour they had agreed upon for the job, and they were a bit troubled 
at the sight of the cops on the corner. Busy-Bee pointed ’em out when 
Billy Bones answered his ring and came to the door. Billy felt of his 
face to feel if his chin was clean shaved equal on both sides; it was; so he 
says, “Oh, well, they’re not Chicago bulls; they're only New Yorkers. 
If they come up we'll ask ‘em to help us. See?’ 

“The Bee has no local pride, no loyalty. The traitor says, ‘ All 
right, Billy. We'll try it; I don’t want to hire the wagon twice for 
nothin’. Lets get some heavy things down on the sidewalk so as to 
give them something to do.’ They did that. They brought out more 
and some bigger things than they ought to have taken. The sidewalk 
was a mess when the cops parted at the corner and one of ‘em comes 
down to see who was cluttering up his beat so that honest citizens 
could hardly pass. He came up to the Bee, who was sweating more 
than he would have if he wasn’t scared. 

“< Why don’t you get some of these things into the wagon,’ the cop 
ast him, ‘ instead of cluttering up th’ right o’ way this away?’ 

“ Because the Bee had to swallow before he could speak, Bones comes 
down the steps with a trunk and explains that, as th’ caretaker, he wants 
to get the things out and close the house as soon as possible; that they 
meant to load up afterward, but everything was out now, and if the 
cop would lend ’em a hand they’d clean the sidewalk in two shakes. 
The cop didn’t like the work. 

“ What did he join the force for? he asked Bones, and Bones didn't 
answer that. ‘Couldn't of,’ he told me. ‘I couldn’t no more of ex- 
plained that than I could of told why the force joined th’ cop.’ All he 
says was, ‘ Ah, come on, be a sport an’ give me a boost with this trunk.’ 
The cop boosted that trunk; he boosted other trunks; he put the parlor 
clock in himself. Say, that cop did more of that crime than the Bee did. 
The Bee apologized afterward to Bones for layin’ off. He wasn't 
malingerin’, he said. He simply wasn’t used to workin’ on house- 
cleanin’ with policemen. And Bones adds to me — to me, mind you, 
a plain-clothes detective sergeant — Bones adds as a postscript to the 
Bee's reflection on policemen, ‘ He means policemen in uniform. 


226 SEEING NEW YORK FIRST 


“Well, anyway, that burglary was done with police aid and pro- 
tection. When the wagon was loaded Bones got his coat, locked the 
front door inside, came out by the service entrance with his coat and 
hat on, and thanking the cop, got up on the seat with Busy-Bee, the 
driver, and drove off with a selected load of pictures, furniture, clothes, 
and odds and ends, which amounted, the owner says, to about ten 
thousand dollars! Why, Bones and the Bee alone got eight hundred 
for it from Barny Levy, the fence.” 

There was some laughter, a little comment, and the conversation 
passed on to idle gossip again. Pretending to wake up, I stretched, 
rose, and idly walked out. In my office across the street I wrote a news 
story of that robbery, but only because the victim was the well-known 
family of a popular Wall Street broker. I could not give away the 
source of my information; it might exclude me from the basement. 
I did not repeat the joke on the cop who helped the thieves. The Post 
having it alone, however, the morning newspapers printed the “ beat,” 
and Riis was asked by his editor the next day why he did not have it. 
In the course of his irritated reply he said that he could get all he 
wanted of that sort of stuff, and his editor answered, “ All right, get 
it, then.” 

That afternoon Riis reported a burglary which I knew nothing 
about, and it was my turn to be called down. My editor wanted to 
know why I was beaten. 

“T thought you didn’t want crimes in the Post.” 

“No, but a big burglary like thar — ” 

All right. I called on my assistant, Robert, and told him we must 
get some crimes. We spent the day buttonholing detectives; I sat 
an hour asleep in the basement in vain. Nothing but old stories. 
Robert saved the day. He learned, and I wrote, of the robbery of a Fifth 
Avenue club. That was a beat, but Riis had two robberies that were 
beats on me. By that time the other evening papers were having some 
thefts of their own. The poker-club reporters were loafers only by 
choice. They could get the news when they had to, and being awakened 
by the scrap between Riis and me, they broke up their game and went to 
work, a combine, and they were soon beating me, as Riis was. I was 
sorry I had started it. Robert or I had to sleep in turns in the basement, 
and we picked up some crimes, but Riis had two or three a day, and 
the combine had at least one a day. The morning newspapers not only 
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rewrote ours; they had crimes of their own, which they grouped to 
show that there was a crime wave. 

It was indeed one of the worst crime waves I ever witnessed, and the 
explanations were embarrassing to the reform police board, which my 
paper and my friends were supporting, in their difficult reform work. 
The opposition papers, Tammany, and the unreformed police officers 
rejoiced in the outbreak of crime, which showed that the reformed police 
and especially the new detective service could not deal with criminals 
in a city like New York. This criticism had a point which pricked the 
conscience even of Roosevelt himself. He had got rid of Superintendent 
Byrnes, the most famous of New York's detectives, removed Byrnes’s 
self-trained inspector, and put in a captain who would have no dealings 
with professional criminals. The old system was built upon the under- 
stood relations of the crooks and the detective bureau. Certain selected 
criminals in each class, pickpockets, sneak thieves, burglars, etc., 
were allowed to operate within reason; the field was divided among 
them by groups, each of which had a monopoly. In return for the 
paid-for privilege the groups were to defend their monopoly from 
outsiders, report the arrival in town of strangers from other cities, and 
upon demand furnish information (not evidence) to the detectives and 
return stolen goods. This was called regulation and control, and it 
worked pretty well; more to the glory of the police, who could perform 
“miracles of efficiency” when the victim of a robbery was worth 
serving, but of course it did not stop stealing; it protected only citizens 

, with pull, power, or_privilege. There were many crimes done within 
, and without the system, which depended for public sufferance on the 
suppression of the news, as any detective system does. But Byrnes had 
taught New Yorkers to report their losses to the police, never to the 
press. 

“ If you tell us your troubles we have a chance to detect the criminal,” 
he said over and over again. “If you tell your friends or the press the 
thieves are warned and run away, and we can do nothing.” 

If citizens would reverse this method and report both to the press 
and the police they would learn something; they would soon find out 
how many crimes are committed in a day, how few are “ detected,” and 
force the police to detect many more. And as for warning the criminals, 
these wise men know thar the police always are told of a crime and 
that detectives work hardest on a case that is in the papers. 
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Roosevelt's chief of detectives was appointed because he hated the 
old system, held it to be useless, and declared that he had a better way of 
dealing with the crooks. He asked leave to run the old crooks out of 
town, to watch for and arrest at the railroad stations new and known 
arrivals and to drive them away by threats of holding them as fugitives 
from justice until he could obtain evidence against them from the cities 
where they had been working. This method was succeeding so well 
that Commissioner Parker, who was watching it, was satished with the 
progress made, and T.R. believed all was well till the crime wave rose 
and frightened him. He suspected Parker anyhow; the detective chief 
was Parker's choice, and the outbreak of crimes all over the city so 
alarmed him that he was almost persuaded that the opposition was 
right in its criticism: that the police reformers, knowing nothing of 
crime, criminals, and police work, technically, had blundered in chang- 
ing the system, the good old Byrnes method of handling this, the rea] 
business of the police; not to interfere with business and sport, but to 
catch and punish housebreakers and other lawbreakers. He called a 
secret meeting of the police board and was making one of his pic- 
turesque harangues when Commissioner Parker interrupted him. 

“ Mr. President, you can stop this crime wave whenever you want to.” 

“IL How?” 

“Call off your friends Riis and Steffens. They started it, and — 
they're sick of it. They'll be glad to quit if you'll ask them to.” 

Roosevelt was perplexed, as Parker meant him to be. 

“I don’t understand,” he said. 

Parker, who was “ wise” and liked to mystify, explained that when 
the crime wave was running high he inquired into it, not as the 
editorial writers did, and the jurists and the scientists; he asked for 
the police records of crimes and arrests. These showed no increase 
at all; on the contrary the totals of crimes showed a diminution and 
the arrests an increase. It was only the newspaper reports of crimes 
that had increased; there was a wave of publicity only. He turned there- 
fore to the newspaperboys and asked them about it —‘‘not your 
friends Riis and Steffens, but the regular fellows, the poker combine. 
They explained it. They said that the morning newspapers got their 
crimes from the courts where only arrested prisoners are tried or held 
for trial, and that their own, the evening papers, got their stories by hard 
detective work, which they hate to have to do. But they must continue 
as long as your friends, Mr. President, keep up their fight., They 
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started it; the other reporters didn’t know where they got the dope 
from; they thought some inside office detectives were squealing.” 

T.R. adjourned the meeting, sent for Riis and me, and bang! 
“What's this I hear? You two and this crime wave? Getting us into 
trouble? You? Td never have believed it. You?” Up and down 
his room he strode. Betrayed he was, and by us whom he had trusted. 
Who, then, could be trusted? And for what? Why had we done it? 
Why? 

“And you laugh!” he blazed at me. I couldn't help it. But Riis 
saved us. He was contrite; he looked ashamed, and T.R. saw it. 

“ You, Jake,” he said, “ you tell me about it.” 

Riis told him about it, how I got him called down by printing a beat, 
and he had to get even. And did. “I beat the pot out of you,” he 
boasted to me, his pride reviving. “ And I can go right on doing it. I 
can get not one or two crimes a day; if I must I can get half a dozen, 
a dozen. I can get all there are every day. 

“But” —he turned to T.R.— “I don’t want to. So I'll tell you 
where my leak is, and you can close it up. I have had it for years, 
seldom used it, but — you can stop it forever.” 

And Riis, the honest, told us how the reports of all crimes of high 
degree against property were sent in by the precincts to the heads of 
inspection districts and then were all compiled in a completed list 
which was filed in a certain pigeonhole in the outer office of the chief 
inspector. Not he, but his boy, Max, had observed the making and filing 
of this list one day long ago; he had reported it to Riis, who resisted 
temptation to some extent. 

“I told Max never to pry into that pigeonhole — except in emer- 
gencies. And we never did, except in emergencies. But when you” 
— he blazed at me — “ when you got so smart, I got so mad that I 
told Max to go to it, and, well —” He turned back to “ Mr. President, 
that file is in the extreme left of the third row of pigeonholes from 
the bottom. It should be kept in the inside office.” 

“ And you?” T.R. whirled upon me. 

I had to tell him about my naps in the basement among the gossiping 
detectives. I did not want to give up hearing the gossip, and I asked, 
and T.R. and Riis agreed to grant me, leave to go there on condition 
that I would use it only to collect local color for fiction or data for the 
scientific purposes of my studies in sociology and ethics. 

Thus the crime wave was ended to the satisfaction of all. T.R. 
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took pleasure in telling Parker that he had deleted, not only the cause, 
but the source of the wave, which was in Parker’s department. He 
would not say what it was; sufficed that it was closed forever. Parker 
had to resolve that mystery by learning from the chief of detectives 
that the president had ordered the daily crime file removed from the 
public to his inner office— forever. Both commissioners, separately, 
promised that the wave would soon recede; and it did. When Riis and 
I ceased reporting robberies the poker combine resumed their game, 
and the morning newspapers discovered that the fickle public were 
“ sick of crime” and wanted something else. The monthly magazines 
and the scientific quarterlies had some belated, heavy, incorrect analyses 
of the periodicity of lawlessness; they had no way to account for it then. 
The criminals could work o’ nights, honest citizens could sleep, and 
judges could afford to be more just. 


XIII. 1 INHERIT A FORTUNE 


N MONG the foreign news cables to the Evening Post one day was 
a personal message for me from the German Consulate at 
A. JN Naples: Johann Friedrich Krudewolf had died there, leaving 
instructions immediately to inform me, the residuary heir and the sole 
executor of his will. I felt as a bird must feel when it is shot on the 
wing. I remembered my promise to Johann to stop whatever I was 
doing to go to Germany and carry out his wishes when he died, but 
I did not want to be stopped then when I was in full career. Remorse, 
too, I felt, not only sorrow. I had long known that my old university 
chum had to die young, but I had almost forgotten it, and him, too. 
I had answered his letters, but not promptly and with not much interest 
in his painful labor to keep alive and carry on his researches in art 
history. So far as I could recall them my lettters were full of my own 
selfish, healthy interest in my vivid, purposeless life. Ashamed and 
depressed, I went home early that afternoon, got out some of Johann's 
recent letters, and they also were full of me and my doings; they were 
answers to mine and, therefore, about me. Always me: as my mother 
had always said. 

My wife, to turn my thoughts, suggested that maybe some of the 
money left me was really for me; and I had been wanting money to 
use in Wall Street. That made it worse, and my mother-in-law, Mrs. 
Bontecou, remarked that Johann must have loved me. 

“ More than you loved him,” my wife added. 

“That was his gain,” said Mrs. Bontecou. 

“ And my loss,” I answered. 

“ You will always be loved more than you love,” said Josephine. I 
felt that to be true, but I thought she was thinking of herself. She 
may have read my mind, for she said, “ Look at your parents —” 

This was an old grievance of hers. I had not reported our marriage 
till I had made good in New York, was earning my living, and, with my 
wife’s novel published, we were independent. I had accepted financial 
aid from my mother-in-law and would not heed my wife's plea that 
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my family ought to have shared the burden. And then, when my 
father and mother did come to New York to attend our wedding, they 
were hurt to hear that we had been married several years. 

My mother wept, and my father asked, “ Why?” Josephine answered 
out of her anger at me that when I received my father’s letter advising 
me not to come home but to stay in New York, go to work there, and 
learn the practical side of life, I had declared that I would not only do 
that; I would never again ask him for money or other help. 

“ But,” he protested, “ if I had known you were married — ” 

“There,” Josephine triumphed. “I told you,” she said to me. 

She had told me always when fear seized me — whenever I felt thar 
the circumstances of life and the conditions of journalism would make 
of me what I saw it make of old reporters and editorial writers, a Greek 
slave in Rome, a writer of the master’s opinions — then my wife had 
reminded me that there was my father to lend me the money to buy my 
liberty. And he would have done it. He said at our mournful wedding 
funeral in New York that he had cast me off only to try me out, and 
he offered then again to buy me an interest in a San Franciso evening 
newspaper. Josephine besought me to accept, and when I refused she 
declared I was selfish both as to them and as to her. And she punished 
us all for my obstinacy, me, my parents, and my sisters, who soon after 
came home by way of New York from three years at Gottingen. I 
think she thought I would refuse to take Johann’s money, too. 

Johann’s money was different. It was probably a small sum; Johann 
was through with it, and, as Mrs. Bontecou and I recalled, he had 
bound me when I last saw him to do something with it for him. He 
had spoken of founding a scholarship. One of the shots that wounded 
me and my selfishness was the obligation I was under to interrupt my 
work to go to Europe to do this something with Johann’s money. My 
wife liked that, and she had us ready to sail when the letter came from 
Johann’s attorney, W. Lorenz, giving details. 

W. Lorenz wrote that the estate would be valued at somewhere 
around 100,000 marks or $25,000. There were many bequests, both 
to persons and to institutions. The attorney had ordered the body of 
the deceased to be shipped home and would direct the funeral and 
burial, but I must come to choose a family plot, where I had to gather 
from many places the bones of other members of his family. When all 
was done, W. Lorenz estimated that my inheritance, the residuary 
estate, would amount to some $12,000. Nothing about a scholarship. 
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no special duty such as Johann’s solemn pledge had implied. Why, 
then, had he left the money to me? What was I to do with it for him? 

Now the seat of this modest estate, the home of the Krudewolf family, 
was Lehe-bei-Bremerhaven, and Bremerhaven was the harbor for 
Bremen. We took a North German Lloyd ship, therefore, and on the 
way up the narrow channel to Bremerhaven, passed and looked with a 
curious personal wonder at the small village, Lehe, which only the 
captain and members of the crew knew or had ever heard of. Some 
of the crew lived there; it was indeed a seaman’s village, and my 
steward, whose wife and children waved to him from the shore, won- 
dered what in the world we two foreigners were bound there for. And 
so at the dock in Bremerhaven porters, officials, ticket takers could not 
believe that we wanted to “ go back to Lehe.” There, straight ahead, 
was the way to the train to Bremen; everybody else always went from 
the boat to the train and so on to Bremen and Berlin. It was something 
of a fight to get ourselves and our baggage out of the stream to Bremen, 
and then, when we did escape to the street in Bremerhaven, it called 
forth all our German and some rage to convince the porter and the 
carriage driver that we were to go through Bremerhaven back to Lehe. 
“Nobody goes to Lehe ”—“ there is nothing to see in Lehe” —“ it 
is nothing, Lehe ” — “even Bremerhaveners never go to Lehe.” Our 
final release came from a bystander who explained it all in a muttered 
sentence of which I caught but one word, “ verrückt.” I knew the rest; 
so did the porter and the driver. We were crazy Americans and so 
were allowed to drive out through Bremerhaven on one long street 
which became, at a wave of the driver’s whip, the main street of Lehe 
also. My house was No. 32. 

My house! It was a neat, white shop, tight up against and exactly 
like the shops on both sides, which, in turn, were of a solid block of 
similar business houses running a mile or so both ways. It did not 
look like mine, and I did not think of it as mine till our carriage stopped 
and three women and a man rushed out of it at us, crying joyously, 
“ Wilkommen, Herr Hausherr,’ to me and a more formal, less joyous 
greeting to “ my gracious lady.” 

They were Frau Hamil, the mother, two daughters, and a son, who 
leased the ground floor of the house and ran the shops, the two shops, 
one on each side of the main entrance to the three-story house. The 
driver was so astonished that he could only sit up on his seat and 
exclaim, “So, they live here. You live here!” The family had to 
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take our baggage, and they did it merrily, laughing and talking, greet- 
ing and explaining. They swept us and our baggage into the hall, up 
the clean stairs to our Wohnung, the family residence for many years 
of the Krudewolfs, Johann’s, his father’s, his father’s father’s, and so on. 
It was ready for us, neat and white, polished, dusted, furnished — just 
as it had always been kept — as homelike a place as I have ever seen. 

“Weill serve you supper here in half an hour,” said these amazing 
tenants, leaving us to clean up after our journey. We looked into the 
closets, bureaus, chests in all the rooms, and my wife exclaimed. Space 
had been cleared for our clothes, but there were drawers and chests 
filled with fine old linen for beds and tables, stuff enough for several 
such houses, and some of the chests were beautiful old carved, rare 
boxes. 

“All yours,” said the three tenants when they came up with the 
supper, and “Look here!” They unlocked a great box in a back 
room; it was full of funny old heavy silver sets. “ Three complete 
services,” they said, “ most of it, like the linen, never used.” 

“But why? Whence? ” we asked. 

“Every bride brought something rich, silver or linen or both, and 
such things are kept; not used. You use ordinary things.” 

That was the custom; that was the tragedy of our inheritance. As 
we looked over the items of the property left to me, a foreigner, by the 
last of the Krudewolfs, houses, lands, stocks and bonds, furniture, 
clothes, and miscellany of all sorts, we heard, and we saw in the 
accounts, the story of slow growth and thrift — the savings of sacrifice 
— for generations — all for us, strangers, who had had no part, little 
sympathy, and nothing but pity for the lives that had given up so much 
for us. 

“Why did Johann leave this all to me?” I asked these kindly 
women, who seemed always to have been tenants and servitors, too, of 
the family. 

They did not know. They looked at one another as if the question 
had never occurred to them, and the mother cast it aside. “ All we 
know is that he did.” That was enough for them. 

“And why do you serve us supper? ” my wife asked. 

“Oh, we always served Johann when he was home, and his father 


before that.” 
Was it included in the lease? No. Yes. Maybe. They would let 
me see the lease if I wished, but it really didn’t matter. They would 
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buy our food for us, anything we liked, and present the bill, but we 
could not cook and prepare the table or clean the rooms. That was their 
part; it had always been so. The Mandatar, W. Lorenz, would explain 
everything, but — with looks of amiability — they hoped there would 
be no changes. 

But, why, by the way, had the attorney not called that first evening? 

Oh, they answered, he said that he would save the cost of a useless 
visit. He charged for each and every service, and if he came that night 
when we were tired we could do no business; so he was coming in the 
morning, when he not only could greet us but would have time to show 
us the accounts and make it worth our while. 

He came in the morning after our breakfast in the pretty garden 
back of the house. He was a tall, dried-up professional man in an old 
professional long black coat — with flat red hair, a kind old smiling 
face, and a lame left arm, like the Kaiser’s. He often mentioned that, 
“like the Kaiser’s ”; it turned the defect into a decoration. He used it 
to hold his brief case tight against his ribs. He greeted us, as the tenants 
had, with a “ Welcome, Mr. Landlord and gnadige Frau,” but he swept 
the table clear, laid out his papers, and wanted to go to work. 

I wanted to ask some questions: why had Johann left me his 
property? But W. Lorenz was reporting, while piling his papers in 
order, what he had done since Johann’s death and my succession to the 
estate, how he had got the news, opened the will in court before 
witnesses, and begun at once to obey its directions, ordering the body 
shipped, preparing for the funeral, which he described in business 
details. He would show me the grave, unmarked, which I was to 
put a stone on. His report was completed, with prices paid, for which 
he showed me the bills. 

My difficulty was to realize that this was my business, that I was the 
master he regarded me as. 

“ But, Herr Mandatar, why did Johann make me his heir? What 
does he ask of me?” 

“I am coming to that,” said W. Lorenz, and he drew out the will, 
read it with all its many small bequests and requests — nothing for 
me to do; nothing, I mean, that this, his old family attorney and agent, 
could not do. I said so. 

“ But you have to see to all these things,” he answered. “I will do 
them if you bid me do them, but you are responsible for me and for 
my correct performance of them.” He read the figures of the added. 
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up column of bequests, but the sum was only about half the value of 
the whole estate. What was the rest for? 

“The rest is for you,” the matter-of-fact old man answered. “I read 
you the clause—” He was going to re-read it. 

“No,” I interrupted. “ What I want to know is why Johann left 
the rest to me, a foreigner? What did he ever write or say to you to 
indicate why he gave it to me? ” 

“ Ah, that! He never said anything — he would not write anything 
like that to me. I am his agent; I may say that I am a friend of the 
family, though that might be presumptuous. I would not ask, I would 
not permit myself to ask, that question. Only an enemy or —or an 
indignant relative or a malicious neighbor would question a will.” 

Were there indignant relatives and malicious neighbors? 

W. Lorenz fingered his papers, looked up and away, before he 
answered. 

“The will has been filed for probate,” he said, “and no one has 
entered a protest. If they do the will gives all to you.” 

It was no use pumping the Mandatar. He talked business, not 
gossip; he took account of laws, documents, and legal acts, not grum- 
blings and emotions. We went on to arrange in order the steps to be 
taken to execute the will, item by item, and to settle the estate, which 
he assumed I proposed to turn into money. It was not dull, any of it, 
as W. Lorenz discussed and did it. It was all so actual; my appearances 
in court and at public offices were insights into a Germany I did not 
know; an orderly, smoothly running machine, which worked as well for 
me, a foreigner, as for anyone else — hard, precise, but impersonal and 
efficient. 

Josephine had a still more interesting side to attend to. She had to see 
the relatives remembered in the will, mostly children, and their parents 
let her feel that there was some resentment. They did not say much, 
and Josephine thought to placate them by gifts of clothes, silverware, 
and furniture. The Hamils approved this “ generosity,” but W. Lorenz 
shook his just red head. 

“You should be careful about that,” he cautioned me. “ The will 
of the deceased gave, but also it withheld, and what is withheld is of 
the very essence of the document. Johann may have made you his heir 
partly because he wished to deprive his relatives of the inheritance.” 

Did the kind old man know more than he would tell? Was there 
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a story back of this strange will? No, he said, he was only studying 
the document to interpret the will of the deceased. 

“But these are properties that I do not want and will not sell,” I 
said, pointing to the bridal linens and other family heirlooms. 

“Give them, then, to the children that are named in the will,” the 
old man advised. ‘“ Them our dead friend had no feeling against, but 
all others whom he overlooked you should not give to.” 

To try him out, I offered him some little things. He refused them. 
“Iam not named, except as an attorney,” he said. “If he had meant 
me to be a beneficiary he would have given me something himself." 

So just and so loyal was this impersonal professional friend of my 
friend. All I could persuade him to take was a lot of old German 
guidebooks to Europe. He saw them, evidently coveted them, and 
when he felt my disappointment at his refusal of more valuable things 
he said one day that he would take one of two guidebooks to Switzer- 
land. 

“I have always wanted to travel in the Schweiz," he explained. 

“ Good,” I answered quick. “Take the Baedeker’s Schweiz and 
take also the Germanies which you will have to use to get to Switzer- 
land.” And he did. He hesitated; he seemed to be resisting a tempta- 
tion; it was too much for him; he suddenly reached for the books, 
gathered them under his lame arm, and hurried away with what 
turned out to be a prize — to him, a treasure that became an occupation 
for the rest of his life and, by the way, the key that unlocked his pro- 
fessional character and let me into his human being. 

W. Lorenz became a traveler. His sisters told me about it; they 
“consulted ” me about it, for they were alarmed. They said that that 
night when he came home with the guidebooks, he sat right down 
with them and a sheet of legal-cap paper to plan a trip to Switzerland. 
He worked late on it, and the next night he took it up again, this 
journey which he was making. The two old maiden ladies, who adored 
their brother and lived his regular life, were mystified and frightened 
by the change wrought in him by those guidebooks. 

“He plans tours all the time,” they whispered, “ expensive tours 
which will ruin him. He has always been so saving, hardly enough 
to eat, and now — he wants us to go with him. Yes. He asked us the 
other day if we would go. We refused, of course, absolutely, indig- 
nantly. We said we could not afford any such extravagance, and we 
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meant that he could not afford it either. But he said — do you know 
what he said? He said, ‘Oh, then I can do it.’” 

They were thrifty, too. They were too thrifty to waste their slow- 
growing, neat little substance on riotous travel, and the brother profited 
by their refusal to accompany him. This he revealed to me one night 
when I went up to his house to see him about some business that had 
turned up unexpectedly. His sisters purposely slipped me in upon 
him as he was at work on one of a pile of sheets of paper on the dining- 
room table under a center light. He looked guilty. He kept his hands 
down on his maps as he stood to receive me, and his parchment face 
seemed to blush. He answered my question and waited for me to go — 
No invitation to sit down. 

“What are you doing? ” I pried, nodding at the papers. 

“Oh, nothing,” he answered, “ just planning a journey.” 

“Fine. Where to? Anywhere I’ve been? Show me.” 

Reluctantly he lifted his hands, and shyly he said he was revising a 
tour of Switzerland. I pulled his neatly written sheet of paper around 
to me and saw that it was an itemized plan from Lehe-bei-Bremerhaven 
to and through Switzerland and back. It was complete. There was 
the carfare to the Bremerhaven station for a train at 6:50 a.M., the cost of 
a third-class ticket to Bremen, carfare to the hotel there, which was 
named, with the prices for lunch, supper and bed, light, service, and 
tips. There were fees to museums and sights, all listed in order with 
the time of entrance and exit. He started from Bremen the next 
morning early, after coffee, fifty pfennigs, and carfare to the station, 
with the price of a third-class ticket— and so on and on across Ger- 
many to Switzerland, day by day, hours, prices, meals, hotels, fees, all 
blocked out by stops, with the costs listed and summed up each day, 
each week, and a grand total at the bottom of the right-hand side of the 
sheet. There were several sights and side-trips canceled. 

“Why?” I asked. I had made them, one with Johann, I said, and 
they were worth while. 

“Too expensive,” he swallowed. 

“ And this plan?” I pointed to another sheet with a complete plan 
for the same general tour with more stops. 

“ That was too much too. I can’t afford it.” 

“ And this? ” I drew out another, a smaller one. 

“Well,” said Lorenz, with a slight cough, “that was an itinerary 
I drew when I thought my sisters were going along; it left out many 
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places I wanted to see, but I could not work them in; I felt pretty bad 
till it occurred to me that maybe my sisters would not care to suffer the 
fatigue of travel at all. So I asked them, and sure enough, they did 
not want to go, not anywhere.” 

His relief shone out of his face, it had to break through a cloud of 
shame or shyness or something, but — he was glad. 

“When they refused to leave home to travel — anywhere,” he said, 
“why, then I was free to make this big plan that was too big; but now 
this last one, this is possible.” He stopped, hung his head, fussed with 
the papers. “TI don’t suppose I'll ever go; it costs an awful lot, but — 
well, I can. It’s within my means. I can do it —if I'm careful; if the 
books are correct.” 

I understood. All of a sudden I knew that W. Lorenz would never 
make a tour of Switzerland, never meant to travel at all except on 
paper. And I understood that the same thrift which would keep him 
home would keep him traveling on paper with precise care for each 
item of expense, and all within his means. I remembered my boyhood 
when I used to play I was Napoleon or a trapper or an explorer and 
played out my make-believe secretly, in detail, and practically, well with- 
in the possibilities. And I remembered, too, the grown-ups who caught 
me making believe and did not laugh at me, but confessed that they 
also were really something else than what they appeared to be and so 
entered into my game and took me into theirs. Their behavior and 
mine— the shyness, shame, and sneaking persistence — it was all 
just like the embarrassed manner of W. Lorenz. So I gave him one 
long, understanding look, which he returned — the look, not of man to 
man, but of kid to kid, and I broke in. 

“ Sit down,” I said quietly, “ and I’ll show you something.” 

He sat down, relieved, happy, eager, and I showed him how he 
could make his Swiss tour and include all the places he had left out 
and more. He did not know that he could save money by buying at 
Bremerhaven a round-trip ticket (Rundreise). He was amazed, he was 
thrilled, as I read from the general hints in the guide-book about the 
system which cut the whole cost of train travel by just about one-third. 
We worked his itinerary over together, and when I rose to go I had 
promised to bring up, and he was impatient to accept, other guidebooks 
— Austria and Italy, France and Spain, and Norway and Sweden. 

“ Why, we can travel all over Europe! ” he exclaimed as he saw me 
out of the front door. He said it so loud that he looked back into the 
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house to see if his sisters had heard. “ They would never understand,” 
he whispered, and then he said aloud again, “I can go anywhere, 
almost.” 

“Why not?” said I. “If you take your time, learn all the tricks of 
travel, and look out for the smaller items, like food, carfare, and tips, 
you can sce one by one all the countries of Europe, and right, too.” 

“ Yes, and within my means,” he rejoiced with a joyous clasp of my 
hand. 


XIV. I BECOME A CAPITALIST 


HEN W. Lorenz let me into his scheme for the secret satis- 

\ Ñ ) faction of his two great, apparently conflicting passions, first 

to save all his savings, and second to travel all over the 
world, he was bound to let me in also on the true story of his client, 
our friend Johann. He might conceal some of his own secrets; he did, in 
fact. I discovered one day that he proposed to do some traveling 
fourth class, “ only on long dull day stretches,” and only to save enough 
money to visit places off his general itinerary, places double starred in 
the guidebook. I opposed that economy. He was too old and frail 
to stand the discomfort of a boxcar without seats, among soldiers and 
tramps. He gave it up finally. At any rate he laid that plan aside and 
took up another, which he went to work on, cutting hotels and meals 
to save the equivalent of the difference between third and fourth class. 

Meanwhile my wife, sorting over the heirlooms of the Krudewolf 
family with Frau Hamil and her two daughters and consulting with 
them as to the disposition of the things we did not want, had crept into 
the confidence of these good women and so heard their version of the 
Krudewolf saga. These two stories unlocked my memory till I could 
recall and understand remarks Johann had made to me when we were 
students at Heidelberg and Leipzig — remarks which, pieced together 
in the light of the gossip of Lehe, gave me his own story and some ink- 
ling of the purpose of his strange will. 

A pretty little basket held all the elements of the tale. My wife 
discovered it in the attic one afternoon. W. Lorenz and I had been 
selling bonds and stocks, odd pieces of land, and when we had some 
money on hand, we went to Bremen and other places in between 
Lehe and Bremen to gather up the bones of certain ancestors whom 
Johann required in his will that I bring and bury together somewhere. 
I was making a plot in the Lehe cemetery and had ordered a fine bust 
of Johann, by a sculptor he had spoken well of, to crown the graves. 
I had left the inventory of the house to her, and she had worked her 
way slowly, conscientiously, up to the attic, which was the most fasci- 
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nating of all. She and the Frau Hamil and the Fraulein Hamil spent 
days there over the old dresses, hats, toys, schoolbooks — everything 
that an old family attic should contain. But the Hamils had house and 
shops to attend to; they could not be always there, and my wife was 
alone when she called me up and showed me the pretty little flat basket. 
As I stared at it, wondering why she was so interested, she lifted the 
lid and disclosed two crowns of artificial flowers, some trinkets and 
cheap jewelry, a long, thin book in brown paper, which looked like 
a butcher's book, and, on top of all, two yellow third-class tickets to 
Bremen und zurück that had never been used. What did these mean? 

My wife called Frau Hamil, who, at sight of the basket, called her 
daughters, who closed the shops and came and stared. They all looked 
into the basket, at one another, back into the basket, and at us, and they 
seemed to communicate and decide something. 

“Those two wreaths,” Frau Hamil said, “were the bridal crowns 
of the two sisters who married Herr Krudewolf; the jewelry was theirs. 
The book I don't know. But the tickets I know. They were found 
clutched in the hand of the second wife when I came up and saw her 
lying there dead.” 

1 had been fluttering the pages of the butcher book. It was the 
roughly kept accounts of the growth of the family fortune for some 
seven generations. It began in an illiterate hand with the evaluation 
of a small farm, worth a few hundred thalers, and the dower of a bride. 
Another such hand added a few bits of land and a bridal dower. 
Another and another added dowers, a few hundred thalers and then a 
few thousand marks. Then there was the sale of the farm, all but a 
few pieces of land, and a record of the price, over 50,000 marks. This, 
I reckoned, was in the hand of Johann's grandfather. The next hand 
was more modern, and it added a large sum in money, 20,000 marks, 
and two bridal dowers, 10,000 each. It was a record of thrift; there were 
no losses or big expenditures; there were small profits. The increases 
came with the wives. 

“ This book,” I said, “ is the history of the sacrifices and savings of the 
Krudewolf family.” 

“ Ah,” Frau Hamil answered, “ of their success.” 

“Yes, over seven generations. But those return tickets to Bremen, 
what are they? ” 

“Sit down and FI] tell you,” said Frau Hamil, and we sat down on 
the boxes and old chests. 
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“ Herr Krudewolf, Johann’s father,” she began, “ was a good man, but 
hard. He was a sea captain; he went to sea as a lad, studied, and 
worked up till he commanded ships that sailed all around the world. 
He sailed to America, often, and he learned something there that made 
him give up the sca; or maybe it was when his wife, Johann’s own 
mother, died in giving birth to her baby that the father retired from the 
sea. Anyway, he bought the house with the shops, which he meant 
Johann to have a big business in. Everything was for Johann, who was 
to be a great merchant, like they are in America. He was too old to 
become a businessman himself, but Johann — the baby could learn. 

“ But the father could not bring up the baby; he asked the mother’s 
sister to do it, and he married her. He loved her, too. Ah, yes, he 
loved his wife. He could not help loving his wife. She was an angel; 
we all loved her, and Johann adored her. She was his mother, the 
only mother he knew, and she adored Johann. And der Herr Kapitän, 
he loved his wife and his child, too; he lived only for them. But —” 

Frau Hamil looked at her daughters, who looked at her till she 
looked away to continue. 

“We think that Herr Krudewolf was made hard by the sea and the 
seamen he had to command. It is said that he was terrible on board 
ship; sailors who lived here in Lehe and sailed under him tell how he 
ruled them without mercy. They, too, these sailors, were hard men, 
strong and terrible; they feared nothing and nobody, neither at sea 
nor ashore — nobody but the Herr Kapitän, and him they feared 
always, even at home here, even on the street. They cursed him behind 
his back, but to his face, when they met him, they were afraid. Johann’s 
father was a hard, hard man. He loved his wife; he loved his son; and 
he was good; he was honest and just; but he was strict; and he com- 
manded his wife and his son, his relatives, and — us, his tenants, as 
he ruled his crews at sea.” 

Frau Hamil rested a moment; she looked at no one. She looked into 
the basket, touched the crowns, the tickets. 

“Frau Krudewolf became ill. She was not strong, to begin with; 
she had the weakness in the chest that her sister had, and she was 
frail. And she was gentle, so gentle. Her voice was low and very sweet; 
when she bade you do something she seemed only to plead with you 
to do it. And when she answered her husband you could hardly hear 
her. She respected her husband, of course; she was a good wife, but 
her happiness was in the baby, the little boy who grew and was quiet. 
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He talked to his mother. He couldn't talk much to his father, because 
he was a dreamy boy with wild ideas and wishes, and his father would 
not listen to his prattle about traveling and studying and learning and 
writing. But the mother did. She would sit and listen, or later, she 
lay on her bed and let Johann talk and imagine things; she loved in. 
I think that she wanted what Johann wanted, not what her husband 
wanted. There was some trouble; I think it was over Johann’s being 
apprenticed to the merchant. Johann cried and cried and cried, and his 
mother, too, but he did what his father said. He was a good boy, an 
obedient son. 

“ And then the tickets. I must tell you about them. As Johann grew 
up and became a young man, when he went to work in the business 
to learn, the mother became worse. Captain Krudewolf did not believe 
she was very ill. She had always lain a good deal on her bed, but by and 
by she stayed in bed; she did not get up any more, and finally, one day, 
she was very ill, a hemorrhage. Even then the captain was not con- 
cerned, but he called a doctor. It was the doctor who made him believe. 
He came downstairs and, drawing the captain aside, whispered some- 
thing to him. F heard only what the captain said. He said, ‘ Die!’ 
He shouted it, and that was the only time I ever saw him weak. He 
ran upstairs; I followed, and I heard. He went to his wife’s room; he 
went in, and he knelt down by her bed, and he asked her if she felt bad. 
She said she didn’t. He asked her if what the doctor said was true; she 
said she thought it was. And he cried. It was awful to see that strong, 
terrible, good man cry; just like Johann. He wanted to know if he had 
not been a good husband to her; she put her hand on his bent head and 
said something. I could not hear. 

“t Haven't I given you everything you wanted or could want?’ he 
asked her, and before she could answer, he asked her if there was 
anything in the world that she wanted that she did not have, and she 
said, ‘ Yes, there is. Ich mécht’ a’mal die Welt ansek’n? She wanted 
to see the world. 

“ He sprang up, that broken, weeping man; he came out, ran down- 
stairs and out of the house. When he came back he had those two 
tickets, and he took them upstairs and he showed them to her —to 
Bremen — and back; he put them into her hand, and she clutched them, 
she clung to them, till she died. We, Herr Krudewolf and 1, we found 
them; we could hardly get them out of her hand.” 

“ Did Johann himself put these things in that basket? ” ¥ asked the 
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women. They said that he did; when his father died Johann had gone 
over everything, put all in order, and must himself have made up that 
little basketful of keepsakes. “I did the gathering and packing,” Mrs. 
Hamil said, “ and I never saw that basket.” 

So Johann had seen the relation of the bridal trinkets, the butcher 
book, and two return tickets to— the world. I carried off the book; 
I showed it to W. Lorenz, who was interested enough to cast up the 
figures, making corrections, and to draw a moral from it. “So are 
family fortunes saved up, bit by bit.” 

“Bride by bride,” I commented bitterly. 

“Not only,” he corrected. “ There was careful saving in all that.” 

“What for? For me?” 

He nodded. “ Yes, as it turned out. But to the men who saved it 
the fortune was capital for a business.” 

“Which Johann did not want. Why did the father insist on his 
boy’s doing something he didn’t want to do? ” 

“ Johann’s father,” said Lorenz, “ was a stern, strong man. He learned 
in America — he said that there was money in shops, there was money 
in trade, but there was no money in sailing ships. He learned that 
there was more money in trade ashore; so he came ashore. He was 
too old; he was too impatient with people; he was spoiled by the sea 
for business ashore. But he had a son. He brought up Johann to be 
what he could not be. He bought the house with the shops for him; he 
apprenticed him to a merchant; he would put his money into his son’s 
business. It was a good plan; it is too bad Johann did not follow it. He 
had queer ideas of traveling and studying, and his mother listened to 
him, and I think she encouraged him. Anyway she listened as a 
mother will to the dreams that a boy will have.” 

To my direct questions Lorenz answered that he thought she inter- 
ceded with the father for the boy, but without effect. 

“Even after her death? ” I asked, thinking of the father’s remorse 
and the two yellow tickets. Lorenz was silent a long moment. 

“Johann did not give up his place in the shop till his father died,” 
he said, and as I sat there taking in the meaning of this, the Mandatar 
added gently, “ Johann’s father was a very determined man.” 

We were in the Mandatar’s dark little overloaded office, he at his 
desk, I in the one client’s chair. Our easy labors over the estate that 
were coming to a close had been suspended, and I knew Lorenz wished 
to get on with the settlement. I had proposed to pay all the bequests, 
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free of taxes paid. He approved. I could do whatever I pleased for the 
schools, the city, the city park, and the relatives named. But when I 
suggested giving money or goods to any other relative he objected. 
There was something back of his resistance. I must know what that 
was. I recalled aloud things Johann had said long ago to me. He had 
loathed business in any form. He resented the power of parents over 
children. He had asked me if my father had any fixed idea of my 
education, future, and general welfare. When I said, “ No, not fixed,” 
he declared me fortunate. “My father,” he said, “knew what was 
good for his son. My whole family did, all except my mother.” 

“Did Johann’s relatives,” I asked, “ back up his father? ” 

“Yes, they did,” said Lorenz that day. 

“ Hard?” 

The Mandatar squirmed, but he let out his professional secret to the 
full. 

“ After the old man was buried and Johann took over the estate, he 
quit his position in the business. He announced his plan to go away to 
study, and there was a row. The relatives held that he had no right to 
squander in study, travels, and pleasure the family saving of genera- 
tions.” 

“Then that is the reason why he had cast them all off, all but the 
children,” I said, relieved. 

Lorenz nodded. “ That,” he said, “is why I think you should not 
give anything to them.” 

“Why haven't you said so before? ” 

“Tt is not so stated in the will,” he answered, “ and he never said it 
to me or you. I go, and I think you should go, by the will.” 

“I will,” I said. 

“ By his will,” he said, “ not his ill will, nor his hate.” 

Then the just, wise old attorney told me of some kindnesses I could 
do. The Hamils wanted to buy the house. “ You can get more for it in 
the open market,” he said, “ but they were good to Johann; they served 
the family always; they are sweet people. They have a little money, and 
they can add a sum which they can borrow from the institutions Johann 
has given money to: the exact amount of those bequests.” I agreed to 
that. “ Good,” he said; then he told me that a relative Johann used to 
find amusement in, a man who had lived long in Brooklyn and come 
back home well to do but full of America and American superiority — 
this old uncle wanted to buy at a low but sufficient price a Piece of 
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land between two separated pieces of his land. “The other relatives 
hate this man,” said Lorenz, “ but Johann rather liked him.” I agreed 
to that. I agreed to several such arrangements, and he went out, and I 
sold the land. I saw why the relatives hated the buyer, but I saw, too, 
why Johann found him fun. He did “rub in” Brooklyn, where he 
had lived unhappily; he had hated it, been homesick, but as some- 
thing to talk about that would make Lehe and Bremerhaven and even 
Bremen look small, he found Brooklyn, to say nothing of New York, 
very useful. 

The Hamils had the happiest day of their lives, I think, buying their 
house from me. They set the table in the garden for the bargaining, 
which Lorenz drove hard for me and the estate, only to be glad every 
time I took the buyers’ side and went against him. 

The business was settled with smiles; the daughters literally danced 
with glee. The only day to compare with that day was the day of the 
payment, the actual transfer of the money. And that was a day I shall 
never forget. Everybody dressed in his best for it, and I soon saw why. 

The moneys we had collected from sales and settlements were all 
deposited in cash in the savings bank. Lorenz, in his Sunday best, 
called for me, with some money to deposit — gold. We turned it in at 
the bank, drew out some 42,000 marks in gold coins, which we carried 
in bags to the three institutions which got it in three sums, counted 
out on large tables. The recipients, accepting these sums, came with 
us to the Hamils’ house, where, in the parlor, they counted out the 
money, which was united in a loan to Frau Hamil. She gathered it up, 
held it a moment, and then counted it out with her additional cash, 
also in gold coins. We counted it again, and Lorenz swept it into 
his bags and back we went, alone now, to the bank, where we re- 
deposited the same coins we had drawn out a few hours earlier. 

“Why not use checks? ” I asked, and the answer was that that 
system had been tried and found unsafe. I had to make a very slow, 
elaborate deal with a Bremen bank to get what was coming to me into 
the form of a draft on New York. However, that was done, and all 
was settled except the bill for professional services of W. Lorenz. He 
was slow about rendering it. It was a long, detailed, complicated bill, 
he said, and I could well believe that. He had been doing practically 
nothing else than my business for three or four months, and I expected 
a big bill; I had kept in cash a large amount to meet it, and as he 
worked on it nights, I began to fear I had underestimated the amount. 
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He himself was embarrassed when he ushered me into his office to 
present it, and I was shocked by the length of it, many foolscap sheets. 
But the items: carfare downtown, 10 pfennigs (he walked back); 
appearance in court, 1 mark; argument in court, 1.50. So it went; every 
single service done was entered, but at such rates as these; and the total ? 
One hundred and sixty-four marks, twenty-five pfennigs! About 
forty dollars. 

I counted out exactly that amount, down to the pfennigs; he gave me 
some small change to make it exact. Then I handed him a few 
hundred marks. 

“ What's that for? ” he asked. 

“Oh, for a trip to Venice.” 

“From Switzerland! ” he exclaimed, receiving it, delighted. “ But” 
— he clouded — “ I can go on to Rome with all that,” he said. 

“Yes,” I answered, “ but you can’t get back.” 

“Let’s see.” He hoped, and he rose to go to the dining room where 
the guidebooks were kept. 

“No, no, Lorenz, not now,” I protested. “ There’s something else 
I want you to do for me. Tell me why Johann left his money to me. 
He said once that there was something he wanted me to do with it. 
What was it?) What did he want me to use it for? ” 

Lorenz dropped back in his chair. He trifled with his papers. 
“There is nothing on record to bind you at all,” he said. “ But I think 
that he wanted you to be free.” 

“Free? ” 

“Yes, free of your father, free of your family, free to do what you 
might want to do, study or go into business or — travel —” 

“To Rome.” 

“ Yes,” he mumbled. “I think so.” 

“ Yes, and I think so too,” I said. “J think that’s it.” For I remem- 
bered once when we were making a foot tour of the Saxische Schweiz 
that Johann had said that money was liberty. We were discussing 
whether to go on and see Prague or to return to Leipzig. 

“ Money is not money,” he said; “ it is liberty.” 

And that’s what Johann’s money has been for me. It was only some 
$12,000, but I knew how to make it more. I had not been a reporter in 
Wall Street for nothing. When I got back to New York my father 
wrote, asking me what I proposed to do with the money. “ Speculate,” 
I answered, and he, frightened, straightway wanted to borrow it all from 
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me. He said he needed it just then; I suspected that he wished to save 
it for me, but I lent him one half of it, and with the rest, to his amaze- 
ment, I slowly, surely, easily made enough money to make me free for 
life, as my friend Johann Friedrich Krudewolf willed, free even of Wall 


Street. 
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XV. REMAKING A NEWSPAPER 


is young, honest, and full of ideals, it is attractive, trusted, 

and full of the possibilities of power. Powerful men see this, 
see its uses, and so seek to possess it. And some of them do get and 
keep it, and they use, abuse, and finally ruin it. The Commercial 
Advertiser, the oldest newspaper in New York, looked like a used-up, 
ex-“ good” governor, when “ we” got hold of it in 1897. It had a 
circulation of some 2500, no influence, and it must have cost its keeper 
the income on a small fortune to make up its losses. A newspaper can 
be saved — to sell again, as we discovered. 

“We” were Henry J. Wright, the city editor of the Evening Post, 
who became the editor-in-chief of the old Commercial; J. S. Seymour, 
the publisher of the Post, who took the same position on the wreck; 
Norman Hapgood and myself, whom they brought with them from the 
reportorial staff; and later, Joseph B. Bishop, an editorial writer. Hap- 
good had the theaters, I the city department, and he and I went to work 
without any instructions except to be careful about spending money. 
Editorially we were free, and I think Wright and Seymour were free, 
from any requirement beyond that of making the bankrupt a profitable 
property, which meant, at that stage, a good newspaper. Anyhow that 
was the spirit in which we went to work in the news department, and 
the result was a busy, happy, progressively successful period of four 
or five years. 

My inspiration was a love of New York, just as it was, and my 
ambition was to have it reported so that New Yorkers might see, not 
merely read of it, as it was: rich and poor, wicked and good, ugly but 
beautiful, growing, great. I had no policy that went very deep. “ We” 
inherited from the Post an opposition to Tammany and corruption, 
but I really liked Croker and the “bad men” I knew more than I 
realized, much more than I liked the reformers “ we” consulted and 
supported. 

“ He’s a crook,” I would tell a reporter, “ but he’s a great crook,” and 
I think now that I meant he was a New York crook and therefore a 
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character for us and all other New Yorkers to know intimately and 
be proud of. ` 

My reporters liked our attitude. They were picked men and women, 
picked for their unusual, literary pose. I hated the professional news- 
paperman; I had seen him going down, down, down, and I dreaded 
his fate. I remember once how one of them came to me for a job at 
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the beginning of our enterprise when I needed reporters. I recognized 
the type; I smelled it on his alcoholic breath, read it on his cynical lips. 
To stall him, I asked him what experience he had had. 

“ Experience! ” he echoed. “I have been Washington correspondent 
of the Herald, city editor of the Tribune, London man for the Times 
I” — he waved his arm contemptuously out over our long, big city 
room and concluded — “ I have been the editor of this shebang.” 

“ Then there is no place here for you now,” I cried at him, my hands 


up in horror. 
“What am I to do then? ” he asked bitterly. 
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“Go out of this office,” I answered, “turn to the left till you come 
to the corner, then turn right and go — go till you come to the dock.” 

“ And then? ” he questioned. “ What then? ” 

“Go on,” I finished. “ Don’t stop. Keep right on.” 

It was astonishing, my outburst, and | must have shouted it at the 
poor wretch, for someone asked me as I came back to my desk 
why I had been so loud and fierce. My answer surprised me. I said 
that to have that man on my staff would have been like seeing the 
ghost of my future constantly before my eyes. I had not realized till 
that moment the subconscious fear in which I was working, the depth 
of my dread of becoming a professional newspaperman. I wanted 
none on my staff. I wanted fresh, young, enthusiastic writers who 
would see and make others see the life of the city. This meant indi- 
vidual styles, and old newspapermen wrote in the style of their paper, 
the Sun men in the Sun style, Post men in the Godkin manner. 

There were professionals on the staff I inherited, of course; there 
were no others at first. I discharged some at once, and I was discharging 
the rest so fast that Mr. Wright remonstrated. Shouldn’t I wait till I 
had found substitutes? I did not want to; it was only Wright’s insist- 
ence that made me keep the few men that stayed, luckily. There was a 
Wall Street man, who was no expert, and a political reporter who was 
an expert but so bored that he wrote dead stuff. He was of use only 
for tips; other men wrote the stories he thought he had covered. There 
was Miss Josephine Meagan, who did the woman’s department; she 
was a young woman but an old trained professional who soon proved 
indispensable. The most useful to the staff was John Weier, a young 
man but a newspaperman who saved our amateur lives many a time by 
his quick, knowing skill and amiable willingness to help anyone out 
of a hole. The most useful to me personally was the assistant city 
editor, Charles Lachaussee. I did not know it, but I was not an editor 
nor any other kind of executive. Lachaussee was. He carried on the 
routine and filled in wherever I was neglectful, forgetful, and incapable. 
This he did so tactfully, so quietly that I think nobody remarked at the 
time and | myself came only later to recognize that whatever of com- 
pleteness and steadiness there was in our city news service was due to 
this modest, experienced wheel horse. I kept, I clung to, Lachaussee by 
instinct, and I can see in memory reporters going also instinctively to 
him for the needed instructions I did not give them. 

The rest of the old staff were dismissed suddenly — and their places 
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were filled by utterly inexperienced writers. Hutchins Hapgood, a 
brother of Norman, was one of the first. He, too, loved, if not New 
York, then life and people and ideas. Soon after him came Neith Boyce, 
an unsentimental, pretty girl, who ran a romance through the city 
room by editing Hutch and his copy till he fell in love with and married 
her. Another New Yorker taken early was Abraham Cahan, an East 
Side Russian socialist, later to become editor of the Jewish Daily For- 
ward, who made incessant propaganda among us for the Marxian 
program and for Russian realism; but he had published a novel and 
in the paper wrote fact stories direct from the news, just as Hutch Hap- 
good picked up philosophy from artists, bums, and thieves. In the 
main, however, the Commercial reporters were sought out of the gradu- 
ating classes of the universities, Harvard, Yale, Princeton, and Co- 
lumbia, where we let it be known that writers were wanted — not 
newspapermen, but writers. 

My verbal advertisement and my announced rules drew the right 
kind of young men. I would take fellows, I said, whose professors of 
English believed they were going to be able to write and who them- 
selves wanted to be writers, provided, however, that they did not intend 
to be journalists. “ We” had use for anyone who, openly or secretly, 
hoped to be a poet, a novelist, or an essayist. I could not pay them much 
in money, but as an offset I promised to give them opportunities to see 
life as it happened in all the news varieties. No one would be kept long 
in any department; as soon as a reporter became expert in one branch 
of work, he would be turned into another. This was not only for their 
sakes, but for ours also. When a reporter no longer saw red at a fire, 
when he was so used to police news that a murder was not a human 
tragedy but only a crime, he could not write police news for us. We 
preferred the fresh staring eyes to the informed mind and the blunted 
pencil. To’express if not to enforce this, I used to warn my staff that 
whenever a reporter became a good all-round newspaperman he would 
be fired. And to encourage each man to form and write in his own 
style, I declared that if any two reporters came to write alike, one of 
them would have to go. There was to be no Commercial Advertiser 
style, no Commercial men. So also there were no rules about prompti- 
tude, sobriety, accuracy; no lists of friends or enemies of the paper; no 
editorial policy; no “ beats”; and best of all, there was no insistence 
even upon these rules, which were broken at any one’s convenience. 

My practice was to take as many university graduates as came each 
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year after their Commencement, and trying them out in the summer 
when the older men were on vacation, select in the fall those that we 
liked, “ we” being myself, Lachaussee, and the other reporters, who 
were harder judges than I was. Most of the men who made good were 
from Harvard. Other colleges sent us candidates who were elected. 
Walter S. Edwards, from Columbia, was one of the most sensitive 
reporters I ever knew. He “covered” Dick Croker, the Tammany 
boss, with an affection which this lovable man deserved and returned 
— Edwards covered him with love and with (unintended) ridicule. 
But music was Edwards's gift, not literature. Mr. Wright got from 
Columbia a young man, George Wharton, who created a school-news 
department which was a model. From Yale came Larkin G. Mead, 
a nephew of William Dean Howells, who couldn’t spell, punctuate, 
or keep to the rules of primary grammar, but had a sensitive eye, red 
hair, and freckles, and drove words like nails. There was the copy 
desk downstairs and the typesetters upstairs to make his living English 
correct. “Red” Mead of Yale was one of our stars. On the desk, 
besides Neith Boyce, was Pitts Duffield, who had taste and a gift for the 
appreciation and ordering of other writers’ writings. He became a 
publisher. 

Eugene Walter, who became a playwright, worked for us for some 
time and suffered all the time. He was one of those men who wanted 
to write, was sure he could, but had not yet found his form. He was 
not a success as a reporter, but when he turned to the stage he did 
brilliant things. Harvey J. O’Higgins came to us for a job, but, as 
Carl Hovey put it recently in a letter, “ We didn’t think he was any 
good; so we allowed him to work on the telegraph desk, but he prac- 
ticed writing on our Saturday supplement.” Edwin Lefevre reported 
Wall Street for us, but he had the newspaperman’s sense of news. He 
wrote the bald, important facts for the publication and then, after the 
Paper went to press, told us the stories which, under the drive of our 
scorn, he afterward wrote and published under the title Wall Street 
Stories. 

The Harvard men who stayed and gave character to the city news 
were Hutchins Hapgood, Carl Hovey (afterward editor of the Metro- 
politan Magazine, now a Hollywood editor and writer), Guy H. Scull 
(who has since died), Robert S. Dunn, a novelist — all writers; and 
there were others, like Humphrey T. Nicholls, who were not naturally 
gifted but could report, because Harvard somehow taught her students 
that there is such a thing as the beautiful in this world and that there 
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is an art in writing. I think now that one member of the Cambridge 
faculty, Professor Copeland, had a great deal to do with our success with 
Harvard men. He understood what kind of students we were looking 
for, and he was wise enough to send me that sort and no others. I say 
“ wise,” and I might say “ extraordinary,” for most men and most of the 
professors of English I was in touch with thought only of getting some 
young friend “a job,” any job. Professor Copeland knew that that was 
worse than useless; it was harmful to put a young man in a position he 
was not fitted for and so start him off with a failure. Nor is it a service 
to the employer. Mr. Copeland considered both his students and me; 
he sent me only the fellows he was sure could see and express the beauty 
in the mean streets of a hard, beautiful city. Every one of his men made 
good. But I have always given credit for that to Harvard in general. 
That university gave, and I think gives, something of what is called 
culture and made its students aware not only, like other American 
colleges, of what men know, but of that also which men do not know 
and have to discover of “ the True and the Beautiful.” 

We talked of such things on our paper. We dared to use such words 
as “ literature,” “ art,” “ journalism,” not only in the city room itself, but 
at a fire or in the barrooms where the Press drank. The old hacks hated 
it and ridiculed us; we were the freshmen of Park Row, and our tittle- 
tattle was sophomoric. But we did not care what the old bums said, 
and as for the star men of the other papers, we could see in their printed 
stuff that they likewise were laboring at the art of telling stories. 
Cynicism was a pose in the journalism of those days, and my staff did 
not take it. They meant to be writers, and they did not pretend to be 
working only for money. How could they on the miserable wages I 
paid, $12, $15, $20 a week? My contract with them was to pay them in 
opportunities, to see actual tragedies and comedies and to report them. 
They were not held accountable for news beats; Lachaussee and I with 
the city news service of the Associated Press could take care that we were 
not beaten; my young writers were expected to beat the other papers - 
only in the way they presented the news. The flash of a murder would 
come in. I did not rush a man out to get the news first; Lachaussee 
would write a short bulletin for the next edition while I would call up, 
say, Cahan; I would ask him to sit down and then, without any urge, 
tell him quietly what to do. 

“ Here, Cahan, is a report that a man has murdered his wife, a rather 
bloody, hacked-up crime. We don’t care about that. But there’s a 
story in it. That man loved that woman well enough once to marry 
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her, and now he has hated her enough to cut her all to pieces. If you 
can find out just what happened between that wedding and this 
murder, you will have a novel for yourself and a short story for me. Go 
on now, take your time, and get this tragedy, as a tragedy.” 

Our stated ideal for a murder story was that it should be so under- 
stood and told that the murderer would not be hanged, not by our 
readers. We never achieved our ideal, but there it was; and it is scien- 
tifically and artistically the true ideal for an artist and for a newspaper: 
to get the news so completely and to report it so humanly that the 
reader will see himself in the other fellow’s place. 

Our theory was not generally accepted even in our own office. No 
ideal was unchallenged there. It was a place of constant debate. Any 
answer ever offered to the question, “ What is art? ” was disputed, and 
hotly, too. This may have been Cahan’s influence. He brought the 
spirit of the East Side into our shop. The Ghetto and the Russian Jews, 
a disputatious lot, were splitting just then into two parties over the 
question of realism in the arts. Cahan took us, as he could get us, one 
by one or in groups, to the cafés where the debate was on at every table 
and to the theaters where the audience divided: the realist party hissing 
a romantic play, the romanticists fighting for it with clapping hands 
and sometimes with fists or nails. A remarkable phenomenon it was, 
a community of thousands of people fighting over an art question as 
savagely as other people had fought over political or religious questions, 
dividing families, setting brother against brother, breaking up business 
firms, and finally, actually forcing the organization of a rival theater 
with a company pledged to realism against the old theater, which would 
play any good piece. 

I rejoiced when this East Side controversy flowed over into my news- 
paper. I had enjoyed and profited by my police reporter's interest in the 
picturesque Ghetto, and I knew it was good — good journalism and 
good business — for my reporters to follow and report the happenings 
over there. It increased our circulation; the Jews read the Commercial, 
and it broadened the minds of the staff and of our readers. Norman 
Hapgood reviewed the Yiddish theaters or let Cahan and other reporters 
write criticisms of their shows; he often put their plays and perform- 
ances at the head of his column, where they often belonged. The 
Yiddish stage was about the best in New York ar that time both in 
stuff and in acting; some of their players went on to the English- 
speaking stage afterward. 
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Whatever it was that did it, whether it was Cahan and the Ghetto 
or my encouragement, the Commercial city room had ideals and 
flaunted them openly. There were clashing notes. Neith Boyce used 
to smother the sentimentality of Hutch Hapgood when he became too 
soft. He brought in one day an interview he had had with a broken- 
down tramp on a park bench. Hutch saw in it philosophy and pathos, 
and he wrote it so. I sensed in the tender way in which he handed it 
to me that he felt it to be a sensitive manuscript, which meant that he 
would fight against any editing. I turned it over to Miss Boyce, who 
edited it as freely as if it had been an advertising write-up, and sent it 
up to the composing room. When it appeared in the paper it was under 
her heading, “ He Lost His Grip,” a title which changed the whole 
meaning of the story. I saw Hutch hold it up like a wounded bird, 
almost with tears in his eyes. He said not a word, however, and I (alone, 
I think now) did not understand why he siood such treatment from 
Miss Boyce till one day when he came in late and unhurried with an 
important bit of news. I jumped on him only to have him hold me 
and, pointing to a sunray lighting upon the girl’s red hair, ask me if 
it was not beautiful to have such a touch of color in our dingy old 
city room. Then I understood all that had happened and foresaw 
what was going to happen. For Neith Boyce was as romantic in her 
way as Hutch Hapgood was in his way, and as idealistic and ambitious 
as anyone on the staff, as her novels and other writings have proven 
since. 


XVI. A HAPPY NEWSPAPER STAFF 


and the sport of it appears best as one looks back at it, but we of 

the Commercial Advertiser saw the humor of it at the time. Neith 
Boyce helped us there, she and Harry Thurston Peck. They were 
irresponsible enough to see it objectively as a game and to play the 
useful part of fans. Peck was a professor at Columbia University and 
the editor of The Bookman, but he was one of those tireless geniuses 
who never have enough to do. He had accepted also the editorship of 
our book department. With a stenographer and an assistant editor he 
carried on pages and pages of book reviews, literary notes and news; he 
had his Bookman and his lectures to attend to, but he used to sit in his 
stovepipe hat and white spats in “the culprit’s chair ” beside my city 
desk and watch us collect the news of the city, watch and wonder and 
ask questions. 

“ But how do you know there’s a fire there? ” or “ Will the mayor 
answer such a question? Won't he throw the reporter out?” And 
later, as he learned the business of news gathering, he would raise the 
order of his questions: “ So they really do such things? ‘Take bribes 
and steal? ” 

Neith Boyce sat directly behind me at the copy desk, quiet, golden, 
sharp, quick, and whimsical. She saved my nerves from explosions. 
I sent Guy Scull, a yachtsman himself, to the dry dock in Brooklyn to get 
and telephone the official handicap measurements of the two yachts 
about to race off Sandy Hook for the international cup. The figures 
came in, but not from Scull, and another man, who was reporting 
another angle of the race preliminaries, was asked to find the lost 
reporter. He came back to the office after the paper had gone to press 
with Scull humbly in tow and reported, “I found him on a pile of 
lumber in the Navy Yard writing poetry.” 

Neith Boyce laughed just in time to make me see my ridiculous staff 
of writers as I see them now, all gathered around Guy Scull and 
debating whether his lines were merely verse or really poetry. The 
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measurement of the yachts was editorial business, not literature. And 
Peck, the literary editor, sympathized with me, and said so to the staff, 
who only stared at him, and went on talking “over my head,” as he 
put it when he came back beaten to me. But the editor of The Book- 
man was reconciled to my staff and to my policy of using inexperienced 
writers when he saw the results of some of the general assignments 
“we” gave: to look for one instance of gayety in New York, with the 
promise to report it in the paper as conspicuously as a murder. All the 
reporters joined in that search, and though none of them brought in 
an account of pure gayety, we did have, and we put on the first page 
with stud heads, two or three instances of merriment. Peck agreed that 
“mere gayety ” does not occur in America. He was most enthusiastic, 
however, over a joint report by the whole staff of “ How Grief Is Ex- 
pressed.” Reporters often see tragedies, deaths at fires, injuries in the 
streets and in falling buildings; they see the relatives find their injured 
and killed, and they carry the first news of disaster. I had asked every- 
body to observe directly the actual expression of sorrow, and the reports 
did not bear out the stage and the novels; there is more blowing of the 
nose in real life. Peck suggested other such studies: manifestations of 
indignation, real and pretended, of rage, surprise, cunning, etc., and I 
soon had my writers reporting in their daily news stories such close 
and correct observation of the details of demeanor that artists and pro- 
fessional men began to take notice. William Dean Howells, the 
novelist, once said that no writer or artist could afford not to read the 
Commercial Advertiser, and Professor Peck was as pleased as if Howells 
had recommended his columns of book reviews. There was nothing 
narrow about Harry Thurston Peck, and that’s why he made The 
Bookman what it was, the authority on the literature of his day. 

He and other editors entered into some of our games. One of my 
test assignments for a new reporter was to go and see and write the dif- 
ference between Fifth Avenue and Broadway or Thirty-sixth and 
Thirty-seventh Streets. Norman Hapgood tried one of these, and every- 
body on the paper “ did” the parade at Easter; we printed them all, 
a whole page which probably no one read through except the men and 
women on the paper. What of it? The readers got the results. The 
concentration of the staff on the technique of writing made them better 
reporters; yes, and got us “ beats.” 

Carl Hovey outwrote all the reporters in New York one day when 
Archbishop Ireland came into the harbor from Rome with some news. 
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The wise old prelate would not tell his news — “ not a word,” he said 
to the reporters, “ not a single word.” They were all balked but Hovey, 
who told us how the archbishop refused to talk. He reported how he 
looked, how he waved his long, canny finger, smiling, as he warned 
the reporters not to make up a fake; and how he came upon the crowd 
lying on the deck, their heads together, trying to fake up something — 
the fine old priest came up, cast his shadow over them, and startled them 
with his “ Now, now, now, what are you all up to?” Our readers saw 
that happen, and they saw the archbishop and the kind of dignified, 
humorous, fine human being he was; and that was half the news of 
that day. 

Carl Hovey, after he made the Metropolitan Magazine, became an 
editor on one of the most successful of the big movie lots, where I saw 
him recently. Just for the fun of it I asked him what the art was of 
making photoplays. He answered quite seriously: “ It's just what we 
learned on the old Commercial; you go and see something interesting 
and then you show it interestingly, that’s all.” 

Yes, we used to talk art, and we tried openly, shamelessly, to practice 
it on that good old newspaper, all of us, even Robert Dunn, who would 
not himself recognize literature and broke up every conversation he 
could butt into about it. He began with his first day, when he came to 
us fresh from Harvard. The moment he was accepted on the staff, 
he turned and by his sarcasm damped a group of art talkers. “ Bah!” 
he said. “ There is no such thing.” 

One by one those reporters stepped up to me, and with Neith Boyce 
laughing, they begged me not to keep Dunn. “ He'll spoil the spirit 
of the paper,” they said. “ We'll see,” I answered, and the next morning 
I sent him off to a near-by one-alarm fire. He saw and he described it; 
Miss Boyce and I read, and without a change, sent it up to be set. It 
was in our first edition, and as the other reporters came in with their 
stories to write, they glanced at the paper and they read Dunn’s short 
sketch of that fire. The first was Cahan, who was most against Dunn; 
he came up to me with his finger on the story. 

“Who wrote that? ” he asked. 

“Dunn,” I answered. 

“ Oh-h-h,” he groaned. “ We'll have to keep him, won't we! ” 

Dunn could write and Dunn could bite, and he bit and wrote his 
way through with us for months. He had no respect for anybody or 
anything. Some friend of his family told me that his method of con- 
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versation was to draw people out till he discovered what they held 
most sacred and then to “ spit on the emblem thereof.” He certainly 
spat upon us, all of us, and all our emblems. He would have split up 
the staff if he could have let anyone follow or take sides with him. 
But no, he scoffed at those who agreed with him and soon had no one 
to speak to. I did not want to discharge him; I explained the situation 
and besought him to make it up with the other reporters. 

“You mean that you want me to speak ” — he looked around for an 
example, and seeing Cahan, he continued —“ actually talk with 
Cahan? ” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“ All right, I will, just for you,” he said, and he walked up to Cahan 
and asked him, “ Say, Cahan, why is it you East Side Jews never bathe? ” 

No use. I had to fire Dunn, and the staff hung around and regret- 
fully watched it done. The boy came up, handsome, defiant, and stood 
there eying me as I told him how sorry I was to lose him. 

“You can write, Dunn,” I said. “ The gift is in you, and you are 
sincere in the exercise of it. Your scorn of literature is affected; your 
contempt for seriousness and for the rest of us is — ” 

“Contempt for talk and talkers,” he broke in. “ Writing is all right, 
but talking about writing is — talk.” 

“A pose,” I said. 

“Every Harvard man has a pose,” he sneered the circle of Harvard 
men around, “ except me. And that’s mine: to have no pose.” 

No use. I repeated that he could write, and I erred by remarking that 
he could be made a great reporter. I could train him myself if I were 
willing to abuse him, but I did not care to spoil my disposition, cuss him 
out, and discipline him; so I had decided to let him go, with a bit of 
advice. He laughed. 

My advice was that he go out and find out who was the worst city 
editor in town, the meanest, the most first-mate-like martinet in the 
business. “Let him treat you rough for a while,” I said; “ take his 
medicine and learn to report; then, when you think you can be decent, 
come back to me, and I'll give you a job again.” 

“And finish making me a newspaperman!” he added. “Fine,” 
he said. “ But how do you know that I want to be a newspaperman? 
I’ve seen him; I've seen you all. Suppose I became one, suppose I should 
do what you advise and succeeded, suppose I rose and rose and rose 
beyond the utmost possibilities of the reporter's dreams and became 
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—let me say—became finally and triumphantly a—say—a city 
editor —” 

His handsome, honest, fearless face was twisted into hateful contempt 
as he paused, looked around at the listening staff, and so back to me. 

“Td rather clean streets,” he finished. 

And I admired and liked him more thanever. “ Never mind, Dunn,” 
I said, “I was not thinking of making you or anybody else a news- 
paperman; you know I prefer writers and ask you all only to report, 
to write what you see and hear, as you, for instance, can’t help doing. 
You go on and do what I say, and I repeat my promise. If you will 
then come back to me I'll take you on again.” 

“Never,” he said, and he marched proudly down the long room out 
and away. Proudly, I say; Dunn was pride in person. He went away 
and did exactly what I advised. He found the most terrible city editor 
in town and asked him for a job. And the most terrible started right in 
on him. 

“Dunn,” this fierce man said. “ Experience: Harvard and the Com- 
mercial Advertiser. That means you can’t write anything but literature. 
No matter. I have deskmen that can write newspaper stuff. I'll take 
you on. You can do Harlem on the dead watch, midnight till daylight, 
and you needn’t ever come to the office. Telephone your dope, and I'll 
have a reporter write it for you.” 

Dunn accepted, did Harlem all one winter, telephoning his news and 
letting it be written for him by the hack deskmen. He went to the 
office once. The city editor called him up on the ‘phone one night and 
called him down; he roasted Dunn so outrageously, with such insults to 
him, Harvard, and his family, that Dunn hung up, saying, “ Wait. I’m 
coming down to lick you.” 

He didn’t have to. That city editor, like me, really admired and 
liked Dunn. He also respected the unbroken spirit of the boy, and — 
there was no fight. There was no relaxation of the discipline, either. 

One afternoon in the spring Dunn appeared, badly dressed in dirty 
ald clothes, but head high, at the entrance to my office. I saw him 
sweep the office boy aside and come on slowly toward me. He seemed 
to me to be kicking himself up that long aisle, forcing himself to trample 
a his pride, and sensing the struggle, I jumped up and went to meet 

im. 

“ Have you come back to work, Dunn? ” I asked, and he stopped and 
looked wondering at me. 
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“ Say,” he said, “ will you take me back after — after what I said? ” 

“You bet I will.” 

Well, he did not want just then to come actually on the city staff. He 
had spent his vacations from Harvard exploring in the north, Canada 
and Alaska, hard, dangerous traveling, with little equipment and few 
companions. He knew the books and the technique of exploration, and 
he had an aunt who financed all such “ follies,” as his family called 
them. A great woman, she must have been; I never saw her, but I have 
somehow a picture in my head of Dunn’s aunt, who taught me some- 
thing about young men. 

“ My aunt,” Dunn said that day, “ my aunt is putting up enough 
money to start me on a trip into an unexplored area of Alaska, and I'd 
like to write about it for you, to make enough to get back.” 

I said I'd pay him double space rates for all he would send me, and 
when he got back, give him a job if he wanted one. This he agreed to; 
he made his trip; he nearly lost his life, but he wrote us many perfect 
prose reports; and in the fall he rejoined the staff, who were as glad as 
I was to have him and his stuff on the paper. It was all so true; Dunn 
simply could not lie. I used to assign him to report reform meetings; 
most of my men so disliked reformers that they could not write fairly 
about anything they said or did. Dunn was the most prejudiced and 
always threatened to ridicule such a meeting; he meant it, too, but, 
pencil in hand, this born artist had to report things as they were. 

It was this observation about him that prompted me to have him 
taken along on Dr. Frederick Cook’s first attempt to climb Mt. Mc- 
Kinley. I had seen a good deal of arctic explorers, read their books, and 
heard their gossip which revealed to me that no book in that field had 
told it all; they all left out the worst of the wranglings and depressions 
which were an essential part of the truth about human nature in such 
tests. Dunn went with Cook on this expedition; he wrote what I regard 
as a classic on exploration, The Shameless Diary of an Explorer; and 
I think now that it was his presence that caused the failure to top the 
mountain, and the second expedition. I mean that Cook too must 
have seen that he could not trust Dunn to stand for a lie and so went and 
reported the “top” later without this shameless explorer. But the odd 
thing about Dunn is that he was the most literary of the writers he 
affected to despise, the most idealistic. Dunn has written novels, or 
rather he has overwritten — book after book of beautiful truth. He 
and he alone of them all was an artist for art’s sake. 


Part Three. MUCKRAKING 


I. FROM NEWSPAPER TO MAGAZINE 


States. Muckraking was a movement the origin of which will 

some day be a subject of historical inquiry. You were the first 
of the muckrakers. If you will tell now how you happened to start 
muckraking not only will you contribute to our knowledge of an 
important chapter of American history; you may throw light upon the 
rise and the run of social movements.” 

A professor of history thus addressed me recently, and I had to answer 
first that I was not the original muckraker; the prophets of the Old 
Testament were ahead of me, and — to make a big jump in time — so 
were the writers, editors, and reporters (including myself) of the 1890's 
who were finding fault with “ things as they are ” in the premuckraking 
period. But my second and more salient answer to the university pro- 
fessor was that my contribution to history would be, not a letter, not a 
philosophical dissertation, but a story, a confession of innocence. I did 
not intend to be a muckraker; I did not know that I was one till Presi- 
dent Roosevelt picked the name out of Bunyan's Pilgrim’s Progress and 
pinned it on us; and even then he said that he did not mean me. Those 
were innocent days; we were all innocent folk; but no doubt all move- 
ments, whether for good or for evil, are as innocent of intention as ours. 

One day toward the end of my newspaper service, John S. Phillips, 
an associate editor of McClure’s Magazine, called on me in the city 
room of the Commercial Advertiser. He took me out to lunch, and 
gradually, cautiously — characteristically — he revealed his purpose: to 
find a managing editor for the magazine. John Finley held the post 
at the moment, but he was about to be called elsewhere to more academic 
work, and S. S. McClure, Phillips, and the other editors wanted a 
trained young newspaper editor to manage the editorial office and carry 
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on the policy of the magazine. August F. Jaccacci, the art editor of 
McClure’s, had been watching the Commerical Advertiser grow; he 
had asked our dramatic editor Norman Hapgood who it was that had 
made that paper, and evidently Hapgood had given me the credit, or part 
of it. Anyway they had decided to ask me to come over and help make 
McClure’s what they meant it to be. Phillips was sounding me to see 
if he thought I could do it. My recollection is that I was not eager; I 
liked the Commercial, disliked the idea of leaving my staff and all the 
fun we were having. And I was tired out. I think that Phillips went 
back and reported that I was not enthusiastic. But they had no one else 
in sight, and I discovered that my newspaper chief was nonresistant; he 
rather encouraged me to go. It was then that I learned that my 
employers thought that I was “all in,” exhausted, “ used up.” Phillips 
came back another day, and I was more willing to listen to him. 

“ What will be your policy on the magazine? ” he asked. 

“Put news into it,” I answered. I had been “ thinking it over,” and 
it had occurred to me that there were some news stories which ran so 
long and meant so much that the newspaper readers lost track of them. 
A weekly might comment upon such stories, but a monthly could 
come along, tell the whole, completed story all over again, and bring 
out the meaning of it all with comment. 

Phillips seemed to see that and to approve. He took me up to his 
office. S. S. McClure was absent, but John Finley was there, and Jac- 
cacci and Albert C. Boyden. Jaccacci probed me hard, took me to his 
home, talked with and drew me out. That was his way. He could not 
be a friend; he had to be a lover, and he worked wonders with the 
artists who illustrated for him. No employer of employees he, but a 
fellow worker, an intimate friend; he was what was called an inspira- 
tion. He was really an editor, only he did not edit copy; he edited the 
men, and his influence was all the more powerful because it was so 
personal. His department was art, but writing — everything was art 
to him, and he made love to and won and got results from the writers 
as well as the illustrators. 

It was Jaccacci who clinched my contract. He saw that I was indeed 
tired by my newspaper work and backed my insistence that I have the 
summer for a rest. I was to come to the magazine in the fall. That 
disappointed the others; the magazine needed a managing editor then, 
in the spring. Phillips wagged his head; he was thinking of the office; 
but “ Jac,” as we called Jaccacci, was thinking of me as he always 
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thought of the artist or the writer, the editor and all the employees, as 
persons. 

“ Boyden can manage the office temporarily,” Jac said. 

I went up into the Adirondacks to a cabin on Fourth Lake that my 
wife had made ready. I don’t remember going there; the thought of 
rest had so relaxed me that I fell into a daze which turned, when I 
arrived at that cabin, into a sleep. Twenty hours I slept that first day 
and night; nineteen the second. One, or at most two, meals a day I ate, 
and the rest of the time I slept on a pine-bough bed on the porch of 
that little house for weeks. 1 swam in the lake; by and by I began to 
paddle in a canoe or row. One Sunday morning we awoke late to find 
all our provisions gone and Edwin Emerson sitting by our store, finish- 
ing the crumbs. He laughed, went to a near-by hotel for a hearty 
breakfast with us, and then tramped on. I don’t know where he came 
from or where he was going. Another day my wife’s father came to 
visit us, Dr. R. B. Bontecou. He paddled me around the lake and told 
stories of his youthful explorations on the Amazon. There were no 
other visitors, no books, no news, nothing but dreamless nights and 
dreamy days in the woods and on the waters of that beautiful natural 
park. It was so lovely that I have never cared to go back, lest the 
Adirondacks should prove real or active or thoughtful. I never woke 
up till three of my agreed-upon four months of vacation were gone. 
Then I telegraphed McClure’s to ask if I might not come at once; they 
answered, “Come,” and I went to work, to another long period of 
concentration. It was just like springing up from a bed and diving 
into the lake — and life. The water was cold. 

There was a desk for me at MeClure’s; no doubt there was an oppor- 
tunity, too: the editorial department needed organization, but I was not 
an organizer. Nor an executive. There was executive work to do; 
Bert Boyden was doing it, temporarily. He was, temporarily, in the 
place of John Finley; he remained, temporarily, in the place when I] 
came to take it. Boyden was acting-managing editor all through my 
term as managing editor, and after I left he still remained, temporarily, 
as acting-managing editor. The situation was just like that which 
saved me when I became city editor of the newspaper; only I understood 
it better now. I simply was not an editor. As I wandered around that 
magazine office looking for work, I realized that I was a false alarm. 
Lachaussee, my assistant on the Commercial Advertiser, had done the 
managing there; here on McClure’s Boyden did it. I did more direct- 
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ing on the newspaper; I really led or drove the staff of reporters. On the 
magazine there was no staff for me to direct. Miss Ida M. Tarbell 
and Ray Stannard Baker were regularly employed as writers, but they 
had already been assigned to subjects. Miss Tarbell was writing The 
History of Standard Oil, and Baker was doing semiscientific articles 
and a series on Germany. S. S. McClure, the editor, was directing 
their work. For me were left only the authors, who, for the most part, 
did not come to the office but sent in their manuscripts; and other 
contributors, like explorers, who had to be seen and persuaded to write 
for us. A fair field for work, and pleasant, but that was pretty well 
covered by McClure himself, and by the other editors. I did some of 
that, but I did not do it well. I was too much on the side of the writer; 
preferred what an author wanted to do to what we wanted him to do; 
paid him his price instead of ours. 

James Hopper exposed this fault of mine. He sent in from the Philip- 
pines two or three powerfully written short stories. Viola Roseboro’, 
our reader, recognized their promise of a new great talent. She rarely 
missed a good piece of work. She discovered Hopper toward the end 
of a long, hard day of manuscript reading. She sprang up, put on her 
hat, and came down to the office from her Harlem flat just as we were 
closing. 

“ Here,” she said to me, secretively, “here is a new writer. His 
stories are brutal, and there'll be opposition to them. You read them 
tonight, and we'll make a fight for them together.” 

I read these manuscripts, I felt what she felt, and sure enough, the 
other editors recognized their power but would not accept them. Miss 
Roseboro’ pleaded, in vain. Everybody was for returning these stories 
with a good letter asking for a look at anything else Hopper might do; 
the author, not his works, was what interested the office. I fell in with 
that. “ Either we take these stories,” I insisted, “ or we take the author.” 
They agreed to send for the author. Hopper came, we gave him a job 
— reading proofs, I think — and set about trying to make him write 
more popular short stories. I took him home with me, to Cos Cob, 
to tell him what to write and how. “ You gave me some very bad 
advice,” he said afterward. He must have taken some of it, for he did 
write several stories which we printed. He was making a name for 
himself when S. S. McClure came home from Europe and took charge. 
He liked Hopper’s gift. 

“That's one good thing you have done,” he said of my editorship. 


268 MUCKRAKING 


A puzzling remark that worried me. The only other thing he approved 
was my correspondence with authors. “You treat them as if you 
knew that we live on them and had to have them and their work.” 
This sounded like a disapproval of others. 

One day Hopper came up to my desk, laid down a new story, and 
said he wished he could get better pay for his fiction. I read into his 
manuscript, saw that it was one of his best pieces of work, and handed 
it back to him. “ Send it somewhere else,” I said. “It will be taken. 
That will show us that you are appreciated and — you can raise your 
price on us.” 

When this story appeared, “ S. S.,” as we called McClure, raised a 
rumpus. He could raise a rumpus. He clamored for Hopper, jumped 
on him for daring to send his stuff out when he was on our salary list, 
and Hopper wilted and told him he had acted on my advice. 

“ Steffens told me to offer it outside.” 

McClure left Hopper, came running in to me, and he raised a rumpus 
for me. I was turning authors away, sending good stories to other 
editors — why, why, why? I told him: to force us by competition to 
pay our authors more, and to meet his look of astonishment, I reminded 
him that he had bidden me remember that we lived on the authors, that 
we must treat them well, and that meant, I reasoned, that we must 
remember that they had to live on us. He looked around to see that 
no one was listening; then he bent down and, like a conspirator, 
whispered: “ That’s right. Raise their pay, but don’t tell anybody else 
what you are doing. And ”— this he spoke aloud and erect — “ don’t 
ever send away another such good tale as this of Hopper’s.” 

That was Sam McClure, the wild editor of McClure’s Magazine. 
Blond, smiling, enthusiastic, unreliable, he was the receiver of the ideas 
of his day. 

S. S. often told the other editors that I was the only great editor of 
them all —all but himself. And this he contradicted privately. He 
wanted me to be his editor, his first mate, and he watched me with 
hope, and he helped me with encouragement. He was often with me, 
both in the office and in his home or mine. We became pals. His 
brother, Robert McClure, objected. He said I was not an editor, but 
he blundered with his evidence. I was writing stories and essays for 
the magazine, and I wrote under another name an article, “ Masters 
of Their Craft.” Robert McClure wrote to “ The Editor ” a letter, 
evidently for me to open and read, saying that I should be dismissed and 
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the man that wrote that article be put in my place. I passed that letter 
on to S. S., who enjoyed the situation but said that his brother did not. 
One day S. S. sat down by my side, and he told me very impressively 
that his brother was right just the same. 

“You may have been an editor,” he said very sincerely, very kindly. 
“You may be an editor. But you don't know how to edit a magazine. 
You must learn to.” 

“ How can I learn? ” I asked him, angrily. 

He laid his hand on my knee. “Not here,” he said. “ You can’t 
learn to edit a magazine here in this office.” 

“ Where then can I learn? Where shall I go to learn to be an editor? ” 

He sprang up and waved his hand around a wide circle. 

“ Anywhere,” he said. “ Anywhere else. Get out of here, travel, go 
— somewhere. Go out in the advertising department. Ask them 
where they have transportation credit. Buy a railroad ticket, get on a 
train, and there, where it lands you, there you will learn to edit a mag- 
azine.” 

I did that. We had a bill against the Lackawanna Railroad for 
advertising. I took an order for a ticket to Chicago, and there, sure 
enough, I learned — not exactly how to edit a magazine, but I started 
something which did “ make ” not one but several magazines. I started 
our political muckraking. 


Il. ST. LOUIS, A CITY INSIDE OUT 


A business as a New York editor in Chicago was to call upon 
M and draw out writers, editors, and leading citizens, to see 
pi what they were interested in, and invite some of them to 
write for McClure’s. I had a list of such men. Bert Boyden, who was 
managing me as well as my work, gave it me, and at the end he added 
the name of his “ brother Bill,” a member of the law firm, Matz, Fisher, 
and Boyden. It was only as a matter of courtesy that I called finally 
upon William C. Boyden, and as a matter of courtesy this genial man 
turned his chair, his body, and his whole mind around upon my busi- 
ness. Had the men I had seen suggested anything for the magazine? 
No. 

“ Well, then, let’s see,” he said, and he went to work. “ To begin here 
at home, there’s my partner, Walter Fisher; he’s undertaking to reform 
the city government of Chicago — ” 

“Reform? Chicago?” I laughed, and I must have expressed the 
idea that that might be news, if true, but — impossible. 

“No?” said Boyden, who never argued or urged. “ Well, then — 
let's see now. Oh, I'll tell you. There’s a man down in St. Louis; 
his name is Folk; he is raising the deuce of a row about bribery in 
the board of aldermen. We get the dust of it in the papers but no 
clear idea of just what it’s all about. Why not go down there, see this 
man Folk, and have him and his findings written up plain for us who 
don’t know St. Louis? ” 

That was in the line of the policy I had proposed for the magazine, a 
national publication: to take confused, local, serial news of the news- 
papers and report it all together in one long short story for the whole 
country. I went that night to St. Louis, and by noon the next day I 
was sitting with Joseph W. Folk in a quiet corner of the old Planters 
Hotel lobby. He had “ dropped everything ” to come there. He needed 
help, publicity. 

“The local newspapers are backing me up, now, some heartily; all 
are printing the news. But they don’t know yet what I know.” He 
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looked around as if pursued. “ The ramifications of this thing, the 
directions the trails of evidence are taking, the character of the opposi- 
tion I encounter — I'm afraid I'll soon be losing all local support. You 
publish in New York. You are not subject to the pulls and the threats 
of St. Louis. You might see me through and so set the pace for the 
papers published here. But I warn you that what is coming is beyond 
belief; I can hardly credit my own eyes and ears.” 

The man was dazed. Having shown thus for one little moment his 
inner disturbance, he smiled, put up a cool, courageous front, which 
he rarely lowered thereafter. He was a small man, small boned, with a 
white face sharpened by thin black hair and dark eyes. A southerner 
from Tennessee, he came of the race of southern Puritans who have 
the hard, righteous traits of their New England cousins, and chivalry 
besides, and the pride they had put on to cover their conscience against 
slaveholding. Folk’s hardest virtue was duty. He had had the world 
all pictured for him in the schools of Tennessee and in his law studies. 
The Bible, the English common law, the Constitution of the United 
States, and the charter of the City of St. Louis described things as they 
were — so he had believed when he came up from Tennessee to start his 
career as a corporation attorney. He went into politics, a bit, for the 
practice in public speaking, to make friends (and clients), and to pre- 
pare the way for the eloquent statesmanship which southern boys 
dream of. He became circuit attorney, the prosecuting officer of the 
St. Louis district, by chance, almost against his will. He had no interest 
in, he had the common horror among law students of “ criminal law ” 
(where the finest opportunities are). But the political bosses were in 
a tangle with their own several aspirants for the office, and there was that 
harmless, respectable young man Joe Folk, who was president of the 
harmless, respectable Democratic Club. Ed Butler, the big Demo- 
cratic boss, bade Folk stand for the election as circuit attorney. 

“TII have to do my duty,” Folk warned him softly. 

“Oh, sure,” Butler answered; the boss had had experience of what 
“duty ” meant to rising young men. 

Now the office of the public prosecutor is a high mountain upside 
down, from the top of which a man with eyes to see can see all the 
world, the flesh, and the devil, and most observers adjust their glasses 
to the glare of it. Folk couldn't. Sitting there in that lobby, telling 
his story that day, I felt the pain he felt. His Tennessee schoolboy’s 
picture was painted deep in fast colors. He had to believe that an 
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American city was a government by law, and when the boss or his 
heelers came to the circuit attorney and told him whom to appoint as his 
assistants, what to do; when Ed Butler — not a judge in court, nor an 
officer of the law, but a one-time horseshoer and now a representative 
of lawbreakers — when this crook walked into Folk’s office as if it were 
his office and said: “ Joe, you will name So-and-so your first assistant, 
this and that man second and third, and — you will let our ballot 
stuffers go and give the other bosses’ repeaters the limit — ” 

When Folk described it thus, with startled eyes, you could see that 
his picture of the world was being all slashed to pieces. 

“I and my office, the criminal law, was to be run by — criminals! ” 

He put it like that. He had imagination. He must have had, because, 
piecing together the fragments of his torn picture, he startled my imagi- 
nation and made me make a picture, too. I was taking the single, 
separate facts of political corruption and joining them into a new view 
of a city as it is. He interrupted me. 

“ But that’s all nothing,” he said. “That’s only the start of it. That's 
what set me inquiring into other, into all, cases.” 

Folk had begun to prosecute the men who had gone about stuffing 
the ballot boxes for him and his party as well as for the enemy. “ But 
they elected you, Joe,” Butler remonstrated. “ Without them and us you 
wouldn't have been where you are.” 

“T am doing my sworn duty,” answered Folk, the Puritan. 

“Well, then, we'll get you,” Butler threatened. 

“Not till I have first got you,” the Southerner said proudly. 

He discovered, however, that he had to have witnesses and evidence 
to win convictions; and he discovered that when a prisoner was in 
sight of the penitentiary he would, to save himself, peach on others. 
This was the practice of prosecutors — to indict and trade with peachers. 
Like Jerome in New York, Folk generalized; he realized that this 
was power. By offering leniency, he, the circuit attorney, could learn 
what was back of crimes; and so Folk bargained for confessions first 
from his ballot stuffers whose stories were descriptions of politics; and 
then — 

One afternoon, late in January, 1902, a newspaper reporter, known as 
“ Red ” Galvin, called Mr. Folk’s attention to a ten-line newspaper item 
to the effect that a large sum of money had been placed in a bank for 
the purpose of bribing certain assemblymen to secure the passage of a 
street railroad ordinance. No names were mentioned, but Mr. Galvin 
surmised that the bill referred to was one introduced in behalf of the 


ST. LOUIS, A CITY INSIDE OUT 273 


Suburban Railway Company. An hour later Mr. Folk sent the names 
of nearly one hundred persons to the sheriff, with instructions to sub- 
poena them before the grand jury at once. The list included council- 
men, members of the House of Delegates, officers and directors of the 
Suburban Railway, bank presidents and cashiers. Folk knew nothing, 
and he was not able to Jearn much. 

Rumors he heard, but political gossip is often correct, and he had 
also his own judgment of the relative strength and weakness of the 
many men he suspected. He picked on Charles H. Turner, president 
of the Suburban Railway, and Philip Stock, a lobbyist for the brewers, 
who, he had heard, was the legislative agent in the railway deal. He 
thought they would peach. He summoned them before the grand jury, 
and he began to bluff. 

“Gentlemen,” he said to them in that presence, “I have secured 
enough evidence to warrant the return of indictments against you for 
bribery, and I shall prosecute you to the full extent of the law and send 
you to the penitentiary unless you tell the grand jury the complete his- 
tory of the corruptionist methods employed by you to secure the passage 
of Ordinance No. 44.” 

He gave them three days to decide, three days of pulls, protests, 
threats, tears, from them and their friends; and who were not their 
friends? Folk was astonished as Police Commissioner Roosevelt had 
been at “the prominence and respectability of the men and women 
who intercede for crooks.” Roosevelt had yielded to some prayers, a 
little. Folk did his duty; he was hard, quiet, patient. Messrs. Turner 
and Stock broke down and confessed. They told all about this deal: 
names, prices, dates. They told, or they involved other men who told 
all about other deals by which businessmen, high and low, big and little, 
had been systematically obtaining franchises, grants, licenses, exemp- 
tions, and public properties for years and were planning to get other 
such privileges in the future. 

As Folk told briefly, sharply, swiftly these stories of the confessions 
of boodling, he seemed to sink whiter and quieter into the darkness of 
that corner of the hotel lobby; his pinpoint eyes watched me to see (as 
he told me afterward) if I saw what he saw, and when I was silent, 
expressionless, he could not stand it. He shot forward and shouted — 
no, he whispered, but the way he whispered and blazed made it sound 
like a shout: 

“Tt is good businessmen that are corrupting our bad politicians; it 
is good business that causes bad government — in St. Louis.” 
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A moment he waited, then: “ It is the leading citizens that are batten- 
ing on our city — in St. Louis.” 

He waited, watching again, and when I made no response, he lay, 
he fell back, in his chair and said very simply: “Just as the public 
prosecutor and the criminal courts represent criminals, so the legislative 
bodies, the representative government, represents bribery and business, 
not the people — in St. Louis.” 

What Folk’s mind was doing was simple, but unusual. He was 
sweeping all his cases of bribery together to form a truth out of his 
facts. He was generalizing. Instead of minding his own business and 
prosecuting cach set of boodlers for each of the many felonies he had 
uncovered, he was thinking about them all together and seeing what 
they meant all together. 

“Bribery is no mere felony,” he exclaimed. “It’s treason.” And 
again, as he was rehearsing how all the confessing bribers and bribe- 
takers wound up by saying, “ That’s the way it’s done, Mr. Folk; you 
can’t do business any other way,” the startled prosecutor said: “ It's 
systematic. That rs the way it is done. Bribery and corruption is a 
process of revolution, to make a democratic government represent, not 
the people, but a part, the worst part, of the people.” 

“ Or— the best,” I muttered, and he sprang up, echoing, “ Yes, the 
best, the leading businessmen of St. Louis.” 

I wrote to McClure’s that I had an article for them and that as soon 
as I could find a man to write it I would return to New York. Folk 
named over all the reporters who had been writing his revelations and 
suggested Claude H. Wetmore, whom I saw and instructed. He was 
to write an article on Folk and St. Louis. 

St. Louis, mind you. Wetmore, not I, was to describe the extraor- 
dinary conditions disclosed by this extraordinary circuit attorney in 
St. Louis. I was not yet a muckraker. I was an editor, and it never 
occurred to me to write this myself. On my way home, my mind began 
doing what Folk’s had done. I was generalizing. I thought of New 
York. The extraordinary conditions of St. Louis were like the extraor- 
dinary conditions of New York. The corruption I had seen in New 
York was of the police; that of St. Louis was of the board of aldermen, 
but I had read of the aldermanic corruption of New York in the Tweed 
days. I had heard of Philadelphia, and in the newspapers there were 


scrappy reports of something in Minneapolis similar to New York 
police corruption. 
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Were not the extraordinary conditions of St. Louis and New York 
the ordinary conditions of city government in the United States? No, 
not yet. I couldn’t say that yet. 

When Wetmore’s article came in to the office, I made some changes 
in it. He had left out some salient facts; he had spared some very con- 
spicuous characters; he had “ gone easy ” on the boss, Ed Butler, for 
example. I put in what I remembered of what he had omitted. He 


TWEED DAYS IN ST T.OUTS 


Joseph W? Folk’s Singhe-handed Exposure of’ Corruption, 
High and Low 


BY CLAUDE IH. WETMORE AND LINCOLN STEFFENS 


United States, is making two announce- 

ments to the world : one that it is the 
worst governed city in the land; the other 
that it wishes all men to come and see it. 
It isn't our worst governed city ; Philadelphia 
is that. But St. Louis ig worth examining 
while we have it inside out. 


Si LOUIS, the fourth city in size in the 


might have won. Butachange occurred. Pub- 
lic spirit became private spirit, public enter- 
prise became private greed. 

Along about 1890, public franchises and 
privileges were sought not only for legitimate 
profit and common convenience, but for loot. 
Taking but slight and always selfish interest 
in the public councils, the big men misused 
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remonstrated; he could not live and work in St. Louis if the article was 
printed as I had edited it. When I insisted, he compromised. 1 must 
sign it with him and take the blame for my insertions. Good. Done. 
And so I appeared as a muckraker. But I made my bow also as a graft 
philosopher. I wrote the title of that article, “ Tweed Days in St. 
Louis,” and inserted a few comparisons, just enough to suggest the idea 
that was taking a hard hold on me, the idea that Folk had expressed: 
that bribery is not a mere felony, but a revolutionary process which was 
going on in all our cities and that, if I could trace it to its source, I 
might find the cause of political corruption and — the cure. 

But first, to make sure that the process was identical everywhere, I 
must go and make a study of the police corruption of Minneapolis, 
to compare it with that of New York. St. Louis would not do for such 
an inquiry. Folk said there was no systematic corruption of the police 
in St. Louis as I had described to him in New York. 


Iii. THE SHAME OF MINNEAPOLIS 


r. McCuure dictated the title and the thesis of the article I 
M was going to write on Minneapolis before 1 left New York. 

This was not so preposterous as it sounds. The exposure of 
Minneapolis was all over; the main facts had been running scrappily as 
news in the papers for a year. My job was to collect and combine the 
news serial into one digested, complete review. 

“We'll call it ‘The Shame of Minneapolis,’ ” Mr. McClure said, 
“and we'll point out that democracy is at fault; that one man has to 
run a City just as one man has to run a business to make it a success.” 

Mr. McClure thought he knew what was the cause of political cor- 
ruption and inefficiency, and he had the cure all ready. Almost every- 
body had. The article on St. Louis brought forth letters, editorials, 
and all sorts of comment, explaining the extraordinary conditions 
described. Republicans blamed the Democrats; they overlooked the 
fact that the worst period in St. Louis had been under a Republican 
mayor. Eastern interpreters said St. Louis was a western city. New 
England remarked upon the large foreign population in St. Louis, a 
German town. European newspapers and men like James Bryce talked 
about youth; America was a young country, and the political scandals 
were growing pains. The English spoke of democracy with a com- 
placent side glance at the aristocracy of their governing class. Business- 
men indicted the politicians and politics as the cause and offered busi- 
nessmen and business as the cure. They did not note that it was 
businessmen who bribed the politicians in St. Louis and that prominent 
businessmen who had been elected to the city council to clean up the 
city were among the confessing boodlers. I myself had held some of 
these beliefs; I thought vaguely that there was something in them. 
And I had never for a moment questioned the great moral assumption 
which underlay all this thinking: that political evils were due to bad 
men of some sort and curable by the substitution of good men. I was on 
the level with my time, my contemporaries, and our readers. 

Indeed I think now that my writings of that period were effective 
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because I set out on my search with all the taught ignorance of my day. 
It was this that put the astonishment, shame, and patriotic indignation 
into my reports. The Reds of all classes and nations knew of old what to 
me were discoveries, but I had studied in college their theories: socialism, 
anarchism, single tax, etc.; I had read and recited their absurdities to 
the professor of political economy who gave me high marks and — 
immunity against heresy. In a word, I was an example of the American 
college education which fixes the mind of youth so that it knows all 
about everything and cannot learn, “ cannot be carried away, like the 
mob, by every new, wild idea it comes across.” 

But the German universities had corrected my American culture to 
some extent: the laboratory work in psychology there had hammered 
into me that explanations of natural phenomena — quick, superficial, 
common-sense convictions — were apt to be nothing but protective 
guards set up by the poor, weak human mind to save itself from the 
temptation and effort to think; that, if you know too surely, you can- 
not learn; and that, for the purposes of research, you may have theories, 
but never, never knowledge. I wanted to study cities scientifically, 
and I argued with Mr. McClure that it would heighten the interest in 
the articles we were planning to start out with blank minds and search 
like detectives for the keys to the mystery, the clews to the truth. He 
would not have it so. Science did not interest the readers, except as a 
source of wonders; and besides he was sure of that which he had learned 
by experience on McClure's Magazine and by observation in all other 
business — that the dictatorship of one strong, wise man (like Sam 
McClure or Judge Gary) would abolish our political evils and give us 
a strong, wise administrator of cities. 

We had a pretty hot fight, and McClure won. What I went to Min- 
neapolis to write was that democracy was a failure and that a good 
dictator was what is needed. 

What I went to this western Republican city of Scandinavian people 
led by New Englanders to find out for myself was, whether the police 
corruption there was not like that of New York, and whether Minne- 
apolis did not have, like St. Louis and New York, some systematic cor- 
ruption of its board of aldermen. 

Minneapolis bore out Mr. McClure’s certainty, even as St. Louis had, 
and New York. One man, the mayor, Dr. A. A. Ames, had been 
the boss of the politics, the government, and the grafting of Minne- 
apolis, performing the same functions there that first Tweed, then 
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Croker, had performed in New York and Ed Butler had performed in 
St. Louis. And one man, Hovey C. Clarke, the foreman of the grand 
jury, had forced through the exposure and reform of Minneapolis as 
Joseph W. Folk was doing in St. Louis. Moreover the system of the 
police graft uncovered was like that of New York. There were dif- 
ferences. The mayor himself, not (as in New York) the chief of police, 
was the head of the graft organization; Dr. Ames had made his brother, 
Col. Fred W. Ames, chief of police. The boss-mayor organized and 
tried, through his brother, to direct the police graft. But this police 
graft was, like New York’s, a deliberate, detailed management of the 
police force, not to prevent, detect, or arrest crime, but to protect, share 
with, and direct the criminals. The so-called moral element of the 
people played into the hands of the police criminals, as in New York, 
by requiring strict laws against vice and crime. The liquor business 
was to be regulated, gambling was forbidden, and, of course, murder, 
stealing, and all felonies were heavily punishable. Mayor Ames and the 
police force, with professional criminals to advise them, made a schedule 
of prices for the privilege of breaking the laws. Saloons paid so much 
a month to ignore the closing hours, the laws against slot machines 
and gambling, and the limitations upon the age of drinkers and 
gamblers. Gambling on a large scale was allowed, with the mayor 
and police as partners in the profits, and the profits were increased by 
making the games “crooked.” The dealer’s percentage was lifted; 
wheels were “fixed.” But petty gambling was introduced, literally, 
and so was stealing. Confidence men, porch climbers, burglars, and 
all sorts of thieves were not only permitted to operate, with the police to 
watch them work, to protect them from interruption and prevent them 
from holding out on the mayor and his cabinet; word was also passed 
out into the underworld outside that clever crooks would be welcomed 
in Minneapolis if they would play fair with the police. Thieves and 
swindlers came to town and looked over the situation from their point 
of view. Some saw the police and made terms; others were seen by 
the police and invited to go to work. 

All of this in great detail, with names, prices, places, dates, and actual 
conversations, was told over and over again by the confessing officers 
and crooks before the grand jury; it is a matter of record there, and 
some of it was repeated at trials in court. A few cases will illustrate. 
“ Billy" Edwards was a “big mitt man,” an expert at cards, who 
swindled “ suckers” by playing stud poker and stacking the hands. 
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Norbeck, a detective, knew him of old and offered to set up a “ joint ” 
for him and one Charlie Howard, to bring in suckers, and, standing 
himself at the door, to throw a scare into the “trimmed squealers,” 
who wanted to appeal to the police. 

“I had been out to the Coast,” Edwards related; “I hadn’t seen 
Norbeck for some time. After I returned I boarded a Minneapolis car 
one evening. Norbeck and Detective De Laittre were on the same 
car. When Norbeck saw me he came up, shook hands, and said, ‘ Hello, 
Billy, how goes it?’ I said, ‘ Not very well.’ 

“Then he says, ‘ Things have changed here since you went away. 
Me and Gardner [the mayor's collector and graft manager] are the 
whole thing. They thought I didn’t know a thing, but I turned a few 
tricks and now I’m It.’ 

“*T’'m glad of that, Chris,’ I said. He says, ‘I’ve got great things for 
you. I’m going to fix up a joint for you.’ ‘ That's good,’ I said, ‘ but I 
don’t believe you can do it? ‘Oh, yes, I can,’ he replied; ‘I’m It now, 
Gardner and me.’ ‘ Well, if you can do it,’ says I, ‘ there’s money in it.’ 
“How much can you pay?’ he asked. ‘Oh, $150 to $200 a week,’ says 
I. ‘ That settles it,’ he said. ‘I'll take you down to see Gardner, and 
we'll fix it up.’ ” 

The next evening the detective and the big mitt man called on 
Gardner, who talked business in a general way, showed them a drawer- 
ful of money to be paid over to the old man (the mayor) when he 
returned from his hunting trip. “ Afterward,” said Edwards, “ he 
told me the Mayor was well pleased with our §500, said everything was 
all right and for us to go ahead.” 

Link Crossman, another confidence man associated with Edwards, 
said that Gardner demanded $1000 a week at first and compromised on 
$500 for the mayor, $50 for Gardner, and $50 for Norbeck. To the 
chief of police, Fred Ames, they paid only tips. “The first week we 
ran,” said Crossman, “I gave Fred $15. Norbeck took me down there. 
We shook hands, and I handed him an envelope with $15. He pulled 
out a list of steerers we had sent him and said he wanted to go over them 
with me. Another time I slipped $25 into his hand as he was standing 
in the hallway of City Hall.” 

There were many big and petty gambling joints, all served by the 
police in the same way. “Steerers” or “ boosters” met “suckers” in 
the streets, hotels, railway stations, won their confidence and steered 
them to the joint. The suckers were known by the sums they were 
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cheated (or, in thieves’ jargon, trimmed) of: “ the one-hundred-and-two- 
dollar man,” “ the thirty-five-dollar man.” One man, Roman Meix, was 
called by his own name; he lost $775 and was distinguished by the per- 
sistence of his complaints. They all “ kicked ” some, and that is how 
the police force earned their “cut” (share) of the profits. Detective 
Norbeck, stationed at the street door of the joint for that purpose, 
heard the first “ squeals ” and tried to frighten the victims away. “ Oh,” 
he would say, “ so you have been gambling, eh? Got a license? No! 
Well, then, you better get right out of this town, quick.” Sometimes he 
accompanied the grumbler to the station and saw him off. If he was 
not thus to be put off, the detective directed him to the chief of police. 
Fred Ames “stalled,” trying to wear out the fellow’s patience in his 
waiting room, and if that did not work he threatened an arrest or 
trouble. 

Burglaries were common, many of them planned by the police. One 
case established on the court records was the robbery of the Pabst 
Brewing Company office. The officers persuaded an employee to learn 
the combination of the safe and, with a regular burglar, to clean it out 
one night, while the police captain and the detectives stood guard out- 
side. 

The ever increasing number and boldness of the crimes committed, 
the joyous effrontery of the police criminals, the width of the openness 
of this wide-open town, shocked the rather Puritan citizens of Minne- 
apolis. As it went on year after year, the police and other city officials 
quarreled over the spoils, formed groups or gangs which competed 
for the business, and intrigued for the favor and authority of the mayor, 
who grew careless and weak. And they arrested and otherwise inter- 
fered with one another's burglars, thieves, and gamblers. It was this 
double-crossing that laid them open to exposure and the indictments 
which followed. A graft system has to be controlled and regulated like 
any other business. 

But the fact that stuck out of all the revelations of the police graft 
system of Minneapolis was that it was just like the police graft system 
which the equally “ extraordinary ” evidence of the Lexow investiga- 
tion had disclosed in New York. 

Nor was that the extent of it. The police graft system of Minneapolis 
was like the police graft system of its so-called Twin City, St. Paul, 
across the river. It was the same as in Seattle, Portland, San Francisco, 
Chicago, New Orleans, and of most of the cities in between. 
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This I learned from the inside. Hovey C. Clarke, the foreman of 
the grand jury, who had forced through the investigation which had 
driven the mayor and his administration out of the city, had in hiding 
the two big mitt men mentioned above, Billy Edwards and Charlie 
Howard. They had been double-crossed by the Ames gang and lay 
angry in jail when Clarke found them. He asked them to tell their 
story. That was the sin of sins in their profession; it was “ squealing,” 
and they were not stool pigeons. But they were “ mad,” and their old 
police partners were both double-crossers and crooks — “ crooked 
crooks,” they said — and Clarke was not. 

“I know men,” Edwards said to me, “ and I knew that Clarke was 
a square man with guts.” 

He and Howard told their whole story to Clarke, and they handed 
to him as evidence a small butcher book, a rough, well-kept ledger of 
stealings and divisions week by week. ‘Thieves rarely keep books; 
they had done it in Minneapolis to play fair with the police and avoid 
the disputes that were causing so much trouble. Since it itemized the 
sums taken from victims, all expenses, the percentage and amounts 
paid for rent, cards, all costs, and the share in dollars of the mayor, 
chief of police, and each detective, this, the Big Mitt Ledger, was a 
clinching piece of evidence. Mr. Clarke had taken and was keeping it 
and the big mitt men for the trial of the mayor. The newspapers knew 
about and had been looking for it. Mr. Clarke let the grand juryman 
who had it lend it to me, and I photographed and printed it in my 
article. But I wanted to see these men to ask them about “ the system 
of police graft in other cities,” and I appealed to Clarke to tell me where 
they were hiding. My excuse was that I had to have them interpret for 
me the slang in the Big Mitt Ledger. 

“But all those men are waiting for,” he objected, “is to get and 
destroy the Big Mitt Ledger. They are not prisoners; they are bound 
only by their word to stay where they are and by my promise to return 
the book. If they once get their hands on that they’ skip.” 

“No, they won't,” I declared, and my certainty, which I could not 
myself have accounted for, convinced him. He gave me the address 
of a vacant house in a remote part of town, and I was knocking at the 
door at eight o’clock the next morning. Men are normal in the morning, 
and at home. 

There’ was one thump of bare feet on a floor, then silence. They 
were startled, wondering, dressing. I waited, knocked again quietly, 
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and heard a board creak in the hall, near the door. Drawing back so 
that an eye at the keyhole could see me plainly, I held the Big Mitt 
Ledger in plain sight. That tempted the peeping eve, no doubt. The 
key turned softly. I stepped up and knocked again, impatiently, and 
the door opened a crack, an unshaven face peeked out, a very suspicious 
eye. 

“Only a reporter,” I said, “ from New York. I've got the Big Mitt 
Ledger, and I want you to explain some of the items to me.” 

The door closed; there were whisperings, and then the door opened. 
Billy Edwards, in shirt and trousers, with Howard staring close 
behind —at the book in my hand—made way for me to enter; 
and Howard, whose book it was, who had kept the account, took it 
from me as absent-mindedly as I surrendered it. We went in to their 
bedroom, where there was a cot, a sleeping roll on the floor, and a 
rickety chair. I repeated my purpose and then turned the conversation 
to New York, rapidly, mentioning familiarly crooked detectives in their 
line of crime, burglars, pickpockets I knew or knew of — all as if I were 
almost their pal; though a reporter, I was “ wise” —that was my 
pose. They didn’t work in New York; had once, but got run out. 

“Westerners are not welcome with us,” I said, laughing. “ We've 
got enough crooks of our own.” 

“ Yes, I know,” said Edwards, “ but you — they needn’t be so damned 
stinking about it. I only wanted to stay and spend, not work, and the 
old man said I could. It was the crooked double-rossers themselves 
that ran me out; the crooks squealed on me and said I'd turned a 
trick I hadn't touched.” 

“ Had to pin it on somebody,” I suggested. “ Where do you work 
regular? ” 

They had been only half heeding me and the conversation. Their 
minds, their eyes, their hands, were on the Big Mitt Ledger: they passed 
it back and forth, and each man as he took it, aflectionately, held and 
gazed at it as if it were a baby, their baby. They did want that book. 
They looked at each other, consulting with their eyes so plainly that 
even I could understand that they were asking each other what to do 
with it and with me. Never looking at it myself, pretending to have 
forgotten it, 1 mentioned Clarke familiarly, other grand jurors, friends 
in power, in the upper world and in the underworld in Minneapolis, 
New York, St. Louis, Chicago — to remind them that I was no rank 
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outsider to be trifled with; but I spoke as if I were not thinking either 
of myself or the book. And they eased. They entered into our talk 
completely. They had not decided what to do; they only put off the deci- 
sion, I felt, but they talked with concentration on the subject. 

They had been working the Coast — Seattle, Portland, San Fran- 
cisco, and Los Angeles — when they were sent for to come to Minne- 
apolis. As “ good men” (in their line) they were known and needed 
by Norbeck and the other “ wise bulls” in Minneapolis. It looked 
good, but it wasn’t. Seattle was better; Frisco was best. They de- 
scribed how business was done there, just as in Minneapolis, only the 
system was older, safer, more tried and expert. “These Minneapolis 
pols are bums,” they said, and they meant, they explained, that Ames 
and his “crowd” of politicans had not grown up in the system; they 
had seen it working and thought it was easy. “And it ain't. You 
ought to see the discipline in Frisco, and as for Chicago and New York 

” They were not in it in Chicago and New York, and they were 
sore at their exclusion; but they took their hats off to the efficiency of 
the system there. 

“ But it’s the same system as out west here,” I suggested. 

“Sure, it’s the same everywhere, but — with a difference. It takes 
time to work it out right, time and ability and lots and lots of square 
dealing. Petty crooks can’t make it, not amateurs like this bunch of 
bums here.” 

“St. Louis? ” I asked. 

They didn’t know St. Louis. They knew fellows that worked there; 
they had heard — of course — but no, they knew nothing of St. Louis, 
except by hearsay. 

I had what I came for; enough; but I must play out my game. I 
took the Big Mitt Ledger; I felt Howard’s shock when I picked it 
out of his hand, and both of the men put their hands on it as I held it, 
opening the pages and asking for explanations of items. When I was 
satisfied and rose to go, Howard had the precious book. The con- 
versation on the way to the front door was all decentralized again. I 
carried it on; they responded absent-mindedly; their real conversation 
was between themselves, with their eyes. I had not the least fear that 
they would keep that book; they could not but have felt my confidence. 
Not by a glance did I show that I was even thinking of the prize. I was 
talking, telling anecdotes about Inspector Byrnes at police headquarters 
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in New York, when they had worked me out of the hall upon the front 
porch; I had pretended to forget the book till, suddenly, I pretended 
to remember. 

“ Oh, yes, the book,” I said. “I must not forget that. Hovey Clarke 
would be —” 

I was shaking hands, first with Howard, who had the book, then with 
Edwards; my left hand was out for the book, which to my relief, 
touched it, drew back, slipped in and back, and then all the way in. I 
closed slowly on it and put it into my pocket. And I returned it to 
Hovey Clarke. And when I slipped that book, carelessly, of course — 
quite by the way — into Mr. Clarke’s hand, it seemed to me that, while 
he received it likewise intent upon our irrelevant conversation, he was 
suppressing a relief as great and as insulting as mine when I got it back 
from my crooks. 

However that may be, when I told him that according to these, his 
own star witnesses, the system of police protection of crime and vice as he 
knew it in his town was typical of that in other cities, he bade me “ go 
and see the new, the acting mayor, D. Percy Jones, about that.” I went 
and I heard from this educated, aristocratic gentleman, another phase 
of the situation, another story, another question. 

“Can a city government deal with vice and crime without some 
compromising arrangement with the criminals? ” 


Mayor Jones asked me that. I had meant to ask him, but he spoke 
first. 


IV. I ACHIEVE FAME AND SOMETHING BETTER 


Jones, whom the grand jury appointed to hold its gains, was 

a novice. He was young, rich, college-bred, an idealist, but 
he was honest minded. He had intellectual integrity. He was one of a 
group of the sons of successful citizens who had heard that bad men 
made our good American municipal government bad and, therefore, 
decided that they, good men, would go into politics and make the bad 
government good. Percy Jones was an alderman when Hovey C. 
Clarke, an older businessman, had happened to be chosen foreman of 
the grand jury, had happened to be annoyed by the blatancy of the vice- 
grafting administration of Mayor Ames, and so, opposed and threatened, 
had set his hard jaw and gone after the bad men. 

The captain of industry type, Clarke found that he could, by will 
power and brain power, clean up a city as well as he could do any 
other business. He did it, and he did it fast and well; he became a 
dictator, a ruthless, good tyrant who ruled by fear. But he did not 
want to be a ruler in politics. He had not made his fortune yet and he 
was impatient to return to private business. He chose Percy Jones to 
carry on, partly because he knew that the young man was honest and 
fearless, but partly because Jones had been out of town during the fight 
and therefore was clear of all the factions, hates, and jealousies of a 
reform war. 

There was a twinkle in Hovey Clarke’s eye when, toward the end of 
my stay in Minneapolis, he bade me go and see Mayor Jones. We 
were sitting in the lobby of the hotel where Clarke lived; we were sum- 
ming up his experience; trying to turn into wisdom the knowledge 
he had picked up out of his grand-jury findings. He had been appalled 
at the discovery that vice and crime were protected. I had told him 
what his “ big mitt” men, Billy Edwards and Charlie Howard, had 
said to me in the vacant house out in the suburbs: that all the other 
western cities had the same system, that that was the way crime was 
regulated, that it was by permitting some thieves to work in a town 
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that the police were able to keep visiting crooks out and to control those 
who were admitted. 

“If that is the police system,” I said, “ how can you here in Minnea- 
polis check crime with no police alliance with the criminals? ” 

Mr. Clarke sat up sharp, and I was sure he had an impulse to make 
a fighting answer, but his face and his pose relaxed. He smiled and 
he said, “ You go and ask Mayor Jones that.” 

I went to Mayor Jones, but I didn’t have to ask him the question. 
After a few polite preliminaries in his office, a very few, the mayor said, 
suddenly, in eager earnest: “ But listen now, I’m going to tell you what 
I have done and what has been done to me during the short time | 
have been here. And then I’m going to ask you what I should do.” 

All through those muckraking days I was mistaken for an expert 
who knew all about graft and politics and government and could tell 
anybody just what to do about them. Thieves, politicians, business- 
men, reformers, and our magazine readers, they all assumed that I had 
what I was trying to get: knowledge. In one way this was fortunate. 
The “ wise guys” would tell me their secrets. Thinking I knew any- 
how, they felt that they might as well talk, the big mitt men, for 
example; and I encouraged their self-deception. In another way my 
reputation for omniscience was embarrassing, as it was that morning 
when young Mayor Jones turned upon me for advice. He so needed 
it; he was so sure that I could give it — 

This honest young mind that believed integrity and courage were all 
that a good mayor required, had taken office with the police problem 
pressing for solution. It looked simple. He would appoint as chief 
of police an honest man with no criminal or vice connections and let 
him organize a police force to drive out the lawbreakers — all of them, 
of course. You don't traffic with crime. You simply enforce the law. 
His first discovery was that the police job is a specialty, calling for 
some technical experience. There were no men in his town with police 
experience enough to organize and direct a police force not tainted 
in some degree by the recent exposures and plottings. He finally chose 
for chief a church deacon and a personal friend, on the theory that he 
must have in that post a man whom he could trust. As policemen he 
and the deacon chose, cunningly, men whom the ex-mayor and his 
brother, the ex-chief, had discharged. There must have been some- 
thing good in them, and so far as there was evil, it would be against the 
old gang and the old practices. 
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Mayor Jones’s most educative discovery was in the field of crime: 
felonies, robberies. There had been a decrease in crime while Hovey 
Clarke was at work, and the mayor had no trouble for a week or two. 
Then the criminals resumed their business, houses were robbed, and the 
deacon chief of police could not detect or prevent them. The crimes 
leaked, too. In some way the news of them got into the papers. The 
victims were indignant; their neighbors were alarmed; Mayor Jores 
and his police were humiliated and a bit frightened. They were ready 
to listen when one day some gamblers called and offered the mayor a 
way out. 

If the mayor would let them, a syndicate, open four gambling houses 
downtown, they would see that no other games ran in any part of the 
city. Mr. Jones listened, pondered, shook his head, and drew them on. 
He would allow six weeks for negotiations, and he observed that there 
were no crimes in that time. By and by the gamblers mentioned that 
fact, and they raised their bid. They were not criminals, the gamblers 
said, nor were they the associates of criminals, but they knew that class 
and their ways and their plans. No honest police force, unaided, could 
deal with crime. Thieves would soon be at work again in Minneapolis, 
and what could Mr. Jones do against them with a police force headed by 
a church deacon? 

The gamblers offered to control the criminals of the city. 

The mayor, deeply interested, declared that he did not believe there 
was any danger of a fresh outbreak of crime. The gamblers smiled and 
went away. By odd coincidence there happened just after that what 
the papers called “ an epidemic of crime.” They were petty thefts, but 
they occupied the mayor. He wondered at their opportuneness. His 
chief wondered how the news of them got out. 

The gamblers reappeared. Hadn't they said so? Hadn’t they 
warned the mayor that crimes would break out again? They had, but 
the mayor said that mere “porch climbers” could not frighten him. 
The gamblers answered that the porch climbers were only the begin- 
ning; bigger crimes would come next. And sure enough, one, two, 
three burglaries occurred in houses of prominent people whom Jones 
knew; then there was a fourth, and the fourth was in the house of a 
relative of Mayor Jones. 

The gamblers called again. If they could have the monopoly of 
gambling in Minneapolis, they would do al] that they had promised 
before, and if any large burglaries did occur, they would recover the 
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“swag” and sometimes catch the thief. Mr. Jones expressed doubt 
as to their ability to do so much. The gamblers offered to prove it; 
they would get back for the mayor the jewelry stolen from the last four 
houses robbed. The mayor was curious to see this done, and the 
gamblers went away. After a few days the stolen goods came back, 
parcel by parcel. With all the usual policecriminal mystery, it was 
delivered to the chief of police. 

When the gamblers called again, they found the mayor ready with 
his decision on their proposition. It was this: There should be no 
gambling with police connivance in his city during his term of office. 
He must have appeared very bold, strong, and sure when he said this 
to the gamblers, but when he repeated it to me he was not sure. 

“Can we do it?” he asked me, and it was an anxious inquiry. He 
explained that he had decided so straight and short because his term 
in office was to be so short. If he had had before him a long term as 
mayor, he said, he would certainly have reconsidered or considered 
longer his answer to the underworld. He believed he would still have 
decided as he did, but knowing what he knew, he would have given 
studious reflection to the question: Can a city be governed without 
any alliance with crime and vice? It was an open question, and when 
he put it to me I was thinking of St. Louis. Wasn't there a police-graft- 
criminal system there also, as in Minneapolis, as in the other western 
cities, as in New York? I did not ask that of Mr. Jones. I asked him 
a seemingly irrelevant, very relevant question. When he was talking 
about the solid business-church-good-people's opposition to his policy, 
I asked him why he did not investigate the board of aldermen. His 
answer gave me a thrill. 

“Oh,” he said, “ we had one. Several years back we had a scandal 
about the corruption of the council. That's what started my group 
out as reformers.” 

So the system, both ends of it, had occurred in Minneapolis. as in St. 
Louis, as — everywhere? I was on the track of a truth, a scientific 
basis for a science of politics. The first step toward confirmation was to 
return to St. Louis. 1 hurried to Chicago. There were delays: other 
things to do, authors to see. I was, after all, an editor, not primarily 
a writer, and certainly not a scientist. “The magazine with the Minne- 
apolis article had appeared when I took the train for St. Louis, and I 
remember hearing men in the washroom talking about it and me. 
They named my name, correctly, approvingly. Again in the dining car 
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I heard it from others. Evidently my first article was being read; it 
was a success. 

Maybe I was a success, and — yes, this was notoriety, a little like fame. 
It was pleasant, but it was not nearly so wonderful as I had imagined 
it would be. I looked at the men who were giving me my taste of fame, 
and, businessmen, I thought that if their town were investigated they 
might be caught bribing or backing the bribers. But suppose they were 
honest men, what of it? What did such men know? Fame wasn’t 
what it was cracked up to be. That I thought, with a feeling of shame 
which grew month by month as my disappointment grew — the feeling 
that there was something positively offensive about public approval, 
that it liked the wrong part of your work, made you out to be other than 
you were, and then tried to keep you up or down to expectations. 

The real reason for my distaste, however, was that I was exalted by 
the belief that I had a theory of graft which I was about to put to a 
test that was scientific: that political corruption was everywhere the 
same. Since Minneapolis and New York had both business and police 
corruption, then St. Louis, whose business corruption Folk was showing, 
must have also the police-vice-criminal corruption — which Folk had 
not found, which he denied. And that’s the way I went at the circuit 
attorney when I met him — positively. 

“ Folk,” I said, “there must be a police graft system here in St. 
Louis.” He shook his head, no; but I told him why I was so sure: 
“Minneapolis, New York — ” 

“No, no,” he rebelled, and his reluctance suggested that he was 
merely shying off from more work. To meet this I proposed that he 
inquire, not with a view to prosecute, but only for my information, 
whether there was not — what I suspected. 

“Tt won't take you an hour,” I said. “ You have boodlers in jail who 
are already confessing their own crimes; they will tell you how gam- 
bling, crime, and vice are handled. Send for one of them and ask him; 
make him describe the methods; meanwhile I will go down into the 
underworld and find out what I can.” 

We parted to meet at dinner that evening, I to go my way, he his, 
and when we met again in the hotel lobby, Folk with bulging eyes 
exclaimed: “It’s here. And it is like Minneapolis; it is exactly like New 
York. Exactly. Methods, divisions, prices — all the same.” 

At dinner we exchanged facts, going into detail. Folk, with his 
conscientious sense of duty, was unhappy, thinking that he ought to 
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break up this horrible system of police graft. He did not want to; 
he had about all he could do with the business boodling. I advised 
him not to tackle the underworld. The good citizens of St. Louis 
already were turning against him; if he attacked the bad people also he 
would lose all support; he might not be able to find twelve men for a 
jury. 

“ And besides,” I said, “ it is enough that we know that three cities 
are alike; we don’t have to prove it here. I'll go on to other cities and 
show that they are the same.” 

I remember how Folk sat and wrestled with his thoughts, alone, 
silent, till by and by he looked up and said exactly what was on his 
mind. 

“T am beaten already in St. Louis,” he sighed. “I have to try Boss 
Butler in some other town; I couldn't convict him in St. Louis. The 
people are against me.” 

A pause, then: “ I can’t be reelected here either. I ought to finish this 
job —] am bound to run for circuit attorney again. The voters of 
St. Louis will beat me and — what I stand for.” 

“Why don't you go for yourself where you are going for Boss 
Butler? ” F asked. 

“Where's that? ” he asked. 

“To Missouri,” I answered. “ You are appealing the case of Butler 
to the people of the State. Good. Appeal to Missouri against St. 
Louis for yourself.” 

He sill did not catch the idea. “ How? " he asked. puzzled. 

“Don't run in St. Lonis for circuit attorney. Run for governor of 
Missouri.” 

He threw down his napkin. “Of course.” he said. ~“ But of course. 
All the boodle trails lead up to the State Legislature. Fl go there, and 
TIL follow them back from there to St, Louis. The voters of Missouri 
still are on the side of Right.” 

“The voters of Missouri still thind they are on the side of Right,” 
l corrected. 


V. PHILADELPHIA: A DEFEATED PEOPLE 


that I went at Philadelphia with as much confidence as I had felt 

fear and doubt before. 1 knew just what to look for. In my 
mind was a map of the actual government, a diagram of a city, which 
I sketched for S. S. McClure. He was frightened. 

“Your theory is getting you,” he protested. “ You think you know 
so much that you won't be able to see and report the news.” 

My teasing answer was that one of the methods of scientific research 
was to form an hypothesis and test it with the facts, and one of the 
tests of truth was to base a prediction upon your theory and watch the 
outcome of the event. And as for news, I-reminded him that my 
theory meant that we were approaching a foundation for a science of 
politics and government. 

If the graft and corruption of politics, which he looked upon as excep- 
tional, local, and criminal, occurred everywhere in the same form, 
then this universal evil must be, not an accidental consequence of the 
wickedness of bad men, but the impersonal effect of natural causes, 
which it might be possible to identify and deal with without hating or 
punishing anybody. 

Mr. McClure would not laugh, nor would he see the “ good news” 
in my theory. He pretended to hate the idea, but I felt that his concern 
was for our journalism. He feared that, as a doctrinaire, I would 
degenerate from a reporter into a propagandist; and there was danger 
there. I was not afraid myself. I liked to change my mind. There was 
a risk in theorizing. I had witnessed, close up, the fatal, comic effect 
upon professors and students of hypotheses which had become uncon- 
scious convictions. And thus warned, I had thrown overboard, as a 
reporter facing facts, many of my college-bred notions in my specialty, 
morals. It was hard to do; ideas harden like arteries; indeed, one theory 
of mine is that convictions are identical with hardened arteries. But 
the facts I had to report professionally, over and over again, forced me to 
drop my academic theories one by one; and my reward was the dis- 
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covery that it was as pleasant to change one’s mind as it was to change 
one's clothes. The practice led one to other, more fascinating — theories. 

For example: no general ethical principle known to me held in 
practice; or could hold. Only special, professional ethics limited the 
conduct of men, and these differed so fundamentally that a “ good 
merchant,” like Mayor Strong of New York, might be a “ bad politi- 
cian.” One reason for this was that, while a businessman is trained 
to meet and deal with the temptations of business, he is a novice and 
weak before those of politics. Another reason is that what is right in 
business may be wrong in politics. Richard Croker, the Tammany boss, 
was not so “ bad” in business as Mayor Strong was “ bad ” in politics. 
Nay, Croker was not so “bad” in business as he was as a politician. 
When he confessed under public cross-examination that he “ worked 
for his own pocket all the time” he was denounced and politically 
doomed. But W. L. Strong, as a merchant, had done that all his life, 
and he was not condemned for making a profit. That was a matter 
of course in commerce. As a successful profiteer, the rich merchant 
was promoted to be mayor of New York and failed as a reform official 
because his business ethics and training did not fit him for the job. 
Revising my ethical teachings, therefore, I drew another, more interest- 
ing, tentative moral theory, viz.: that the ethics and the morals of politics 
are higher than those of business. 

As a matter of fact, however, hardly any of my old academic theories 
held in practice, and so now my new theories of government began to 
be blown up or altered. Philadelphia, for instance, changed my hypoth- 
esis of the identity of American municipal governments. 

The system stood. There was the same old arrangement of a mayor, 
councilmen, and the usual elected officials, all described in the new 
Bullitt Charter, which had been drawn by an expert of experience, 
intelligence, and integrity, to meet and to defeat the typical evils of the 
corrupt politics of old. And yet, back of this charter and working with 
and through it, there were the same old boss, ring, and machine, 
governing Philadelphia as St. Louis, Minneapolis, New York, and Pitts- 
burgh were governed. What shocked me most, however, was to learn 
right away that the famous Bullitt Charter had adopted a principle 
which I had formulated as a theory of reform and offered urgently to 
Dr. Parkhurst and other New York reformers for their new Greater 
New York Charter. The Bullitt Charter centered power in the mayor, 
put him in a position to do either good or evil, but made him by the 
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same token responsible, so that the voters might know whom to praise 
or blame, promote or throw out of office. 1 had to note a (to me) new 
and startling theory, viz.: that the form of government did not matter; 
that constitutions and charters did not affect essentially the actual gov- 
ernment. 

I put this in the place of the old American theory of checks and 
balances, and to anticipate a bit, I never myself thereafter read the 
charter of any city or State that I studied. The paper government did 
not count. And I found in Pennsylvania that the bosses there knew 
this. Some of them helped the reformers put over their new, antigraft 
charter. Their purpose was not reform. The State boss, Senator 
Matthew S. Quay, had had difficulties with a city boss, and it was to 
beat him that he made his State Legislature pass the Bullitt Charter, 
as an ouster. He said that he would deal with the difficulties of that 
instrument when he came to them, and he did. The old city boss 
knocked out by Quay and the new charter, the Senator appointed 
Isracl W. Durham, a ward politician, to be boss of Philadelphia. This 
was new to me; no State boss could have named the boss of any city 
I had seen. A boss is a natural growth, not a legal device like a mayor. 
And even Quay had had to choose a ward boss and help him to master 
the party machinery. There was something to study in all this. The 
present point, however, is that in spite of the new, wise charter and the 
all-powerful mayor, the system prevailed. Quay and his city lieuten- 
ant ruled, as before reform, the two machines of the two old parties 
and, therefore, the mayor and elected officers; and they made the 
government represent, not the people as a whole, but the business, the 
same old businesses which contributed to the corruption of— all 
the cities I knew. 

All was regular, and, as usual, all was known to everybody. I asked 
the manager of the hotel where I registered for the names of the bosses 
and reformers. He was not interested in politics, not in the least; but he 
knew. “Iz” Durham was the Dick Croker, the “ Doc” Ames, the 
Ed Butler, of Philadelphia. The Joseph W. Folk in Philadelphia was 
Rotherwell; the Charles H. Parkhurst was the Watch and Ward Saciety. 
The parallel of Philadelphia with other cities was so perfect that it 
was comic. And yet— there were differences, the differences I have 
mentioned, and other variations, not only such unimportant differences, 
but one subtle, very significant great difference. 

My hotel man, for example, said that at the last election, when he 


294 MUCKRAKING 


went to the polls, he was challenged; he had “ voted already.” He 
answered that he had not voted; there was a dispute, and it developed 
that his name and his brother’s name had been voted on by machine 
repeaters. “ Lots of my friends had the same experience,” he told me. 
“I kicked so hard that they let me vote, but they called in a couple of 
gangsters to offset my ballot by voting the other way — in the names 
of George Washington and Benjamin Franklin.” 

This humorous impudence was characteristic of Philadelphia; the 
gang voted “for fun” all the names of the signers of the sacred 
Constitution of the United States, of the new charter and the member- 
ship lists of the swell clubs. This joyous defiance of the holies 
of holies was only a sign of the novelty I saw in this fine old city. 
The novelty was the attitude of this hotel man and of other good 
citizens of Philadelphia toward their notorious, insulting, cynical politi- 
cal and business crooks. 

He and his kind did nothing about it. “ There is nothing to be 
done,” the hotel man said. “We have tried reforms over and over 
again; we have striven to beat this game; and we never got anywhere.” 
The reformers I saw took much the same view. They were still work- 
ing, but only on details, not for a thoroughgoing reform of the govern- 
ment. They had facts. There was no difficulty at all about getting all 
the evidence one wanted of any of the many, many scandals that had 
been and still were disgracing the city. And the reformers were able, 
courageous men. One of the most persistent of these fighters was E. A. 
Van Valkenburg, the editor in chief of the Philadelphia North Ameri- 
can, a great newspaper owned by Thomas B., the son of John Wana- 
maker. Van Valkenburg was a smiling, experienced newspaperman, 
who had reported or edited in other towns in Pennsylvania. He knew 
everybody and everything. He printed everything, too. Threatened 
with assassination, he simply moved his desk out of range of his 
window and went right on getting and publishing the evidence, the 
libelous, uncontradicted facts. The gang tried to blackmail the owner 
of the paper with an exposure of something personal; John Wanamaker 
answered with a public offer of $2,500,000 for a street-railway franchise 
which the mayor was about to give away. The North American was 
noi to be intimidated, but neither was the gang. Mayor Ashbridge 
met Wanamaker’s cash offer by signing away the franchise. quick. 
And Von Valkenburg wanted to know from me how in the deuce the 
reformers got so far as they did in St. Louis and Minneapolis. He and 
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he alone in his city seemed to have some hope of beating the system 
there. I could not tell him how to do it; he pumped and pumped, and 
he was “wise” in his questionings. But I did not know the answer 
he needed; I was full of questionings myself, not of answers. I must 
ask for answers myself, answers which none of the reformers could give. 

In desperation one day I called at the office of the boss, Israel W. Dur- 
ham. His secretary shook his head. “ Don’t think Mr. Durham will 
see you; too busy.” He would ask. He came out with his eyes and 
mouth open in surprise. “Go in,” he said, and I went in, and saw a man 
well worth knowing. He was sitting, a slight figure, relaxed at his 
desk. “Not well,” I thought. Only his eyes were quick; they were 
kind, inquiring. He did not rise. As I halted on his threshold, he 
nodded a smiling welcome. 

“Close the door,” he said quietly. “I want to ask you a couple of 
questions.” 

“Oh, no, you don’t,” I protested. “I came to this town for infor- 
mation, and everybody is asking me questions, like you. I draw the 
line. You've got to answer me first.” 

He smiled. “All right,” he said. “ Your turn first, then mine. 
What do you want to know? ” 

There had been a burst, a volcanic eruption, of “ steals ” and “ jobs,” 
all in the administration of Mayor Ashbridge. I asked Durham how 
they dared do such a wild, wholesale business in such a short time. He 
did not mind the assumption, in my question, that the franchise grants 
were steals and that he knew it. He waited a moment; then asked me 
quietly if I meant to quote him. 

No, I said. I was really puzzled and wanted only to understand the 
politics of the Ashbridge administration; technically it looked like bad 
politics, “ bad bad politics,” I remember saying. He shook his head 
slowly, thoughtfully, no. 

“In the first place,” he said, “ Ashbridge wished it so. He wanted 
but one term in office, and having no further ambition, he wanted to 
crowd as much business as we would let him into that one term. And 
we — we talked it all over. With the mayor known to be for one term 
only we would have to stay here and take the permanent blame. The 
responsibility fell upon me. But we reasoned —” 

“ Well,” I urged, when he halted there, “ you could put over one of 
those steals in New York or anywhere else, but one would be enough 
to strain any machine I know of. And five or — more!” He smiled. 
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“We reasoned,” he resumed, “ we agreed among ourselves that it 
was exactly the five or — more that would save us.” 

He let me express my bewilderment; then he cleared it as by a light- 
ning flash. 

“If we did any one of these things alone the papers and the public 
could concentrate on it, get the facts, and fight. But we reasoned that 
if we poured them all out fast and furious, one, two, three — one after 
the other — the papers couldn't handle them all and the public would be 
stunned and — give up. Too much.” 

We sat there, he amused, I as stunned as his public. 

“Well, you Pennsylvania politicians know something even Tam- 
many doesn’t know.” 

He nodded. “ Yes,” he said. “ We know a lot they don’t know. We 
know that public despair is possible and that that is good politics.” 

So that was why my hotel host, and the reformers, and the professors 
at the university, and the good citizens generally, said there was nothing 
to be done. 

“Yes,” “Iz” Durham answered. “ The Bullitt Charter was a great 
thing for us. It was the best, last throw of the reformers, and when 
we took that charter and went right on with our business, we took the 
heart out of our reform forever.” 

“Then,” I summed it up, “ then Philadelphia is a city where reform 
is over.” 

He nodded, watching me humorously, while I went on theorizing 
out loud. Here was the difference I had felt in this city: that Philadel- 
phia was in the condition St. Louis would be in after the graft system 
had recovered from Folk and his attacks. The people of a city would 
accommodate themselves to the revealed conditions and practices and 
rearrange their ideas and fit their minds to things as they are. The boss 
listened; he stopped smiling, but he nodded. 

“Political corruption,” I went on, “is, then, a process. It is not a 
temporary evil, not an accidental wickedhess, not a passing symptom of 
the youth of a people. It is a natural process by which a democracy 
is made gradually over into a plutocracy. Treason, in brief, is not a bad 
act; it is an inevitable, successful policy, and the cities differ one from 
another according to age. Philadelphia is worse than St. Louis because 
itis older — in experience.” 

I soon had the boss bewildered and as puzzled and serious and 
shocked as I had been. 
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“ If this process goes on,” I said, “ then this American republic of ours 
will be a government that represents the organized evils of a privileged 
class.” I had forgotten Durham; I wasn’t accusing him of wrong- 
doing. But I remember the awed tone in which he broke into my solil- 
oquy to ask how it could be stopped. I saw that he cared. I said I 
didn’t know, and I rose to go to think over the ideas I had got into my 
head. He protested. 

“ But I had some questions to ask you,” he said, “ and you promised 
to answer mine if I answered yours.” 

“ Sure, I did. What’s your question? ” 
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“In your articles on St. Louis,” he began, “ you said that the boss 
there, Ed Butler, governed the city with a minority of both parties. 
Here we have to have a majority of both parties. How does Butler do 
it his way?” 

I explained in general that by controlling the shifting, the purchas- 
able, and the organized voters, he could influence the nominations of 
both parties and then, at the polls, pick the winners, either all of one 
party or the best crooks from both tickets. That did not satisfy Dur- 
ham. He saw that, but he wanted to know how it was worked out in 
detail, in the wards, for example, and then in the conventions and 
Legislature. I became enthusiastic. I had been interested in those 
details myself and had inquired into them; I had not written the results, 
and no one else had ever asked for them. To Durham, a politician, they 
were fascinating, and forgetting his use for them, I talked on like an 
enthusiast to a willing listener, as one artist to another. And I satisfied 
him on two points. 

“Yes,” he said thoughtfully when I had finished my exposition of the 
technique of grafting politics with a minority of each party. “ Yes,” 
he reflected again. “ That's all right. That would work, I can see. 
And ”— slapping his knee, he exclaimed — “ it’s cheap, too, cheaper 
than our way.” 
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And, then, as he moved with me to the door, he said quite seriously, 
“I think that I get you now.” 

The sudden personal turn stalled me. “What do you mean, get 
me?” 

“Well,” he said, “we've been looking you over since you came to town, 
reading your other stuff and wondering how you, a reformer, get on to 
ihe game the way you do; you know the way it’s done.” 

“ Yes? ” I said. “ And what is the explanation you say you've got? ” 

“Oh, I can see that you are a born crook that’s gone straight.” 

A few astonished questions from me brought the admission from 
him that he thought that I had all the instincts of a politician who had, 
somehow, gone into reform instead of into the machine. But when I 
laughed over this and offered him jests, he wouldn’t have it. 

“ There was another question that I had to ask,” he said. 

I had to press him to ask it; he wanted to, and he didn’t want to. 
And when at last he blurted it out, he would not let me answer. 

“ What I was going to ask you was just what is it that I do that’s so 
rotten wrong. It seems to me I am pretty square with my friends and 
— with everybody. But the other side, they say I’m a crook, and I don't 
deny it. I am as sure as they are that I go wrong somewhere. But 
where? What they charge me with is not so bad, not as I see it. I’m 
loyal to my ward and to my — own, and yet — Well, there’s something 
wrong with me, and I'd like to know: what is it? ” 

I started to answer, somehow, not to answer his question, but to 
speak, when he stopped me. He raised his hand. 

“Not now,” he said. “ Don’t tell me now.” 

“ Why not? ” I asked, curious. 

“ Because I believe that you can tell me, and I don’t want to know 
now. It might make me want to quit, and I can’t. But I’m a sick man. 
I'll soon have to quit, and when I can and not hurt my friends, I’m 
going to ask you to come over and tell me what I do that’s so rotten 
wrong. Will you? ” 

I promised, and he opened the door for me to go, and sharply he 
closed it after me. 


VI. THE DYING BOSS 


sraeL W. Durnam, the boss of Philadelphia, returned my call upon 
him often. He used to sneak up to my hotel room, “ just to chew 
the rag,” he said. So did others come: reformers, businessmen poli- 
ticians, teachers and professors, newspapermen with tips, and ordinary 
citizens with grievances. These gave me information; facts poured in 
upon me till I was surfeited with and hated them — and some of the 
people who brought them. I liked Mr. Durham’s visits; he never 
offered me information. It was against the rules of his game to “ peach,” 
and though he sometimes confirmed or corrected information I was in 
doubt about, though he denied any facts, he did not give anybody or 
anything away. His service to me was in explaining apparently incon- 
sistent facts and helping me form a picture of them. In a word: the 
boss was an aid to my digestion. 

What did I do for him? I think that I gave him a philosophic view 
of politics, an objective look at himself and his business. Helping me 
to make a diagram of his city government out of my comparatively 
few facts, he with his mass of experience obviously was seeing for 
himself what he and his corrupt politics meant fundamentally. When 
I said that one businessman's bribe was nothing but a crime, but a 
succession of business briberies over the years was a corruption of gov- 
ernment to make it represent business, he said thoughtfully, “ Then 
contributions to campaign funds are more regular and, therefore, worse 
than bribes!” He had imagination. He always went me one better. 
I repeated the ideas that I had expressed as they occurred so startlingly 
to me in our first interview, ideas his remarks had suggested. I re- 
peated again and again that political corruption was a process, and I 
repeated because I could not accept it myself. If that were so, then 
Nature, God, was on the side of the bribers. In a country where busi- 
ness is dominant, businessmen must and will corrupt a government 
which can pass laws to hinder or help business. But there must be 
something wrong — unsocial — at the bottom of the organization of 
businesses which have to control government. I doubted my thesis. 
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But the boss who was the chief of the agency that was illustrating this 
theory — Mr. Durham saw it. 

He accepted the thesis I broached and doubted. “ We ought to stop 
the process,” he ejaculated with feeling, and he kept saying, “It ought 
to be stopped; it mustn’t go on.” And when I answered that he could 
stop it, he and his kind, that the men who did the wrong had the power, 
imagination, and courage to undo it, he agreed with me. “ The 
reformers can't,” I added; “ they lack the knowledge, the tools, and the 
honesty." He hesitated, then understood and nodded, “ Yes, they ain't 
straight, and they haven't got the nerve.” And once after a long silence 
the boss sighed and said, “I wish I was young again or had my 
health — ” 

He saw the job, and it tempted him, as the same prospect attracted 
many such political and business leaders. I have had many similar 
experiences since with big, bad men and I find that, if they are big 
enough and bad enough, they seem to be as eager to do great good as 
great evil. They simply are not asked to do good; the drift of things, 
the rewards, the applause and education, are all the other way. “Iz” 
Durham, whom the reformers and the good people of Philadelphia 
despised, was, man for man, better than they were; he was the best 
man I met in that town, the best for mental grasp, for the knowledge 
of life and facts in his line, and — he had one other advantage which 
is something akin to honesty but must be described in other terms. 
The New Testament puts it the most clearly and briefly. Jesus said 
that He could save sinners; the righteous He could not save. 

Mr. Israel W. Durham and other political bosses and some big busi- 
nessmen and some plain thieves, like Jack Black, for example — they 
know that they are sinners and they don't deny it (except under oath), 
and they don’t try to justify themselves. That is why it is such a com- 
fort to sit down and talk with them. They accept, and you can start 
with, the facts, as you can in a conversation with scientists. They can 
be saved, and some day, when they are asked to, they may help us to save 
society. They are our best men, those convinced sinners who do not 
deny facts to excuse themselves. But the petty honest men who do not 
know that or when or how they sin, they will not face and so they can- 
not deal with things as they are. In St. Louis they thought that they 
were for reform, and discovering that they had stock or friends in the 
graft, turned cowards and persecutors of Joe Folk just as their kind 
forced the Romans to crucify the Jewish Messiah. In Philadelphia these 
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same citizens had begun to change their ethics, their political philosophy, 
and their (sure) theories of economics to justify their surrender to 
business graft and political corruption. The corruption of Philadelphia 
had reached up to the very minds of men. The only man there who 
saw the enormity of the evil he and they all were doing, the size and 
the probable cost of the job of rectification, was the honest crook, Dur- 
ham, whose chief inquiry was, “Just what do I do that’s so rotten 
wrong? ” 

Perhaps he came to see me in the hope of gathering my answer to 
this question. All approaches to it interested him, but he was afraid 
of a direct statement. Durham did not evade the direct question because 
he doubted that he did “ something rotten wrong ”; he was sure of his 
wickedness, surer than I was, but he didn’t want it defined because 
he was already tempted to — save himself and his city. He only post- 
poned the answer, however. When I was about to leave Philadelphia 
he said that he had a fatal disease, and when he knew that the end was 
near, he would send for me, and I had to promise to come to him. And 
sure enough, some time later when I was busy at other things I received 
Durham’s wire to “Come; you promised to,” and I went. 

That interview — Durham's story, pieced out with pertinent parts 
of other bosses’ stories, the boyhood of Charlie Murphy, the Tammany 
boss, and President Roosevelt's description of Senator Matt Quay on 
his deathbed —I wrote all this as fiction under the title The Dying 
Boss. The plain facts are that Durham, weak and stricken, told me 
that he was ready, at last, to hear what his “ real sin” was, and I said 
that it was disloyalty. He was shocked and incredulous. Since he held 
that loyalty was his chief and perhaps his one virtue, since he had never 
gone back on his friends, and — whatever else he had done, which was 
a-plenty — since he had been always a true, square friend, my charge 
was totally unexpected and hardly believable. And my argument, as it 
gradually convinced him, was devastating. He was a born leader of the 
common people, I reasoned; he had taught them to like and to trust 
him, even with their votes; he had gathered up and organized the 
power which lay in their ballots, their trust and their loyalty to him; 
and he, the good fellow, had taken his neighbors’ faith and sovereignty 
and turned it into franchises and other grants of the common wealth, 
which he and his gang had sold to rich businessmen and other enemies 
of the people. He was a traitor to his own. He had asked for it 
straight, I gave it him — straight, and he got it. Not one word of 
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evasion or excuse. He took it lying down, and all he said after a long. 
wan silence was: “ Say, I sure ought to go to hell for that, and what'll 
they do to me? Do you think they'll set me on fire for — for what you 
said — disloyalty ? ” 

I had to repair the damage I had done. I had to say something to 
reassure him: he looked as if he would faint. So I asked him what he 
did to fellows in his gang that went back on him. He said that he 
didn’t do much; he let “em go. Well, I answered, as brutally as I could 
put it, didn't he believe that his God was as merciful and forgiving as 
he, “Iz” Durham. was? He got that, too. He looked better, and he 
lingered longer than the doctors had predicted. 

The Quay incident might as well come in here while I am writing 
about Pennsylvania and the character of bad bosses. I did not do that 
State. as I meant to: it was a waste of work, but I never did write Penn- 
svlvania and therefore never met the State boss in his State, where 
alone one could know him. My meetings with the Senator were all in 
Washington, and alwavs rather formal. The glimpse into his character 
that reminded me of his lieutenant, Durham, was a free gift from T. R. 
One day when I was loafing at the White House door, the president 
appeared. coming from outside. 

“Come on in,” he said, as he jerked my arm and carried me with him 
into his office. 

“I have just done an unusual thing and had a most unusual experi- 
ence. I have made a call on a senator. The president does not make 
calls, vou know, but I got word from Quay that he was dving: so I 
rushed right aver and —1 saw him.” 

T. R. had thrown off his hat and he did not sit down. He was excited. 
He walked up and down the office while I waited, standing. By and 
by he came up to me and told his story, which 1I made a note of immedi- 
ately afterward. 

“Iwas admitted into the senator's sickroom. and there he lav, long 
and {ill in his bed. eving me. 1 — well. vou know how when some- 
body is sick or dving — you know how vou feel you've gat to say 
someihing cheerful. something banal. So 1 chirped up, all jolly and — 
and siliv. and said, © Whe, Senator, how well vou look! You'll soan he 
ap and wut and with ws again” Uy sounded bad enough to me. hi must 
have made Guar sick. He didni sav a word for a minute: Just lanked 
a ome amd picked at the eonmerpane wich his long. rhin fingers. Ges. 
Lich cheap. Tiren he sbrok hie head stv. verv slowly. and said: Na 


e wwe è 


THE DYING BOSS 303 


Mr. President, I'll not be with you again. I am dying. And’—as I 
started to remonstrate, he lifted a hand to stop my — politeness —‘ that's 
all right, dying; only I hate to be dying here on a bed like this. What 
I would like would be to crawl off on a rock in the sun and die like a 
wolf. ” 

The president was evidently seeing the scene he described and was 
moved by it. He hurried on to say, briskly, choppily, that Quay ex- 
plained that he had sent for him with a purpose. He had been all his 
life the titular chief and protector of the Indians of the old Five Nations. 
“He was part Indian himself, you know,” T. R. said. Now that he 
was going, Quay was worried about those Indians, and so he was going 
to ask the president to take his place as the chief and the protector of 
the Five Nations. “ And you bet I was proud to be chosen. I promised 
Quay to take and fill his place, and I will. And Quay was satisfed. 
‘That’s all’ he said. ‘Now I can die in peace.’ But,” said T. R, 
“wasn’t it just like Quay to wish he could crawl off like a wolf on a 
big, lone rock and die in the sun? ” 

And then the president became angry with me; he berated me for 
not appreciating men like Quay. He became almost violent as he 
recited my “ roasts ” of the bosses and other “ really great men.” I said 
that I made a distinction between such men and their crimes; it was the 
crimes I denounced, not them. No use. He waxed more and more 
furious, and I saw that he was abusing me only to relieve his feelings. 
And he did find relief; he quieted down, told the story of the day over 
again, and ended by wishing that he might himself, finally, crawl off 
in the sun and die like a wolf on a rock. He changed the order of the 
phrases in Quay’s swan song every time he repeated it. 

But the curious thing was that T. R., who knew me and my changing 
ideas, was at that time hatching his denunciation of muckrakers for 
denouncing men like Quay and Durham, whom I was learning to ap- 
preciate more and better, I think, than he did. It goes to show how 
slow I was to broach even in conversation my dawning sense of their 
value; I could hardly believe I was right. It upset too many of my 
theories of morals and politics, as Philadelphia did. 
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to give the impression, which lasts to this day, that that beau- 

tiful old American city was the worst in the land. Not true, of 
course. It was only older than St. Louis and Minneapolis, and I might 
have shown that and put Philadelphia in its relative position, if I had 
gone from there to Boston or some other old town in New England; 
Boston was the logical next step. But my editorial associates on Mc- 
Clure’s opposed my choice as they did my theory. They were for Chi- 
c2go next 

My colleagues harbored, unconsciously perhaps, the theory then 
general among critics of government: that our political corruption was 
the wors: in the world because we were the youngest nation. Our cities 
were sumering from what they called growing pains, and as they grew 
older they would grow better. James Bryce, the English muckraker 
(of other countries), and E. L. Godkin, the Irish-English editor of my 
old paper, the New York Evening Post, taught this theory of youth, 
and I think they put over on Americans (and Europeans, too) the 
belief that England and English ideas and political practices were higher 
then ours; British liberalism was the ideal toward which we should 
grive. 

Boson, Mass- and the rest of New England were a fair first test for 
my theory that England was our fate, not our hope. Boston, New Eng- 
land, was older than Philadelphia, Pa.; it was as proud as Philadelphia 
was contented; New England was almost as quiet, busy, rich, and 
aristocratic as old England. Bur that was the trouble. Boston and New 
England looked sa good and sounded so quiet that we feared an investi- 
gation there might prove an anticlimax. I, too. was in doubt: indeed 
the respectabilicy of Baston made me doubt my theory. I agreed, finally, 
that we should find something worse than Philadelphia, and Chicago 
would certainly be that. No doubt about it. I was sure Chicago would 
provide the sensationally wicked story we were looking for. And I went 
there with my mind made up: to expose the rough, anarchistic criminal- 
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ity of a wild, young western city. No one could have told me that I 
was to find there an example of reform, a sensible, aristocratic-demo- 
cratic reform experiment. 

William C. Boyden tried to. I called first on the amiable brother of 
my assistant managing editor. I told him I was going to “ do” Chicago 
at last. 

“Then you'd better meet my partner, Walter L. Fisher,” he said. 

“Why?” I asked. “Isn't he the reformer you wanted me to write 
up the last time I was here? ” 

“Yes,” Boyden answered, and he said no more. He didn’t even smile. 
He seemed to fall in with my plan to go straight to the machine bosses 
and “ get the low-down on Chicago.” So I started, and right away I 
discovered that there was something awry. I called on Hinkey Dink and 
Bathhouse John. They looked their parts; they were ward leaders all 
right; but they would not, they could not, talk politics. They launched 
into tirades against the reformers who were messing up everything in 
Chicago. Reformers! Patiently I pressed my inquiries into the system. 
Who was the boss of Chicago? Nobody, they said. Who owned the 
mayor? Nobody. Who controlled the city council? The Voters 
League, a reform organization! Absurd. I could not take it from these 
politicians that reformers had such power anywhere, to say nothing of 
in Chicago. There was something the matter; that I could believe. The 
machine existed; the system was there. My mental diagram of “ the” 
American city fitted Chicago, but it was out of joint. The machine 
didn’t work; the bosses were in trouble. 

Turning to my own profession for guidance, I called on James N. 
Keeley, the managing editor of the Tribune. He proved to be like me, 
an editor in a chair that could not hold him. A reporter at bottom, he 
was interested only in the news and often went out himself to get a story. 
He had gone as far away as Egypt once to getone. Keeley was a genius; 
he knew politics, his city, everything; he fascinated me, but he was no 
use to me. I appealed to Charles Montrose Faye, the city editor of the 
Daily News, who was reported to be “ about the wisest guy ” in the 
business. He stuttered, but he was able to express his contempt for me 
and a refusal to help me in any way. 

“Y-you,” he blazed, “ you N-N-New York n-n-newspapermen, you 
ccome here knowing j-j-just what y-y-you'll £-£-find and nobody c-c-can 
tell you anything. I-LI won't t-t-try. Go on — g-g-get it all all wrong 
and be damned.” 
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Apparently he thought I was prejudiced. But I wasn’t; was 1? Like 
most men, I regarded myself as open minded and honest at the least. 
In doubt of myself and in despair of Chicago, I decided to call on and 
consult Clarence S. Darrow, the philosopher and attorney who defended 
criminals and must therefore know his city from the underworld up. 
He might set me right. Having sent in my card, I waited in his outer 
office, watching his door as anxiously, as hopefully, as any client ever 
watched and waited. He came out, tall, hulking, absorbed; he held 
my card in his hand and studied it as if trying to recall where he had 
seen my name. He kept coming toward me till, close up, he threw back 
his head, looked into my face, and exclaimed: “ Oh, I know. You are 
the man that believes in honesty! ” And he laughed, and laughed, and 
laughed. He took and shook my hand, but he laughed till tears came 
into his eyes. And he did not invite me into his office; he did not answer 
my questions. They only amused him the more, and I — well, I ran 
away. It was a year or two before I understood what Darrow meant 
by my belief in honesty; all I gathered at the time was that he, too, 
despised me as a person prejudiced by a fool conviction of some sort 
and not worth a moment even of his loafing time. 

Humiliated and angry, I went straight to the supreme political boss 
of Illinois, Billy Lorimer, afterward U. S. senator. Bosses don’t laugh at, 
they help, a fellow who is down and out, and by the time I reached his 
office I had whipped myself into a state of mind which expressed itself 
in my first question. 

“What's the matter with your machine here? ” 

“Nothing,” he answered quickly. “ Why?” 

“Well, it doesn’t seem to run,” I said. “It’s the bummest political 
organization I have ever seen.” 

He defended the organization. I cited Tammany, St. Louis, Philadel- 
phia — there were machines that worked; there were bosses that bossed. 
Here? Bah! He flared up and said something about the people of 
Chicago. “People!” I laughed at him the way Darrow had just 
laughed at me. He was a boss that believed in the people. He men- 
tioned “the reformers.” Reformers! I said I had seen reformers, 
some even of his, and they were all alike. No real boss ever suffered 
anything more than temporary inconvenience from reformers. He 
thought I'd find that Chicago reformers were different. I thought it 
was the Chicago politicians that were different: weak, incompetent — 

“You,” he charged, “ with your sneers at reformers and Chicago and 


CHICAGO: AN EXAMPLE OF REFORM 307 


—all. How long have you been here? What do you know about us? 
What reformers have you seen? ” 

I laughed, and he: “ Say, have you seen Fisher? ” 

I wilted. I feel even now that I owe it to myself to say that it was 
upon the authority of the big boss himself that I turned to look at 
Chicago as an example of reform. Chicago! The stuff was there for 
the other, the original story; it still is: the police graft, the traffic of 
authority with criminals, gamblers, liquor dealers, all sorts of thieves, 
and some sorts of murderers. The evil of Chicago was obvious, general, 
bold. I was warned again and again against my wanderings around 
in the Loop at night; the wide-openness of protected vice and crime 
fascinated my bulging eyes. Hinkey Dink himself said I ought not to 
walk home alone from his place. But I lived in a downtown club, and as 
a newspaperman I could not keep away from the scenes that were 
evidences of a great news story. How our readers would have liked the 
stuff I was seeing! The New York Tenderloin was a model of order 
and virtue compared with the badly regulated, police-paid criminal 
lawlessness of the Chicago Loop and its spokes. Just the same, all this 
was not what in newspaper parlance is called the feature of a news story 
of Chicago; evidently. Was it? With reluctance and doubt I acted 
upon the advice of the head and front of this system. I returned to 
Boyden’s office and saw that — partner of his, Walter Fisher. 

Fisher punished me with scorn for my scorn of him. Boyden must 
have described my attitude to him. Boyden had too much humor 
not to report my sure belief that Fisher and Chicago reformers in 
general were not worth my attention. So, though he received me 
politely, Fisher was short with his answers. No doubt my hangover of 
skepticism annoyed him. I had to acknowledge that he had some 
power, he and his Voters League, but how did he get it? How did he 
hold it? What was he doing with it? 

“You are not making a very good government,” I remarked sar- 
castically, citing the sinful scenes I had seen. 

No, Fisher answered coldly. They were not out for good government, 
not yet. That might come later. For the present the League was fight- 
ing for representative government. The city council had been bought 
and owned by Yerkes, the street-railway magnate, and other business- 
men who wanted franchises, extensions, and privileges generally. Fisher 
and the Chicago reformers were forcing the aldermen to stand for the 
city, and in dealing with businessmen, to represent the public interest 
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in making bargains. They were fighting first the corruption of their 
own class, letting the police evils of the lawless wait; they were reforming 
the good, not the bad, people. That might explain the popular support 
they had won for their movement. But just how did they manage it? 

Fisher offered to this question no answer that meant anything to me. 
He would not generalize. He showed me files of information about 
candidates and politicians, such as I had seen in New York and Philadel- 
phia. Ammunition. How was it used? He outlined in a bored tone of 
voice the scheme of the Municipal Voters League. No light in that. It 
was all incomprehensible, politically, till we happened to speak of the 
Seventeenth Ward, which the League carried one year for a Republican, 
the next year for a Democrat, the third for a Republican again. How did 
they do that? 

Fisher came to life. His face lighted up; a keen shrewd look came into 
it, a twinkle in his eyes, and he told me the story. It was a story of 
politics. Another ward was another, different story, but it was politics. 
Fisher was a politician. The methods of these League reformers were 
the methods of politics: they dealt with each ward according to the 
actual situation there. They got the facts, knew the candidates, politi- 
cians, parties, grafts, and the people in a ward, and then, with this infor- 
mation, by publicity and by trading they swung the anonymous minority 
that followed the League all together to one side and one ultimate 
purpose. 

Very practical politics, this, but was it wisdom? It was not. It was 
a sort of instinct, the Chicago instinct. It just happened. Walter L. 
Fisher was the third of the leaders of the League, which itself evolved 
by —accident, or instinct. Some young fellows, William Kent, the son 
of a millionaire; John Maynard Harlan, the son of a justice of the 
Supreme Court; and others of that ilk, ran for and were elected alder- 
men. With reporters like Finley Peter Dunne to report them, they 
made scenes in that “ bear garden,” the board of aldermen. They made 
informed but challenging speeches, charging their crooked colleagues 
with the facts, risking murder. 

“Couldn’t accomplish anything,” said Billy Kent, whom Fisher 
called in to tell me the early history of the movement. “ We were 
voted down, but we did make the meetings of the board as interesting as 
loud noises and bad smells could make them; we furnished the humor- 
ous reporters with ‘ news,’ which soon got the people watching. Antics, 
farce, melodrama! Harlan was our orator, and he was some orator. 


CHICAGO: AN EXAMPLE OF REFORM 309 


He'd walk down in front of a boodler and call him a crook. With the 
details we raked up and the bad names the rest of us invented, Harlan 
would sock him — for Peter Dunne to hear, see, quote, describe. Some 
fun.” 

With such scenes in the limelight the people were aroused, and two 
hundred leading citizens met, with Lyman J. Gage, a leading banker, at 
their head, to do something. The two hundred appointed a committee 
of fifteen to find something to do. One of the fifteen drew a plan for a 
new municipal party — the old, old scheme. Chicago set out like any 
other city on the beaten path that has been proven an impasse over and 
over again. But Chicago had men who knew or felt that this was all 
wrong. They blocked this move. They blocked a motion to investigate 
conditions. ‘ We know enough,” they said; “ a committee of investi- 
gation is a stall.” They blocked a proposal to go to the corrupt State 
Legislature for a new charter, and they would not wait for the next 
mayoralty election to elect a good businessman as mayor to give them 
good government. They maneuvered the big committee to seek a man, 
one man, to organize a league of voters to ight every fight that came up. 
He was not to run for office; he was to bea leader, a boss, with a minority 
to swing. 

George E. Cole was the man they chose. He was a “ second-class 
businessman ” (he said to me), about five feet tall and between two and 
three feet across the shoulders— a fighter. He looked like a sea captain, 
and he worked and he talked like one. He picked a crew of nine — 
chosen for what they could do, not for what they represented — got rid of 
the big committees, and without plans, began to “ let people know we 
were there.” With his short legs apart, his weak eyes blinking, he stood 
on the bridge in the limelight and shouted that he was going to beat the 
crooks up for reelection. Chicago likes audacity and is always willing 
to have anybody try anything once; no matter who you are, where you 
come from, or what you set out to do, Chicago will give you a chance. 
The sporting spirit is the spirit of Chicago. When, therefore, George 
Cole stood up and said that he and a small, unknown committee were 
out to clean up the Board of Aldermen, the town looked, laughed, and 
asked how. “ We're going to publish the records of the thieves that want 
to get back at the trough,” said Cole, and he produced the facts, acts, 
votes that Kent, Harlan, and the other decent aldermen had on their in- 
decent colleagues. Cole said that of the thirty-four retiring aldermen 
twenty-six were rogues; some of the rogues quit; others were beaten in 
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their wards, each ward being handled by itself. “Old King Cole,” 
“ Boss Cole,” was charged with politics, blackmail, deals — he did not 
care. He was as terrible with respectable candidates as he was with 
roughnecks; he defied the pull of leading citizens, even if they were (as 
they were, some of them) on the old Committee of Twenty that gave the 
League birth. No respecter of persons, parties, or liberal principles, he 
carried the League to victories and a power that amazed and amused 
Chicago. When his health failed he was succeeded by Billy Kent, and 
when Kent was exhausted he gave way to Fisher, who carried on the 
methods of the League, except that, having power now, he did not have 
to be noisy. He printed the facts quietly, made deals in the wards, got 
his majority of aldermen, and then organized, instructed, and pledged 
them right in his private office. I saw that done one night. In Fisher's 
office I saw him, a reform boss, perform exactly like a regular political 
boss, browbeat and control a various lot of (honest and dishonest) politi- 
cians, and then send them out, watched and controlled, to represent what 
they all knew or agreed was the best interest of the whole people of 
Chicago. And as boss and secretary, Walter L. Fisher dealt with the big 
financial interests that sought riches out of the commonwealth of Chica- 
go and made them give some service. It was a long, slow, hard task; it 
lasted years, ten or twelve, and when I wrote it I described this as an 
example of a reform that was working. And of course, from a journal- 
istic point of view, the exhibition of Chicago as something for other 
cities to imitate was a sensation; it was more astonishing “ news ” than 
the graft article which I had meant to write could possibly have been. 
Here was a way to do it, and other cities did follow Chicago’s lead. That 
is to say, they set up Municipal Voters Leagues, and sure enough, some of 
them got results; not good government, not normal representative 
government, but —a temporary betterment. 

Chicago failed finally; it is ripe now for either a sensational political 
story or a new reform movement. And I was seeing, and I noted in 
my report, the beginnings of the end, without realizing that those begin- 
nings were to be the end. Walter L. Fisher, afterward in the Cabinet 
of President Taft and a man now with an international reputation for 
ability and acumen, was not and never has been a radical. He did not 
see or touch sources of privilege. All he used his great power in Chicago 
for was to persuade, or, if need be, force the business interests that had 
to come to him to get their privileges, to make open terms with and 
render some service to his city. It was just what big business said it 
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wanted, a government that understands and is just to business. And 
they, those businessmen and their fellow businessmen, in Chicago, in 
New York, everywhere — they hated and fought and clamored and 
wriggled and bribed out of their contracts with the practical, honest, fair 
“reform” government of Chicago. And finally they killed it as literally 
as the gunmen of Chicago now kill one another, and as safely. Why? 
They said (to me) that what they wanted was, not this so-called repre- 
sentative, but good government. 


VIII. NEW YORK: GOOD GOVERNMENT 


New York. The reception of the article on Chicago as an ex- 
ample of reform indicated that our readers were interested in 
reform quite as much as they were in graft, that they wanted to know 
what to do to get good government. That was the idea or the phrase: 
“ good government.” I had been hit hard by the distinction the Chicago 
reformers drew between good government and representative govern- 
ment. It would be good journalism to find and report immediately an 
experiment in good government to parallel the Chicago experiment in 
representative government. And there was one: New York. 
Returning to New York and revisiting my old haunts and my old 
friends, I gathered quickly two impressions which turned out to be right: 
first, that New York did have good government, or a good administra- 
tion; second, that good government was doomed to defeat in the fall. 
The mayor, Seth Low, was a businessman and the son of a business- 
man, rich, educated, honest, and trained to his political job. He had been 
the mayor of Brooklyn, before its merger into Greater New York, and 
president of Columbia University, to which he had given money. He 
was a man who always gave more than he took. To prepare himself for 
the mayoralty he had made six months’ intensive study of the finances 
of New York. He had appointed under him men who were not only 
good men and not always businessmen; he chose some experts; and he 
and they together made plans for the betterment of the government, 
which they were carrying out with conspicuous efficiency. Some of their 
achievements were permanent. Just as Mayor Strong's Street Cleaning 
Department, having shown the way and faced down the public shock 
at its cost, having taught the New Yorkers what clean streets are — just 
as this achievement was never lost, so Seth Low's finance department, 
his tenement-house administration, his applied principles of taxation — 
charging the land values rather than improvements — these stand to 
this day as monuments to the greatness of Mayor Low's administration. 
And he was planning more. He and his cabinet were students of muni- 
cipal government throughout their term in office; they were all be- 
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coming, like the professional municipal managers in some German 
cities, masters of their craft. In a word, Mr. Low and his cabinet 
were just about ready to make New York what a city might be under 
our economic system, when that 1903 election threw them out. 

Why? What was the matter? Didn't the voters know that this gov- 
ernment was good? My old reformed police chief, Schmittberger, knew 
that the police department was good. He chuckled over its goodness: 
laws were pretty well enforced, graft was cut to a minimum, good police- 
men were recognized, promoted, or supported. And he bade me, 
if I doubted, go around and listen to the kicks of the criminals, liquor 
men, and gamblers, and to the grumbling of the cops. I did, and it was 
precisely this goodness that the underworld did not like. Of course. 
But Trinity Church, the old and rich establishment that faces Wall 
Street, had no good words for the good administration; Trinity owns 
acres of tenements and is governed by high financiers and other leading 
laymen. The police courts were just. The reporters said so, and the 
people who had to go to them, either to make or to answer complaints, 
did not deny it. Mr. Low had appointed as magistrates upright gentle- 
men and lawyers, who read the law to the people and did not often yield 
to “ pull,” like the Tammany heelers whom they displaced. But appar- 
ently, the poor, like the rich, preferred a human element in their judges. 
It was precisely the righteousness of the reform magistrates that was 
unpopular. In the tenements the tenants felt about the new and really 
good tenement-house Jaws and regulations as Trinity and the other 
landlords felt. The two parties complained of different evils, but the 
new laws hit them both, and — it was the even justice that was so 
detestable. So with the real-estate men and the taxpayers. And so with 
businessmen generally and with the reformers. 

The City Club was the Tammany Hall of the reformers of New York 
in those days. It was a sort of exchange where we came together to share 
our hopes and our fears, our gossip and our truth. The Good Govern- 
ment Clubs’ leaders, the men who had picked and elected Seth Low, 
were not enthusiastic about him and his record in the early summer of 
1903. Yes, they would probably renominate him; they weren’t sure, but 
— who else was there? It was astonishing. Their answers to questions 
indicated no doubt of the goodness of the mayor or of his appointments, 
policy, and performances, but — But what? They didn’t say what; 
they didn’t seem to know what. I had to guess, and my guesses were dis- 
concerting. Didn't they, didn’t anybody, really like good government? 
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Not even the good-government men? Were reformers also selfish? 
No, they did not all want offices for themselves. It was something else. 

And the businessmen — they said in Chicago that they did not like 
“ representative government”; they preferred good government, and 
they thought they did. But here in New York, where they had it, they 
were down on good government. They also were not very clear as to 
the reasons; they did not, they could not, talk much. They contributed 
to the Tammany campaign fund and let their moncy talk for them. All 
one could gather from all that they all said was that good government 
hurt business in New York somehow, as representative government 
somehow hurt business in Chicago. Both cities were alike in that their 
governments, their laws, customs, practices, represented business gen- 
erally and big or privileged businesses especially. The system stood. 
My mental diagram of an American city fitted New York and Chicago 
as it did Philadelphia, Minneapolis, and St. Louis. The only difference 
that threw light on the business opposition to the good government 
achieved in New York was that, whereas the Chicago reformers were 
openly fighting the special representation of certain bribing businesses 
there, in New York there was no thought of this. 

Seth Low and his party in power and his Good Government Club 
backers were not radicals in any sense. Mr. Low himself was hardly a 
liberal; he was what would be called in England a conservative. He 
accepted the system; he took over the government as generations of 
corrupters had made it, and he was trying, without any fundamental 
change, to make it an efficient, orderly businesslike organization for the 
protection and furtherance of all business, private and public. The 
special interests of the usual corrupters of politics, the light, transporta- 
tion, and contracting businesses, were respected; even the vice interests 
were disturbed, not purposely, but by way of forcing the police to be 
“ good.” 

When the money of business and the votes of the people threw out 
the Seth Low administration in the fall, it seemed rational to conclude 
that businessmen do not want good government much more than they 
want a representative democracy, that the people do not like good men 
and good government, or, let us say, professionally good men in office 
and unyielding good government. They both prefer “bad” govern- 
ment. Anyhow, with the issue as clear as that, they voted Tammany 
back into power in New York. In Chicago the businessmen opposed 
the representative reform in vain; the people supported it. 
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The experiment in good government failed, politically; the experi- 
ment in representative government was succeeding — so far. 

All up in the air myself, I went to my home in Cos Cob, Connecticut, 
and made a book of my seven articles on the cities I had reported. The 
McClure, Phillips Company published it as The Shame of the Cities. 
It offered very few conclusions. I could not interpret my own obser- 
vations; so in the introduction I said that the book was printed as the 
articles were written, as journalism with a purpose: “ to sound for the 
civic pride of an apparently shameless citizenship.” And blaming 
the people, the American people, I pointed out that “ no one class is at 
fault, nor any breed, nor any particular interest or group or party. The 
misgovernment of the American people is misgovernment by the Ameri- 
can people.” The typical American citizen is the businessman, a bad 
citizen. If he is a big businessman, he does not neglect, he is busy with, 
politics, and very businesslike. But I did not blame even the big busi- 
nessmen, only the people, who, I showed, were corrupt in small ways 
as their leaders were in big ways, and I appealed to them in patriotic 
and moral terms to cease from following their bad leaders. I besought 
them to follow good leaders, like President Roosevelt and Joseph W. 
Folk — I! 

One day Upton Sinclair called on me at the office of McClure’s and 
remonstrated. 

“ What you report,” he said, “is enough to make a complete picture 
of the system, but you seem not to see it. Don’t you see it? Don't you 
see what you are showing? ” 

My answer was a description of what I saw, and it was all that he saw, 
apparently, for he went out and said that “ that man sees it all right.” 
What Sinclair did not realize was that I could hardly believe what I was 
seeing, and that I could not, in so short a time, change my mind to fit 
the new picture. I was not yet over my education; so I had my two 
pictures, one on top of the other, on the canvas of my mind. I needed 
time to adjust my imagination to the facts as they were, not more 
experience, but time; so I loafed around home in the old New England 
town of Greenwich, Conn., sailing a boat and talking to the Cos Cob 
artists, to the fishermen and the townspeople. I stood on Election Day 
in the undertaker’s in Greenwich and saw the voters file through, get- 
ting their three dollars each to support the machine, but my occupation 
was dull digestion, understanding the mass, the mess, of observations 
I had in my head and getting ready to go out to muckrake some States. 


IX. ILLINOIS: THE PROGRESSIVE MOVEMENT 


raking or rather out of the discontent which the muckraking was 

feeding with facts. The Progressive Party was one of these; 
another was the commission form of government, which caught Mr. 
McClure’s fancy. He wanted me to break off from the States to write 
it up. I refused; didn’t I know that the form of government did not 
matter? Washington, D. C., had long had a commission form. In 
order to get rid of the near majority of colored voters there, that city had 
abandoned all pretense of democracy; it had disfranchised all voters, 
white, brown, yellow, and black, and turned the municipal government 
over to a commission consisting of a committee of Congress and leading 
local citizens named by the president. And the president then was 
Theodore Roosevelt! What a chance to find out how a select commit- 
tee of statesmen and businessmen governed a city unhampered by poll- 
ticians, parties, and the mob! What a chance to show the city experi- 
menters how that experiment with commissions had worked out in the 
long run! What a lead up into Congress and the Federal government! 
I had been in Washington enough to know that that municipality was 
a scandalously corrupt government, and being the national capital, its 
exposure would be a sensational news story. But I was through with 
cities, I thought. States now, and I had seen some of the big, national 
grafting businesses, escaping out of Missouri over into Republican Ohio. 
One of these offered me some incitement to follow its trail. 

The representative of a great schoolbook-publishing trust called on 
me at the office of the magazine in New York, and pointing to the refer- 
ence to his concern in the list I had printed of national corruptionists 
uncovered by Folk in Missouri, said he understood that I meant to fol- 
low up and expose the whole textbook business in politics. I had not 
thought of it. 

“ Well,” he said with all the authority of an advertiser, “ don’t do it. 
I warn you. We will fight.” 

After that warning, which was delivered in the presence of our ad- 
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vertising man, I ached to dig into the schoolbook business; it would 
explain so much of the evil in America. I told that blackmailer that I 
certainly would act upon his fecund suggestion, and I am sorry I did not 
keep my word. The Hearst newspapers have done it since, but in scat- 
tered, serial form, not so as to make a picture. 

Resisting all these leads, I went to Illinois. The city reformers, balked 
by the State machine and threatened with State legislation by big busi- 
ness, had rallied behind Charles S. Deneen, like Folk in St. Louis, a 
Cook County, Chicago prosecuting attorney who had convicted so many 
rich men that there was a Bankers’ Row of cells in the jail. The re- 
fomers were backing Deneen for governor, and George E. Cole, the 
founder of the Chicago Voters League, was organizing a State Voters 
League to apply the same methods to the Legislature that had worked 
in the board of aldermen. He was keeping a record of the votes on 
measures which would show whether the legislator represented the 
people or the political business machine. That Illinois was Republican, 
Missouri Democratic, helped to make clear that the editors of the maga- 
zine saw no difference between the parties and that big business and big- 
politics did not see any either. The very businesses that were caught 
corrupting the Democratic government of Missouri appeared as Repub- 
licans in Illinois. 

“What businesses?” A railroad president asked me that question. 
He had been pointing out that it was Yerkes and the public-service 
corporations whom the Chicago reformers were fighting at Springfield 
and Chicago, and he was protesting my “ sweeping generalization” in 
charging political corruption to business. He had me there, I admitted. 
Not all business was active in politics; I had found only some businesses, 
those that I called Big Businesses. A closer analysis came later, in Ohio. 
But in Illinois I had got down only to the distinction between Big and 
Small Business and admitted to my railroad friend that it was the Big 
Business Men who led and the little fellows only followed. When he 
objected that it was only some big businesses that played politics and 
added, “ The railroads are big and they don’t” —I told him that the 
big politicians said that the railroads had started it, and having got about 
all they wanted, let the public-service corporations who wanted things 
carry on their dirty work. He denied that and I went back to the poli- 
ticians, older men who knew some Illinois history. They declared that 
the railroads of that State had always been and still were the basic busi- 
ness in politics, that they let the Illinois Central attend to their common 
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political affairs, contributing to the cost, and that they still were able to 
go to Chicago or Illinois and get anything they wanted. Going back and 
and forth between these two debaters, I dug up information enough to 
silence my railroad man, who had only been trying to mislead me. He 
was “ wise ” himself, as western corruptionists usually are; they are not 
like the typical eastern magnates; out west they know, but they won't 
own up till they see that you know. Driven to the last ditch, this rail- 
road president said that “ the roads kept their hand in politics now only 
to defend themselves against demagoguery.” And by way of illustration 
he said, “ Like that we are suffering from in Wisconsin.” 

“Wisconsin? LaFollette? ” I asked. 

“Yes, that blankety-blank-blank demagogue, Bob LaFollette,” he 
answered. “ Why don’t you ever show up such fellows as LaFollette and 
Tom Johnson? Why always jump on us? ” 

That seemed a just complaint. We had exposed the bribers and the 
bribetakers; we had backed reformers like Folk and Fisher. I meant 
to write up some other reformers. It would be fair, and good journalism, 
to expose a demagogue like LaFollette. My railroad president, seeing 
me intrigued by his idea, followed up his advantage. If I would go 
next to Wisconsin and tackle LaFollette, he would write to his business 
friends in Milwaukee to furnish me with the evidence, plenty of it. He 
knew and recited some. I wrote to Mr. McClure, and he agreed to the 
plan. So I finished up the Illinois article, which was a repetition of the 
Missouri article, a perfect parallel. Then I called on my railroad presi- 
dent, took from him his introductions to “ wise men ” in Milwaukee. 
who were to give me the material to show up — an example of a State 
reform that went far to prove my State thesis. 

Meanwhile Illinois and Missouri demonstrated the same thesis. Folk, 
the prosecuting attorney of St. Louis, and Deneen, the prosecuting at- 
torney of Chicago, were elected governors, the one of Missouri, the other 


of Illinois. The city reformers, having appealed to the citizens of their 
States, had won a response and a victory. 


X. WISCONSIN AND BOB LAFOLLETTE 


HEN, toward the end of my survey of Illinois, I sneaked up to 

Milwaukee to call on the men who were to display “ the goods 

on that demagogue, Governor Bob LaFollette,” I had no 
doubt that the man was a charlatan and a crook. And my colleagues on 
the magazine had ndne, and the reformers and the public nationally. 
The reverberations of the noise this troublemaker had been making in 
his own State had been heard all over the country, and the comment on 
it had painted a portrait of LaFollette which was fixed on the public 
mind as it was on mine. It made him look like two other notorious 
“ demagogues ” of the day, William Jennings Bryan and Tom L. John- 
son. My task was to get and prove the specific charges against him 
and give the ready-made type a likeness to LaFollette. 

The banker, whom I called on first, was suspicious of me; he had read 
something of mine. As he read over the letter 1 handed him and as I 
talked, showing my earnest preconception, he opened up, and — La- 
Follette was a crooked hypocrite who stirred up the people with socialist- 
anarchist ideas and hurt business. “ Good,” I said, “ let’s begin with the 
evidence of his crookedness.” The banker had none, but he said the 
corporation attorney to whom also I had a letter could prove the dis- 
honesty. We telephoned to him to come over. Meanwhile the banker 
set out to demonstrate the other charges: hypocrisy, socialism-anarchism, 
etc., and he was going fast and hot till I realized that my witness had 
more feeling than facts; or if he had facts, he could not handle them. 
He would start with some act of LaFollette and blow up ina rage. He 
certainly hated the man, but I could not write rage. My ready-made 
story of a crooked demagogue was fading when, to the banker's relief 
and mine, the railroad attorney arrived with papers: evidence? 

This attorney took charge at once. He said he had had full instruc- 
tions from Chicago to lay the case fully before me; I was all right. 
When I told him how far we had got, the banker and I, and how I 
wanted first the proofs of the dishonesty alleged, he said: “ Oh, no, no. 
You are getting off wrong. LaFollette isn’t dishonest. On the contrary, 
the man is dangerous precisely because he is so sincere. He’s a fanatic.” 
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“ But he’s a hypocrite,” I appealed, fearing the loss of my great story. 

“ He is that,” said the attorney. “He kicks about bosses and is him- 
self a boss. He talked against the political machine and then built up 
an organization that is a perfect machine.” 

“ And an agitator?” 

“That's the worst of him. He’s not only an orator, he’s a born actor; 
and the way that man goes around spreading discontent is a menace to 
law, property, business, and all American institutions. If we don't stop 
him here he will go out and agitate all over the United States. We're 
getting him now; you'll get him next. That man must be blocked.” 

“ Yes,” said the banker, “ LaFollette will spread socialism all over the 
world.” 

“But,” I asked, “ Milwaukee is full of socialists; are they following 
LaFollette? ” 

“ No, no,” the attorney corrected. “ LaFollette isn’t a socialist. He 
has nearly busted the socialists here, taken the votes right away from 
them. The socialists are reasonable men compared with this agitator, 
who is more of a Populist.” 

“ Well, then, what does he teach and what does he do?” I asked. 

The attorney, with the banker sitting by frowning, impatient, pre- 
sented in good order the charges against LaFollette, the measures he 
had furthered, the legislation passed and proposed, his political methods. 
Horrified himself at the items on his list and alarmed over the policy 
and the power of this demagogue, he delivered the indictment with 
emotion, force, eloquence. The only hitch was that Bob LaFollette’s 
measures seemed fair to me, his methods democratic, his purposes 
right but moderate, and his fighting strength and spirit hopeful and 
heroic. 

A day, a night, and another day of this condemnation by those men 
and others they introduced me to, and I was converted. Governor La- 
Follette’s enemies convinced me that I was on the track of the best 
story yet, the story of a straight, able, fearless individual who was trying 
to achieve not merely good but representative government, and this in 
a State, not in a city. It was not what I came here for, but it was just 
what I wanted: an experience in State reform. 

Returning to Chicago, I communicated with my colleagues on Me- 
Clure’s. It must have been a surprise to them, my change of attitude, 
but they consented. I finished up in Chicago, then called on Governor 
LaFollette at Madison. I saw him before he saw me, and what I saw was 
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a powerful man who, short but solid, swift and willful in motion, in 
speech, in decision, gave the impression of a tall, a big, man. He had 
meant to be an actor; he was one always. His lines were his own, but 
he consciously, artfully recited them well and for effect which, like an 
artist, he calculated. But what I saw at my first sight of him was a sin- 
cere, ardent man who, whether standing, sitting, or in motion, had the 
grace of trained strength, both physical and mental. When my name 
was whispered to him he came at me, running. LaFollette received me 
eagerly as a friend, as a partisan of his, a lifesaver. He had read my 


“ THE LITTLE GIANT” 
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articles on other cities and States and assumed, of course, that I would be 
on his side. I did not like this. I was coming over, but it takes time to 
change your mind, and I was not yet over on his side. He was not 
aware of my troubles, had not heard of my secret visit to Milwaukee; 
and he was in trouble himself. He was at a crisis in his career. Elected 
governor and in power, he had failed to do all that he had promised. 
The old machinery, by bribery, blackmail, threats, and women, had 
taken away from LaFollette enough of “ his” legislators to defeat or 
amend his bills, and they were getting ready to beat him at the polls by 
accusing him of radicalism for proposing such measures, and of inefh- 
ciency and fraud for failing to pass them. He had no sufficient news- 
paper support. He feared that he could not explain it all to his own 
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people, and he felt that the hostile opinion of the country outside his 
State, which the old Wisconsin machine was representing, was hurting 
him at home. He needed a friend; he needed just what I could 
give him, national, nonpartisan support. He took me home for 
supper with his family, who all greeted me warmly, even intimately, 
on the assumption that I was their ally. I stood it for a while, then 
I repelled Mrs. LaFollette with a rebuke that was rude and ridiculous, 
so offensive indeed that I find that I cannot confess it even now. 
Fola LaFollette, who was there, said afterward that she never has 
felt so sorry for any two people as for her mother and me. My 
excuse was, and it is, that I had a vague plan to work up my article 
on LaFollette out of nothing but what his enemies were giving me: 
any friendly intimacy between me and the LaFollettes might spoil 
the effect I wished to get. And I did draw my clinching facts 
from the old machinemen. I saw more of the opposition in Wis- 
consin than I did in any other similar situation. But shame for my 
gross discourtesy and my sense of the anxious search the governor was 
making of the horizon for rescue made me compromise. I closed in on 
him with a proposition that he take the time to tell me his whole story 
from boyhood on, both the good and the bad of it, his mistakes and his 
crimes as well as his intentions, ideals, and high purposes, leaving it to 
me to write itas I pleased. He agreed; he thought it over for a few days 
and decided, “ Yes, I’ll do it — at the St. Louis Exposition, where I have 
to visit the Wisconsin exhibition and building. I have to be there any- 
way. TIl have only formal duties to perform. Most of the time I am 
there I can spend with you. TI tell you everything, everything, and 
leave it to you to deal with as you see fit.” 

Bob LaFollette was called the little giant. Rather short in stature, 
but broad and strong, he had the gift of muscled, nervous power, and 
he kept himself in training all his life. Every speech he made was an 
exercise in calisthenics. His hands and his face were expressive; they 
had to be to make his balled fighting fists appeal for peace and his proud, 
defiant countenance ask for the reasonableness he always looked for even 
in an audience he was attacking. His sincerity, his integrity, his com- 
plete devotion to his ideal were indubitable; no one who heard could 
suspect his singleness of purpose or his courage. The strange contra- 
dictions in him were that he was a fighter — for peace; he battered his 
fist so terribly in one great speech for peace during the World War that 
he had to have it treated and then carried it in bandages for weeks. Art 
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Young drew a caricature of it as a pacifist’s hand across the seas. He 
was a dictator dictating democracy, a proud man begging for the bless- 
ing of justice upon the meek, whom he organized and inspired to take 
it— any way. Impatient, he was slow and thorough. He prepared for a 
speech like a man writing a book. 

When he met me in his room at the St. Louis Fair, he had on the 
table before him a stack of books, documents, bills, and newspapers. 
And he used them. He certainly kept his word to tell me everything. 
We were closeted there for a week of hard-working days. It must 
have hurt his pride, but he stripped, politically; I know, because his 
opponents in Wisconsin, later, told me nothing against him that La- 
Follette had not told me in St. Louis, and there were some faults in 
his career that they did not mention. Perhaps they had forgotten them; 
I think that they did not know about some of them. I know that there 
were two or three acts of his that he brought up out of the depths be- 
cause he wasn’t sure himself whether they were right or wrong. He 
had not tackled all the evils he saw, for instance; his reason was that, 
like Folk, he had his hands full already. He had stood by some of his 
partisans who had gone wrong; hoped they would come back and go 
right. Meaning to be just and fair, he didn’t know always what was 
justice. Intending to do right, he wasn’t sure enough of what is right 
to satisfy himself in some cases. He put to me the questions that 
troubled him, and he left it to me to answer them in my narrative. His 
part was to lay it all out before me, himself, his acts, the circumstances, 
his reasons, excuses, purposes, and he did that conscientiously, in order 
and with ability, giving as well as his enemies did afterward their 
interpretations and their charges and their joy in his faults and failures. 

As he went on with his story, I took notes —enough for a book — 
the open book of an ambitious young man who, fitted in the schools and 
University of Wisconsin with the common, patriotic conception of his 
country and his government, discovered bit by bit what the facts were, 
and, shocked, set out to fight for democracy, justice, honesty. He set out 
ambitiously on a public career, encountered a local boss in a Federal 
office, and appealed over his head to the people of his home county to 
be nominated and elected district attorney. This was his first offense; 
he was irregular; he defied the machine of his (Republican) party. 
The politicians said that Bob LaFollette worked on the delegates and the 
voters at night, under cover of darkness. True. And when he felt the 
power and suffered the methods and the lying attacks of the party 
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and its backing higher up, he continued to work under cover and con- 
stantly, like the politicians; but also he worked in the open, day and 
night. His method, in brief, was to go around to towns and crossroads, 
make long, carefully stated speeches of fact, and appealing to the ideal- 
ism of patriotism, watch the audience for faces, mostly young faces 
which he thought showed inspiration. These he invited to come to him 
afterward; he showed them what the job was, asked them if they would 
do their part in their district; and so he built up an organized following 
so responsive to him that it was called a machine. As it was — a power- 
ful political machine which came to control the Republican Party ir 
Wisconsin. The Stalwarts, as the old machinemen and their business 
backers were called, became irregulars; they voted against and fought 
their pasty. They united with the old machine Democrats to beat their 
party. But LaFollette drew into it democratic Democrats and independ- 
ents enough to make a majority for the Republicans, who came thus in 
Wisconsin to represent the people. 

That was Bob LaFollette’s crime. When Governor LaFollette re- 
turned to his State one way and I by another route, I called on the 
Stalwarts for facts, provable charges, and on LaFollette only for his 
specific answers or admissions. As in Milwaukee, so in Madison, the 
indictments withered. They fell back to his one real sin: that he had 
taken the Republican party away from the corrupters of it and led it to 
stand for — what? I said above that it represented the people, but it 
did that only in the sense that it labored for and gradually achieved the 
very moderate aims of LaFollette, a liberal, and the liberals. When I 
pointed this out to such men as Old Boss Keyes and Philip Spooner they 
were stumped. They bade me go to Milwaukee again and see the men 
there who knew things, especially a certain attorney who had written a 
book against LaFollette’s railroad legislation. Since they did not know 
that I had been to Milwaukee and I could not go away to write without 
having it known that I had seen Milwaukee, I went there as openly as 
I could. Stalwarts called on me, offered me — rage, indignation, allega- 
tions I had investigated. As I received their stuff credulously at first. 
then began to ask questions, they spread the report that I was “ no fool” 
and, apparently, “ put up a job on me.” Anyway, against my wish, 
several of them invited, urged, me to go with them to see that certain 
attorney who knew so much. I refused. One day I was invited to 
luncheon in the Hotel Pfister. My hosts, smiling at and nudging one 
another, led me through the barroom and stopped suddenly to present 
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me to the attorney whom they regarded as so clever and well up on the 
facts. There was a crowd in the barroom, and the crowd closed in on 
us to see the fun. 

“Why haven’t you come to see me?” the attorney asked, smiling 
around the circle of listeners. 

“Oh,” I answered, “I have read your book. I see that you know, 
but I feel that I should know something for certain before I trouble a 
witness like you.” 

“Don't be afraid of me,” he laughed. “ Ask me anything you like. 
I'll answer you, now.” 

I was up against it. The crowd snickered, and I saw that I had to 
meet the challenge and ask a question. The underworld have to think 
you are “ wise,” or your writings won't “ go.” I thought a moment, 
eyeing my man, and I remembered that there was one alleged scandal 
which I had learned all about and which everybody there knew all about. 
I asked my opponent to tell me the truth of that matter. He began, as 
I had expected, to tell me the scandalous story as it first appeared, before 
the investigation, and I encouraged him by my exclamations to give it 
me all wrong, as he did. 

“Oh, so that’s the way of it! ” I said. “ I didn’t know that! Nobody 
ever told me that!” And all the time the crowd was laughing, winking, 
and driving him to “ fill me up” more and more. I waited till he was 
all through; then I said: “I am amazed at your story. It’s so much 
worse than I had any idea. If that’s so, LaFollette is a damned rascal. 
But listen now, this is the way I have got it after a rather careful investi- 
gation.” And I told it as it was and as that crowd and that witness 
knew it was, with references to the records and proofs. 

Before I had finished, the audience was still and cold, they were 
looking at the attorney as if he were caught stealing, and he, angry, 
turned on me and demanded: “ If you know all about it, why the hell do 
you ask me?” 

“ Because,” I answered, “I have heard that you have the evidence on 
LaFollette, that I must see and listen to and believe you; so, when you 
stalled me for the amusement of this crowd, I decided to take a chance to 
test the reliability of the witness.’ 

The laugh was on him, and there was a laugh. It swept him out of 
his anger. 

“Come on and have a drink,” he called and so saved his face — a 
little. I never saw him again. I had read his book and that was quite 
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enough; it was a propaganda volume on what the Stalwarts wanted the 
world to believe, not on the facts. The incident, told and retold, helped 
me greatly: it discouraged lying to me and spread the impression that 
I knew what I pretended to inquire about and that I was leaning toward 
LaFollette, not the Stalwarts. 

Back in Madison, Philip L. Spooner, a brother of John C. Spooner, 
the very distinguished U. S. senator from Wisconsin and a leading 
Stalwart, reproached me for my partisanship. I reminded him that I 
had come there against LaFollette and that I was going over because he 
and his crowd had failed to furnish any proofs of their charges. “Get 
me a list of Bob’s crimes, with the names of witnesses to testify, and I'll 
investigate them,” I challenged. He said he would, and in a week he 
brought me such a list. There were some thirty offenses on it, with the 
names and addresses of men who had witnessed or suffered them. They 
were scattered all over the State. I asked Spooner if it would be fair if 
I visited all the men on the list who lived on the railroads and neglected 
the rest. He agreed to that; he helped me check them off, and I saw — 
Wisconsin; one of the most beautiful States I had or have seen in all 
my travels. I had never heard that fat land of small lakes and rivers, 
green meadows, and dark forests praised as lovely; it isn’t grand enough 
to be celebrated like the scenic Hudson River or Niagara Falls, the 
Rockies, the Sierras, New England. It is more like the lake country of 
old England, quietly, modestly, contentedly, almost universally beautiful. 

And I saw, by the way, the men Phil Spooner checked for me to visit, 
men who knew actual instances of LaFollette’s corruption, trickery, 
and boss-ship. Full of the beauties of their country, my wife and | 
found them full of it too. Scandinavians, Germans, old Americans. 
these ex-legislators or businessmen or farmers in their habitat were, 
each of them, honest men who, like the big, bad crooks in the cities. 
meant well and had ideals. When I told them what I was doing and 
how I had to depend upon them for the truth, they responded. They did 
not tell their stories as they may have told them in the lobby and in the 
barrooms of Madison; they told them as they happened. At any rate 
they explained away all the evil there was in the gang’s account of those 
cases; every single one of those witnesses dropped the indictment out of 
their testimony, and, though some of them had been hurt by LaFollette, 
they — all — said that Bob was straight; he was hard; he was a driver. 
yes, even a boss, but he did all that he did for his public purposes. 

Bob LaFollette was restoring representative government in Wiscon- 
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sin, and by his oratory and his fierce dictatorship and his relentless con- 
spicuous persistence he was making his people understand — all of them, 
apparently, not only the common people whom he preferred, but the 
best people too; they also knew. They might denounce him, they might 
lie to the stranger, but in their heart of hearts they knew. It was a great 
experiment, LaFollette's: State reform that began in the capital of the 
State and spread out close to the soil. It was opposed by the cities, just 
as city reform was opposed by the States, but the startling thing — even 
though I expected it — was how this State reform encountered also the 
resistance of the Federal government. And just as Folk and the Chicago 
reformers had been forced to carry their fight up out of the cities into 
the States whence the trail of the serpent led, so Governor LaFollette, 
having carried his State several times, found that he had to go on up to 
the Senate. The trail of corruption is the road to success for the reformer 
as well as for other men. He won the next election for governor and 
then ran for and was elected to the U. S. Senate. He did not rush off to 
the Senate right away. It was characteristic of him that he remained as 
governor months after he was promoted to the Senate. He stuck to his 
post till he finished and forced the Legislature to pass all his pending 
measures. Then and not till then did he go on, where I saw I had to 
go, to the head of the system of the American government in — Wash- 
ington. His career there, as in his own State, is the story of the heroism 
it takes to fight in America for American ideals. 
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XI. OHIO: A TALE OF TWO CITIES 


HEN “Fighting Bob” LaFollette of Wisconsin failed me as 

\ Ñ ) a demagogue and turned under investigation from a villain 

into a hero, I meant to expose Tom L. Johnson, the loud, 
laughing mayor of Cleveland. There was nothing heroic about him. 
There was no doubt that he, a big businessman in politics, was a dema- 
gogue and a dangerous man. But I was through with cities, I thought. 
It would have been good journalism to “show up” a bad reformer, 
but Tom Johnson was a city reformer. One of his lieutenants, Dr. 
Frederic C. Howe, had published a book, expressing in the title the be- 
lief of the Cleveland group, The City the Hope of Democracy. How- 
ever bad Tom Johnson was, however false his hope and Howe's, to 
write about them was to go back from the States and do another city. 
The way out for me was to tackle the State of Ohio. 

Traveling back and forth between the east and the west, I had been 
crossing that State frequently. It tempted me. Ohio had succeeded 
Virginia as the source of presidents, cabinet men, judges, great states- 
men; it was the State of Mark Hanna and his President McKinley, of 
the good Governor Herrick, Boss Cox of Cincinnati, Golden Rule Jones 
of Toledo, as well as of Tom Johnson of Cleveland. Ohio was on the 
great broad way to Washington, but it was not an open road. It was a 
labyrinthine mix-up of crossroads and tunnels. I knew something of 
it. I had stopped off in Toledo, and Brand Whitlock, who was my sort 
of a reformer, took me to Sam Jones, who took me home, sat me down, 
and humorously, wonderingly, for hours read aloud to me Walt Whit- 
man and the New Testament. Never a word about the State or the 
nation, nothing about the city, even, or politics. The poet and the 
prophet were his political leaders. He was practicing what they 
preached literally, religiously, gleefully; and Brand Whitlock smiled, 
and Ned Cochran, a Scripps editor, jeered, at the confusion applied 
Christianity caused in the minds of a Christian community, and they 
wondered at the way the sinners understood and respected the Golden 
Rule. The churches, the chambers of commerce, the best clubs, hated 
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Golden Rule Jones, who was repeatedly clected mayor; professional 
criminals visited but did not operate in Toledo. Jones’s story was a 
good one, odd and significant, but it had nothing to do with Ohio and 
the U.S.A. — not then; not to me. 

And Tom Johnson — I had stopped off in Cleveland, called on Fred 
Howe, who spoke my language; he introduced me to the rest of “ the 
Johnson gang.” They were sincere, able, thinking men, all of them, 
a well-chosen staff, and they were happy in their work. The Cleveland 
reformers were the happiest reformers I had ever met. But they 
followed and believed in, they almost adored, Tom Johnson. How 
easily misled reformers are! Not I. They took me to the mayor, and 
I watched him do business an hour or so before I met him. It was 
like seeing a captain of industry on the stage: he received his callers 
one by one, swiftly, without haste; he listened, all attention, till he 
understood; then he would smile or laugh, give a decision, and — 
“Next!” No asking for time to “think it over” or to “consult his 
colleagues,” no talk of “commissions to investigate,” no “ come again 
next week.” It was no or yes, genial, jolly, but final. Tom Johnson 
was the big businessman, the very type. But I was not to be taken in; 
no big businessman could fool me. When my turn came I went, 
businesslike, straight to the heart of my business. Waving aside all 
politeness, all appearances, and the bunk, I asked my leading question. 

“ What are you up to, Mr. Mayor? What are you after? ” 

“That I cannot tell you,” he answered just as straight. “You 
wouldn’t understand if I did.” 

His contempt struck me, as Darrow’s had, with a troubled wonder 
which carried the sense that I was missing something. I answered 
Tom Johnson's challenge with a threat. I would look around his 
town and see for myself what he was doing, and he agreed to that 
heartily. 

“That’s the way to do it,” he said. “The town is open to you. 
We'll give you the freedom of the city. You may go where you like, 
ask anything you want to know, and if anybody refuses to open a 
door or answer your questions, you come back to me and I'll tell you. 
And then, when you know something, we can talk.” 

Ohio was settled and made what it is by the picked young men and 
women who went from New England to this Western Reserve (as 
regions of public land were called when they were opened for emi- 
grants from eastern States). By following Tom Johnson from Cleve- 
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land out into the State of Ohio I could see a new, young, all-American- 
made society. 

But I must first be clear and sure about Tom Johnson. Not easy. 
I still carried the well-nigh universal picture of him, as a demagogue, as 
a quack like his friend Bryan; the only correction I had made of this 
popular sketch was to add that he was unusually able, a successful 
captain of industry who, having collected a fortune, had turned to 
politics for some business purpose and to ranting radicalism as a politi- 
cal method. Knowingly. He was none of your unconscious crooks. 
Tom Johnson was an intelligent man. And yet even he could be 
fooled by propaganda, by the very propaganda that was hurting him. 

While I was working on the LaFollette story I met Johnson by 
chance one day in St. Louis. He knew what I was doing, and he may 
have heard that I had expected to find LaFollette a demagogue. Any- 
way, when we had exchanged greetings he asked about LaFollette 
the question I was asking about him: whether he wasn’t a damned 
demagogue. 

“What! ” I exclaimed. “ You ask that? You?” 

And I told him that I had begun to suspect that, whenever a man 
in public life was called a demagogue, there was something good about 
him, something dangerous to the system. And that since the pluto- 
gogues could not fasten any crime on him they fell back on the all- 
sufficient charge that he was a demagogue. “ You, for example,” | 
whizzed, for I was convinced then about LaFollette, and I was indig- 
nant at Johnson. “ You attract me because you are called a demagogue. 
Can't they say anything else against you? That’s pretty good. But 
here you are, the man who wouldn’t talk to me once because I would 
not be able to understand you — you — you can’t understand the pro- 
paganda you swallow; you — you ask me if LaFollette is a demagogue 
and a crook.” 

He apologized, and I bade him go and apologize to LaFollette. He 
did. He accepted him completely. But also he saw what was troubling 
me about Tom Johnson—the question of his sincerity —and he 
helped me answer it. When I arrived in Cleveland to study Ohio, 
Johnson told me his personal story. He was a poor boy, the son of 
southern parents ruined by the war. To help out the family he sold 
newspapers from the city in his small home town. Fat, jolly, and bright, 
he made friends, and one of them, the conductor on the train that 
brought in the papers, said to him one day: “ See here, Tom, I like you 
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and I'm going to boost your business. Hereafter I'll bring papers only 
for you. You'll have a monopoly and can charge what you like, twenty- 
five cents apiece for them.” 

Tom Johnson not only made some money, he learned the principle 
of monopoly; and when he grew older and the other boys in his gang 
used to talk about going to work at a trade or in the grocery or some 
other store, he wondered at their folly in choosing a competitive line. 
He meant to start in some monopoly, and he did; he went into the 
street-railway business, and he applied the monopoly principle to it. 
The street railways were monopolies, each of its route, but they com- 
peted with one another for power, control, domination. He discovered 
an idea that would bring him control. Most streetcar lines in his day 
in all cities started from the center of the town and ran out to some 
city limit and back. Each got thus the heavy traffic, downtown in the 
morning to work, back home in the evening. If he could unite two 
such lines and run them clear through a town, his one consolidated road 
would get, in addition to the up-and-down business, the lighter but good 
midday traffic across town and so have an advantage that would enable 
him to beat the other companies and force them into one consolidated 
monopoly. He worked these principles to a triumph in several cities 
and was applying them in Cleveland; he had already got the Big Con- 
solidated there and was driving out Mark Hanna, with his “ Little Con,” 
when something happened. Tom Johnson read a book. 

The peanut butcher on a train one day was trying to sell him Henry 
George’s Social Problems when the conductor passing down the aisle 
said, “ That’s a book you ought to read, Mr. Johnson.” The street- 
railway man had a soft spot for conductors; he took this one’s advice, and 
after buying and reading the book, went to his attorney and said: “1 
want you to answer that book for me. Ican't. AndI must. For if that 
book is right I am all wrong and I'll have to get out of my business.” 
The lawyer answered Henry George, but only as a lawyer, not to his 
client’s satisfaction. Tom Johnson went to New York, called together a 
group of his rich friends, and put it up to them. They all read Henry 
George, met one night, and discussed it till daylight. Johnson defended 
the book; he didn’t want to accept its doctrines; he begged his friends 
to upset them, and they tried; they were able men, too, but Tom Johnson 
had seen the light, and his friends not only failed to clear his mind of 
the single-tax theories; they were themselves convinced. They all saw 
what Henry George pointed out: that excessive riches came unearned 
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to individuals and companies owning land, natural resources, like water, 
coal, ail, etc., and franchises, such as steam and street railways, which, 
being common wealth to start with, became more and more valuable as 
the growing population increased the need and the value of these natural 
monopolies. The increased value of them was created by the mere 
growth of the population, who should have it, and George proposed that 
government should take it back by taxing nothing but the values of 
land, natural resources, and monopolies. 

Tom Johnson returned to Cleveland, sold out his monopoly business, 
gradually, and went into politics as a successful businessman with a 
vision, a plan. He ran for Congress, was elected, and there, in Wash- 
ington, worked and voted against his own interests for the public 
interest. He did it genially, jovially, with humor, but with all the force 
of his good mind and powerful will. He could not accomplish much. 
A large representative body is no place for an executive, he discovered, 
and the House of Representatives, filled with men nominated by the 
State machines, had long ago been organized into a stronghold of the 
system. Tom Johnson consulted with Henry George, and they decided 
that the thing for Johnson to do was to go to a city, run for mayor, and 
try for the control so that he could apply the George principles and set an 
example in policy and in achievement, for all cities, all States. 

That, then, was what Tom Johnson was up to in Cleveland, that was 
what he was after, to make there what he called the City on a Hill. 


XII. THE CITY ON A HILL 


To take one city and solve there the social, economic, political 

problems and so set an example to other super-businessmen 
of a job worth doing and to the world of a government as it should be — 
that was as understandable as the wish to make a million dollars. Es- 
pecially since this businessman already had his million plus. My petty 
suspicions of Tom Johnson vanished. He belonged in the class with 
Folk and LaFollette, Roosevelt, Seth Low, and Walter Fisher. He was 
on “our side,” the people's; that was why the other side, the pluto- 
gogues, called him a demagogue. But I heard some of Tom Johnson's 
campaign speeches in the infamous tent he moved about for meetings 
in parts of the town where there were no halls or where opponents 
closed halls against him. His “ circus” speeches were indeed entertain- 
ing; he encouraged questions from the floor, and he answered them with 
quick wit and barbed facts; but those political meetings were more like 
classes in economics and current (local) history than harangues. The 
only just complaint of his enemies was that he “ had gone back on his 
class.” This was said by men who almost in the same breath would 
declare that reform was not a class struggle, that there was no such thing 
as class consciousness, no classes, in America; and they meant it, too. 
The charge against Tom Johnson, Folk, LaFollette and, later, Rudolph 
Spreckels, of treason to their class, is an expression of our unconscious 
class consciousness, and an example of our appalling sincerity, miscalled 
hypocrisy. 

Tom Johnson had gone back on his class and on himself as well. He 
was a convert from plutocracy to democracy, and that made a great 
difference. He was not merely a good rich man, like Seth Low, out to 
“ give ” us good government; he was not merely able and efficient like 
Fisher, forceful and energetic like Roosevelt, honest and persistent like 
Joe Folk. Tom Johnson had not always been a good, honest man; he 
had been a street-railway magnate in politics and had done some — not 
all, but all that he had found necessary to his business — of the corrupt- 
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ing things a street-railway man typically does. In his home town, 
Cleveland, in his own company, the Big Con, there was a man, Horace 
Andrews, who was more scrupulous than Johnson. Johnson himself 
said that, and he illustrated it with inside stories of the days when he was 
in business. And his stories, his business, and his political career showed 
him that the ethics and the morals of politics are higher than those of 
business. He had to be more honest in public than in private business; 
honesty, he found, is the best policy for reform politics. And Horace 
Andrews did not find it good business. It was my acquaintance with 
these two men that helped me to understand what Clarence Darrow 
meant when he laughed at me as “ the man that believed in honesty.” 

Honesty is not enough; it takes intelligence, some knowledge or 
theory of economics, courage, strength, will power, humor, leadership — 
it takes intellectual integrity to solve our political problems. And these 
Tom Johnson had above all the politicians of my day. His courage was 
the laughing sort; his humor was the kind that saved him tears. He 
had the instinct and the habit of experimentation, and he had the 
training of a big, successful man of business on the other side of politics. 
A practical businessman, he was a practical politician, too. He knew the 
game. He could pick and lead a team; men loved to follow him; he 
made it fun. Resourceful and understanding of the economics of a fight, 
he could make clear to others what they were up against and what they 
had to do about it. At a time when his whole administration was in 
an angry struggle with the street railway, he granted publicly an 
extension of the line a few blocks to a new baseball park. It looked 
like a surrender, even treason, to his own crowd as well as to the people. 
But he took the opportunity of the attention upon that issue to explain 
that it was the street-railway franchise they were fighting, not the street 
railway nor the service. 

“ We want the street railway to carry people where they want to go, 
right up to the ball park. I would force them to deliver passengers at 
the park if they wouldn’t do it voluntarily. So I give them a license to 
extend the line, not a franchise, not a property.” 

He cleared my head of a lot of rubbish, left there from my academic 
education and reform associations. I asked him one day why he had 
thought I would not understand him if he told me what he was up to 


in Cleveland. 
“Oh, I could see,” he said, “ that you did not know what it was that 
corrupted politics. First you thought it was bad politicians, who turned 
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out to be pretty good fellows. Then you blamed the bad businessmen 
who bribed the good fellows, till you discovered that not all business- 
men bribed and that those who did were pretty good businessmen. The 
little businessmen didn’t bribe; so you settled upon, you invented, the 
phrase ‘ big business,’ and that’s as far as you and your kind have got: 
that it is big business that does all the harm. Can’t you see that it’s 
privileged business that does it? Whether it’s a big steam railroad that 
wants a franchise or a little gambling house that wants not to be raided, 
a temperance society that wants a law passed, or a big merchant occupy- 
ing an alley for storage — it’s those who seek privileges who corrupt, it’s 
those who possess privileges that defend our corrupt politics. Can't you 
see that? ” 

This was more like a flash of light than a speech, and as I took it in 
and shed it around in my head, he added: “ It is privilege that causes 
evil in the world, not wickedness; and not men.” 

And I remembered then something I heard him say one day to a 
group of the businessmen he was fighting, something neither they 
nor I understood at the time. To a remonstrance of theirs that I do 
not recall, he blurted out: “It’s fun, running the business of the city of 
Cleveland; it’s the biggest, most complicated, most difficult, and most 
satisfying business in Cleveland. A street railway is child’s play, com- 
pared with it; a coal mine is a snap; a bank? — Bah. There’s some- 
thing that blinds you fellows, and I know what it is. It’s what fooled 
me so long when I was running public-service corporations. And I'll 
tell you something you want to know: how to beat me. 

“If I could take away from you the things you have, the franchises, 
the privileges, that make you enemies of your city, you would see what 
I see and run for my job yourselves, and you’d beat me for mayor and 
manage the city of Cleveland better than I do.” 

Wise, then, and “ wise,” Mayor Tom Johnson and his administration 
seemed to me the best possible experiment we could have for the test- 
ing of several theories: First, that what we needed was a good busi- 
nessman to head a business administration; businessmen hated and 
opposed the Johnson administration as they did Seth Low's and the Mu- 
nicipal Voters League. Second, that the city was the hope of democracy. 
Tom Johnson struck at the sources of the evils, not at the individuals 
and classes usually blamed, with all his fine intelligence and all the 
powers of an unusually powerful mayor. He explained his acts with 
patience, care, and eloquence to the whole town; he held the votes of 
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the common people; he was elected again and again. But he uncov- 
ered the system under Mark Hanna; the system became conscious, and 
the city system, which Johnson beat in Cleveland, appealed to the 
State system, which so blocked Johnson in the town that he and his 
group had to make a State campaign for the governorship and the 
Legislature. In that they discovered that the State was corrupt, the 
voters purchasable or subjected to corrupt party organization. The 
Johnson crowd did not win the governorship; they won only a strong 
minority in the Legislature, which Frederic C. Howe was the very 
able and effective floor leader of in the State Senate. The Cleveland 
reformers had Toledo with them, but the bad businessmen of Cleve- 
land were able, under the leadership of Mark Hanna, to abolish the 
charters of all the cities in Ohio and force upon them all a new charter, 
with scattered powers and responsibilities and, therefore, license to 
evil. This in the State created by the picked, vigorous, young, idealistic 
immigrants from degenerate old New England! 

Nor is this all. The charter good young Ohio chose for all its cities 
was that of Cincinnati; so I went to Cincinnati to see what selected, 
undegenerate Americans like so much. 


XIII. CINCINNATI AND BOSS COX 


HEN I went to Cincinnati from Cleveland I knew the condi- 

\ Ñ ) tions there, what was what and who was who, and early in 

my first morning, before eight o'clock, I sought out Boss 
Cox. His office was over his “ Mecca” saloon, in a mean little front 
hall room one flight up. The door was open. I saw a great hulk of a 
man, sitting there alone, his back to the door, his feet up on the window 
sill; he was reading a newspaper. I knocked; no response. I walked in; 
he did not look up. 

“Mr. Cox? ” I said. 

An affirmative grunt. 

“Mr. Cox, I understand that you are the boss of Cincinnati.” 

Slowly his feet came down, one by one. They slowly walked his 
chair around, and a stolid face turned to let two dark, sharp eyes study 
me. While they measured, I gave my name and explained that I was 
“a student of politics, corrupt politics, and bosses.” I repeated that I 
had heard he was the boss of Cincinnati. “ Are you?” I asked. 

“I am,” he grumbled in his hoarse, throaty voice. 

“ Of course you have a mayor, and a council, and judges?” 

“I have,” he admitted, “ but ”—he pointed with his thumb back 
over his shoulder to the desk — “ I have a telephone too.” 

“And you have citizens, too, in your city? American men and 
women? ” 

He stared a long moment, silent, then turned heavily around back 
to his paper. That short interview was a summary of the truth about 
Cincinnati, a rather cultivated city of kindly people, descendants of 
pioneers, New Englanders, southerners, and Germans, dominated by 
a dictatorship, which they actually feared and which did not fear them 
—and which did sell them out — to their knowledge. Everybody had 
tales to tell of this literal tyranny and of shameful graft, both of politics 
and business, of the schools and of the courts; but there were only a 
few individuals who dared tell you their stories: Elliot H. Pendleton, 
ex-Judge Rufus B. Smith, one newspaper editor, and a dozen other 

337 


oo em rms tte 


338 MUCKRAKING 


men. And excepting only Pendleton, these did not like to be seen 
with me and instinctively whispered when they told their facts. Cox's 
Republican machine, which was in open partnership with the Demo- 
cratic machine, kept lists of voters, watched them, “had things on 
them”; and it punished — actually; it hurt your business. But also 
it could and it did help your business if you “ went along.” 

I had to depend on Cox for the protection of what I had to write. 
There was no counting on witnesses to defend a case of libel; they 
would not testify. I went back, therefore, to the boss, and I made a 
deal with him. He had had me watched; detectives followed me, and 
they let me and everybody else see them. That was one of the reasons 
why men would not talk. I like myself to be shadowed. I soon learned 
to lead my detectives up to the office of some man who, they knew, 
could give me evidence. Once inside, even if the witness would not 
give me anything, I would manage to entertain him long enough to 
make the detectives report, with their professional suspicion, that I 
had been “ closeted with” a possible informer for an hour or two or 
three. And I found that Cox knew this and swallowed the suspicion. 

After the first few days in his town I went back to him one early 
morning. He was more polite the second visit than he was the first. 
He whirled around in his chair to receive me. 

“Well, what you getting? ” 

I told him some stories, well-known incidents. “ Lies,” he blurted, 
“all damn lies.” 

“Are they?” I asked naively. “Tl go over the ground again.” 
The next morning I called again, early, and I said: “ Those stories are 
true, Mr. Cox. Here are some inaccuracies,” and I named and cor- 
rected them. “ The rest is true.” When he did not deny that, I made 
my proposition. 

“Look here, Mr. Cox, you have detectives on me. You must be 
curious about whom I see and what I learn. Keep the dicks on; they 
will give you a check on me, and T'I] come in every day or two and 
tell you what I get. You can correct my information, but you must 
be square with me. I’m a stranger, I can be misled, but you mustn't 
mislead me; not you. You need not tell me anything, of course; it’s 
up to me to find my own facts; but I'll give you a chance to nail the 
lies people tell me, and you, the party of the second part — since I am 
depending on you — you mustn’t deceive me.” 

He blinked; he turned to the window and looked out. He turned 
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back, stared, without a flicker of his eyelids, without a word. I had to 
close the bargain. 

“ All right,” I said. “ That’s a go then.” 

“ Make it always early,” he answered and turned away. 

My chief source of information in Cincinnati was the editor of the 
Post, a Scripps paper. That man could tell, in complete and precise 
detail, a connected story of his city, which he illustrated from his files 
and the files of other papers, and he gave time to my job. I had to see 
other men, of course, to verify and add to his facts, but he had what we 
call the “ dope.” His “dope” was much more than I could write, but 
I had a use for it. 

I have often been asked why it was that with all the libelous matter 
I printed, I never had a suit for libel. My relations with Cox may 
answer that question in part. In the course of the weeks I worked in 
Cincinnati I learned many facts about the boss and his gang; I don’t 
know how many, but let us say that I had stuff for twenty-five charges 
against him. I told them all to him. I made my calls early and often; 
I gave him always all I had. He would balk at each new one. 

“Say, who filled you up with that?” 

“ Not true? ” I would say. 

“ Not the way you’ve got it.” 

All right, I would check it, “a lie”; he watched me write that, and 
I would go away to come back the next day to say, usually, “ That’s 
true, Mr. Cox,” or “I have that judgeship story corrected, Mr. Cox.” 
This I would say and look him in the eye. My theory was that Cox 
was “ square” and that I had made him feel that I was trusting him. 
And I did, and he rose to it. 

“ What's the next dose you are swallowing? ” 

So he would pass on indictments, till there were, say, the twenty- 
five which he knew I knew. And then when the article appeared he 
read it, and there were only, say, eight or ten, those that sufficed in a 
brief space to make my picture, all I could handle. But Cox saw, and 
he said to me (at a political convention) : “ Say, boy, you didn’t use half 
the dope you had in that swipe you gave me.” 

My readers thought that I had been hard on Cox, but Cox thought 
that I had gone easy to spare him. He may have feared that in a libel 
suit I would bring out the rest of my evidence, but I think that he 
thought that I had spared him all I could, as one honest crook to an- 
other. And that was the point of view from which we talked. 
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What kind of machine did he have? That was the question | 
kept before us. There was graft, of course; every city had graft; and 
there was politics, and business, but how was the graft, politics, and 
business done, from the graft point of view, from the esthetic point of 
view? Was it smoothly, cleverly done, or was it rough, blundering, 
and loud? He was fascinated by descriptions of other machines; he 
hated comparisons with his, but just the same he admired my admira- 
tion for them when they were “ good,” as in Philadelphia. What he 
wanted from me was a judgment with praise of his “ system,” and I 
withheld that till the day 1 was quitting Cincinnati and had called to 
take leave of Mr. Cox. 

“ Well, and what do you think of it? ” he asked, referring of course 
to his machine. 

“ Pretty good,” I said. 

“ Pretry—” He was too disgusted to finish. “ Best you ever saw! ” 
he retorted finally. 

“ Well, I can’t tell,” I said. “ My criterion for a graft organization 
is how few divide the graft. How many divide it here? ” 

“ Ain't no graft,” he grumbled. 

“Then it’s a mighty poor thing.” 

He pondered a moment; then: “ How many do you say divides up 
here?” 

“Three at least,” I said. “You and Garry Herman and Rud 
Hynicke.” 

“Ugh!” he grunted scornfully, and wagging one finger slowly be- 
fore my face, he said, “ There’s only one divides up here.” 

Not true, this, not exactly. Cox wasn’t lying. He was getting old 
and vain and was boasting a bit. He meant, as I meant, that he, or he 
and his two lieutenants, controlled and cut the political graft, which 
others received shares of as he directed. Cox probably did decide how 
much each participant received; his statement made me believe that 
he had the final say even over Herman and Hynicke. And Cox was 
going into the banking and other business, too. He was rich, and he 
was very powerful in business as well as politics. And he was right 
about his machine and its methods; they had been, it seemed to me, 
about the most perfect organization of the sort that I had seen or heard 
of. But as I moved about the town, questioned politicians and citi- 
zens who knew, I had learned that Cox and his ward leaders were liv- 
ing on their reputation. They were neglecting the detailed work they 
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used to do, did not keep up their voting lists and the blackmail data on 
citizens. The fear of them and their diligence remained, but not the 
ground for it. I sounded Cox on this observation, and his fierce re- 
sistance to it convinced me that that was his tender spot. 

I reported to the reformers that Cox’s machine was a myth and 
could be beaten. They did not, they could not, believe it. They agreed 
to nominate a ticket and work for it, using my article when it ap- 
peared to stir the voters to prove I was all wrong on the citizenship of 
Cincinnati. I promised to take back what I said about the voters there, 
if they overthrew Cox. This deal was carried out, but the reformers 
would not run themselves; they nominated a young man, almost a boy, 
for mayor, and when to their amazement he was elected, he could not 
do much, and Cox and his machine came back into power. 

Of course I can see now that the Cox machine was founded upon the 
solid ground of privileges; it was built up into the very structure of so- 
ciety. Reform is an abnormal thing, and when the reformers fail, as 
they do and must, the city or the State falls back to the norm, the cor- 
rupt norm. Even Cox did not understand this. He blamed the re- 
formers for their failures. He despised good citizens; he sneered at 
the businessmen who shunned him in public and sought his services 
in private. He did not pretend to be what he was not; he submitted to 
my assumption always, that he was a grafter. Like Richard Croker, 
all he insisted on was that he was “better than them,” and he waved 
his hand around him downtown and uptown. 

When he read my article his sole criticism was that I had made him 
say, in that first interview, that he dictated to judges. My question was, 
“You have a mayor, a council, judges?” and I said he answered that 
he had a telephone, too. He declared that I did not say “judges.” He 
may not have heard or heeded it, but I did. I had a special reason for 
including the bench: Judge Smith had told me his story. My own 
opinion is that Cox had been persuaded by some lawyers that “ we must 
respect the courts ”; however bad they are, we must not criticize them; 
and that is being accepted as the limit. I wrote once that a certain 
captain of industry “controlled governors, legislators, judges, churches, 
schools, and newspapers,” and when I showed him the manuscript 
he penciled out the word “judges.” The rest could stand, and that’s 
what Cox thought, no doubt — that the “courts” should have been 


“respected.” The rest was all right. , 
The rest, in Cincinnati, was the mayor, the council, the city depart- 


342 MUCKRAKING 


ments, the public property, the schools, newspapers, public opinion, 
and voters; and the city’s influence and power in the State; and a share 
of the State’s share in the Federal government. And a big majority — 
“everybody ” — was back of all this. And Mark Hanna and the busi- 
nessmen of Cleveland preferred the condition of Cincinnati. And the 
State of Ohio, the creation anew of the New Englanders, was in such 
a state of mind that it helped put over upon all the cities there the char- 
ter and the condition of Cincinnati. Hanna, the native Republican boss, 
led the Democratic party to beat Tom Johnson, but the initial mover 
and the final approver of this businessman’s anarchism were acts of 
the courts. 


XIV. SOME THEORIES: BIG BUSINESS AND 
PRIVILEGED BUSINESS 


y Ohio: a Tale of Two Cities must have struck some readers 

M as valuable. Soon after it was published, Tom Johnson met 

on a train a stranger who said he had seen the check the mayor 

sent me to pay for it, and the amount was large, as large as the witness. 

Mr. Johnson embarrassed him by remarking that “ that was funny. I'll 

ask Steffens if he ever saw the check,” he said. “For I’m Tom Johnson, 
and I never saw it.” . 

The stranger choked and gradually moved away, but before he went 
he insisted that he had seen the check. His banker had shown it to him, 
and it was endorsed as received by me and as paid by the bank. John- 
son may have been half persuaded, for he asked me if I had “ ever seen 
anything like it.” 

By way of answer I related how I had discovered that when I wanted 
to get at the springs of thought and action in a man I was to write 
about, I should ask him about other men, and usually the witness 
would attribute to all others the motives and purposes which guided 
him. A vain man thought everybody was “after publicity,” an am- 
bitious man that his neighbors were “ after office,” a money-maker that 
we all are “after money.” And just for fun, I reminded Tom Johnson 
that he had asked me once if Bob LaFollette wasn’t a demagogue. 
While Tom Johnson was fumbling with this half-truth, I offered him 
another; I rattled on about the need men felt to explain away a disturb- 
ing fact or idea to save themselves from the labor of thinking it out. 
Mayor Johnson, for example, had been disturbed by the appearance of 
Governor LaFollette on the right side, and having no time to investigate, 
had accepted thoughtlessly of the governor the enemies’ explanation of 
both of them. And the man who had seen the mayor’s check to me 
had probably seen only a banker who was probably answering all the 
facts I put into my Ohio article by saying that probably I had been well 
paid by the rich mayor for reporting them. That would answer, not 
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only those facts, but all doubts about Tom Johnson, too, and me. As 
the mayor knew, many people go to their bankers for advice, and not 
only on money matters; and they get it, too. Bankers, who have no 
more wisdom than they have money of their own, pay out opinions as 
they pay out credit, with the awe-inspiring manner of one who could 
pay more, much more, out of his reserves, if he liked. 

Boss Cox, who was most injured by the article, did not openly deny 
or privately resent it. He was out of power for a term, which he spent 
in repairing his neglected machine. 

The practical politicians profited by exposure and defeat; not the 
reformers. 

In the interval between Cox’s defeat and his restoration to power I 
met him at a national convention of the Republican party. He greeted 
me warmly, but briefly; he made no reference to my article; he said 
nothing at all then. A couple of days later there was a secret session of 
the dominating bosses of the convention, and a group of correspondents 
waited outside the decisive door for hours. When Cox came out first, 
alone, he waved us aside. “ Not a word,” he said roughly, but his eye 
fell upon me and he added, “ except to you.” He drew me aside, told 
me “ what was doing,” and left me without any injunction to wait with 
the news till it reached the convention. I did hold it; I was not filing 
spot news. I took Cox’s confidence as I felt he meant it, as a sign of his 
good will, of his appreciation of the fact that I had not made the most 
or the worst of the goods he knew I had on him. 

The bosses and bad men generally “ stood for the truth ” and recog- 
nized my impersonal restraint in what I reported. It was the good men 
who resented the facts, partly, no doubt, because they don’t know and 
won't recognize the truth. 

“ Big business” was, and it still is, the current name of the devil, 
the root of all evil, political and economic. It is a blind phrase, useless; 
it leads nowhere. We can’t abolish business, we cannot regulate big 
business, and we are finding that we cannot limit bigness in business, 
which must grow. The phrase does not cover what we mean. I know 
that; I must have known it, else Tom Johnson could not have told it me. 
As early as St. Louis I had seen and written that the big businesses which 
were active in political corruption were the railroads, public-service cor- 
porations, banks, etc., which are “ big,” but also saloons, gambling and 
bawdy houses, which are small. And I had seen and written that what 
these big and little businesses all had in common was not size but the 
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need of privileges: franchises and special legislation, which required 
legislative corruption; protective tariffs, interpretations of laws in their 
special interest or leniency or “ protection” in the enforcement of laws, 
calling for “ pulls” with judges, prosecutors, and the police. As Tom 
Johnson said, then, it was “ privilege ” that was the source of the evil; it 
was “ privileged business ” that was the devil, and I had been describing 
and meaning this all the time I had been writing “ big business.” 

If it was privilege that caused what we called evil, it was privilege that 
had to be dealt with, not men. Not big men, not bad men, not crooks, 
and not capitalists — not even the capitalist class! Punishment of indi- 
viduals, the class struggle and strikes, wars — all hatred, vengeance, 
force, were unscientific. To put in prison a man who bought govern- 
ment to get a street-railway franchise was wrong; we should put the 
franchise where men can’t get it. To shift our votes from one to 
another of two political parties, both of which are organized to serve 
the privileged or the privilege seekers, was folly. To throw out the ras- 
cals and put into office honest men without removing that which makes 
good men do bad things was as irrational as our experience had taught 
us it was “unpractical.” The international wars of corrupted govern- 
ments for trade routes, foreign markets, “empire ” and the natural re- 
sources of backward countries, strikes and the class war for the conquest 
of economic power and advantages — these were as senseless as passing 
laws for reform and for peace. It’s all upside down. What society does 
is to teach the ideal of success, set up the temptation of power and 
riches to men and nations — if they are brave enough to risk and able 
enough to escape the threats of penalties for getting caught. These 
warnings keep off all but the best men, biologically best. Then when 
these best men succeed we honor them, and if they slip we hate and 
punish them. What we ought to do is to let the losers of the race go, 
and take down the prizes we offer to the winners. 

Tom Johnson was proposing in Cleveland to take down the prizes by 
wiping out privileges and all hope of privileges. His theory was that 
the big businessmen there would then come over on the city’s sidé anc 
be for, instead of against, good government. That was what he meant 
when he told his old colleagues in the street-railway and other public- 
service corporations that if he could take away their franchises they 
would soon be running for office in order still to have big business to do. 
It was his own personal experience. When he rid himself of his incen- 
tives to contribute to the political machine he quit that, became a re- 
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former and the mayor and manager of the biggest business in Cleveland, 
the city’s business. 

His proposed method of taking over the prizes for antisocial conduct 
was public ownership and operation of all public-service corporations 
and the taxation of land values, not socialism, but the Henry George 
plan for the closing up of all the sources of unearned wealth. His pub- 
lic ownership was in the interest, not only of efficiency and economy in 
the management of street railways, etc., but to get those businesses and 
those able private operators out of politics. As to his new incentive: he 
lost money; it cost him much more than his salary to be mayor and 
carry on his policy. The incentive of profit was lacking entirely, but 
it was obvious that his ambition to set an example in Cleveland of a 
solution of the universal political-economic problem of government 
was a stronger motive than profit in a man with imagination. I have 
often wondered why more men don’t see that, and the answer that 
occurred to me came also from Tom Johnson. He thought that by re- 
moving the cause of his antisocial conduct, he changed, but he had his 
purpose, too, his ideal, the vision he developed out of a book. Few men 
have such ideals. The ideals of America, for example, the ideals that 
came to Ohio probably from New England and from Old England, 
are antiquated, dried up, contradictory; honesty and wealth, morality 
and success, individual achievement and respectability, privileges and 
democracy — these won't take us very far. 

There was something wrong in our ends as well as in our begin- 
nings, in what we are after as well as in what is after us, in American 
ideals as well as in American conduct and its causes. 


XV. T.R. AS PRESIDENT 


He took joy in everything he did, in hunting, camping, and 
ranching, in politics, in reforming the police or the civil service, 
in organizing and commanding the Rough Riders. 

One exception was his disappointment in William H. Taft, his sec- 
retary of war, whom he chose to succeed him as president. That was 
bitter, but he could laugh at it and himself for mistaking his affection 
for judgment. Another tragedy in his life was President Wilson's 
refusal to give him and General Wood commands in France, and I 
think that he enjoyed his hate of Wilson; he expressed it so well; he 
indulged it so completely. Yes, I think that he took joy in his utterly un- 
curbed loathing for the Great War president. 

But the greatest joy in T.R.'s life was at his succession to the presi- 
dency. I went to Washington to see him; many reformers went there 
to see the first reformer president take charge. We were like the bank- 
ers T.R. described to me, later, much later, when his administration 
suddenly announced a bond issue. 

“Tt was just as if we had shot some big animal and the carcass lay 
there exposed for a feast. The bankers all over the country rose like 
buzzards, took their bearings, and then flew in a flock straight here 
to — the carrion.” 

So we reformers went up in the air when President McKinley was 
shot, took our bearings, and flew straight to our first president, T.R. 
And he understood, he shared, our joy. He was not yet living in the 
White House. He used the offices, which were then in the main build- 
ing, upstairs on the second floor; he worked there by day, but he had to 
go home at night to his own residence till the McKinleys were moved 
out and the White House was made ready for Mrs. Roosevelt. His 
offices were crowded with people, mostly reformers, all day long, and 
the president did his work among them with little privacy and much 
rejoicing. He strode triumphant around among us, talking and shak- 
ing hands, dictating and signing letters, and laughing. Washington, 
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the whole country, was in mourning, and no doubt the president felt 
that he should hold himself down; he didn’t; he tried to, but his joy 
showed in every word and movement. I think that he thought he was 
suppressing his feelings and yearned for release, which he seized when 
he could. One evening after dusk, when it was time for him to go 
home, he grabbed William Allen White with one hand, me with the 
other, and saying, “Let's get out of this,’ he propelled us out of the 
White House into the streets, where, for an hour or more, he allowed 
his gladness to explode. With his feet, his fists, his face and with free 
words he laughed at his luck. He laughed at the rage of Boss Platt and 
at the tragic disappointment of Mark Hanna; these two had not only 
lost their President McKinley but had been given as a substitute the 
man they had thought to bury in the vice-presidency. T.R. yelped at 
their downfall. And he laughed with glee at the power and place that 
had come to him. The assassination of McKinley had affected him, 
true, but in a romantic way. He described what he would do if an 
assassin attacked him. He looked about him in the shadows of the 
trees we were passing under — he looked for the dastardly coward that 
might pounce upon him, and, it seemed to me, he hoped the would-be 
murderer would appear then and there — say at the next dark corner 
—as he described, as he enacted, what he, the president, would do to 
him, with his fists, with his feet, with those big, clean teeth. It would 
have frightened the assassin to see and hear what it was T.R. would 
have done to him; it may have filled Bill White with terror; what I 
sensed was the passionate thrill the president was actually finding in the 
assassination of his assassin. 

I had come to Washington to find out whether the fighting reformer 
president, who used to see things as I saw them, saw them now as I saw 
them now, and what he meant to do with them. I spent my afternoons 
in the press gallery of the Senate and the House, watching the senators 
and representatives I knew about in their States at work representing 
— what? There was Aldrich of Rhode Island, moving about, chatting 
with individual senators, rarely making a speech, but busy just the 
same. I knew what he represented in Rhode Island. He was chair- 
man of the finance committee of the Senate. What was he doing? 
Well, I knew what he was doing. And I knew what the senators he 
was talking to were there to do. The Senate was the chamber of the 
bosses. Two senators from each State, one represented the political 
machine that betrayed the people of his State, the other represented the 
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leading businessmen of his State whom the boss worked for there. fe 
The U.S. Senate represented corruption, business, as I saw it in those 

days; it was a chamber of traitors, and we used to talk about the treason i 
of the Senate. And they did not know what we meant. E 

Aldrich sent a page to invite me down to the Marble Room one day. 
I went, expecting to be asked what I meant by writing something like ] i 
that about him in my article on Rhode Island. Nort at all. He was very 
gentle, almost meck, in his friendly greeting, and all he remonstrated 
with me for was that I wrote that he started out as a boy in a butcher 
shop or a grocery. 

“Tt was a wholesale grocery business,” he said, and when I promised 
to correct that in my book he was satisfied. “ And then,” he said, “ what 4 
did you mean by saying that we businessmen don't understand busi- 
Ness, even our own business? ” 

“Well,” I answered, “when you consolidated all the trolleys in i 
Providence, you promised to give universal transfers, and you didn’t. i 
For years you fought those who tried to force you to. It was a long, ji 
corrupt, corrupting fight. And, then at last, when you were beaten = 
and you had to give the transfers, what happened? ” Bs 

“Tt was funny, what happened,” he said. “Our earnings increased.” 15, 

“I knew that would happen,” I said. “I had seen it happen in 
other cities, and so, though I am not a street-railway businessman, I 
knew much about your business. And you didn’t. You don’t. You 
businessmen don’t know your own business.” 

He stared, crestfallen, then gently bade me good day and went back j 
to the management of the Senate of businessmen, business lawyers, A 
and business politicians who filled that chamber then. 

I told the president the incident and put to him my question. 

“The representatives and the senators,” I said, “ those that I know, = 
those who come from States that I have investigated are picked men, te 
chosen for their tried service to the system in their States. They stand i 
for all you are against; they are against all you are for. They have the 
departments filled with men they have had sent here to be rewarded 
for antisocial service, and as vacancies occur, they will want you to ny 
appoint rascals of similar records.” He nodded. He knew that. l; 
T.R. saw the machine; he did not see the system. He saw the party i 
organizations of the politicians; he saw some “ bad ™ trusts back of the È, 
bad politics, but he did not see the good trusts back of the bad trusts ; 
thar were back of the bad machines. He did not see that the corruption 
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he resisted was a process to make the government represent business 
rather than politics and the people. 

“Iam on to the crooked machines,” he said, “and the machinists, 
too. Yes, even in the Congress.” 

“ What are you going to do about them and their demands for jobs 
for their heelers? ” 

“Deal with them," he snapped. “If they'll vote for my measures 
I'll appoint their nominees to Federal jobs. And I'm going to tell them 
so. They think I won’t, you know. I’m going to call in a couple of 
machine senators and a few key congressmen and tell them I'll trade.” 

I protested, not at his dealing with them; that might be a way to get 
results. I doubted it; I would have liked then to see T.R. fight the 
whole system. But I protested at the time only the waste of the politi- 
cal strength that lay in the politicians’ opinion of him. His reputation 
among them as a reformer who would not play the crooked game of 
buying votes in Congress with Federal appointments was, I argued, an 
asset. So long as Congressmen believed he would not do it they would 
ask less, prize more what they got, and serve him better for his few, 
reluctant concessions. 

“ No, no,” he came back with his whole body. “I’m going at it my 
own way. I want service out of the men I appoint, too. So I’m going to 
pass the word that I'll play the game, appoint their men for their support 
of my bills, but ” — this with his teeth showing and his fists balled— 
“their men that I appoint have got to take my orders and obey them up 
to the hilt.” 

That was his policy with the bosses, the political and the business 
agents in and out of the Senate and the House. He played the game 
with them; he did business with them; and he told them he would. 
from the very start. He did not fight, he helped build up, the political 
machine —and he made it partly his. I think that that was one of his 
purposes: to build up the party organization with enough of his ap- 
pointees and to lead it with such an expectation of reward and punish- 
ment that it would nominate and help elect him to the presidency. T.R. 
was a politician much more than he was a reformer; in the phraseology 
of the radicals, he was a careerist, an opportunist with no deep insight 
into issues, but he was interesting, picturesque. 

I accused him of this superficiality once during his first term, when he 
was keeping his promise to carry out McKinley’s policies. ‘That was 
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his excuse for doing “nothing much.” He was “ being good” so as 
to be available for a second term. 

“You don’t stand for anything fundamental,” I said, and he laughed. 
He was sitting behind his desk; I was standing before it. He loved to 
quarrel amiably with his friends, and it was hard to hit him. So now, to 
get in under his guard and land on his equanimity, I said with all the 
scorn I could put into it, “ All you represent is the square deal.” 

“That's it,” he shouted, and rising to his feet, he banged the desk with 
his hands. “ That’s my slogan: the square deal. I'll throw that out in 
my next statement. The square deal.” And he did. 

What did he care how I meant and used it? He knew how it would 
be taken; he felt in his political sense how all kinds of people would 
take it as an ideal, as a sufficient ideal, and out he threw it; and he was 
right. “ A square deal,” a phrase shot at him in reproach and criticism, 
he seized upon and published as his war cry; and a good one, as it 
proved. 

Again, when I accused him of dealing with Aldrich, he met the 
charge with a story. 

“ Aldrich? ” he said. “ Aldrich is a great man to me; not personally, 
but as a leader of the Senate. He is a kingpin in my game. Sure. I 
bow to Aldrich; I talk to Aldrich; I respect him, as he does not respect 
me. I’m just a president, and he has seen lots of presidents. He, Ald- 
rich, bows to J. P. Morgan. Morgan’s a banker. The other day J. P. 
Morgan came to Washington, and he and I and Aldrich had a — a — a 
conference. That's the word ” — this witha laugh and a leer — “ confer- 
ence. And I noticed how he, Morgan, addressed himself to me, not to 
Aldrich. Aldrich was a senator, and bankers know, they meet, lots of 
senators. Senators are all in their day’s work. But presidents — Mor- 
gan talked to me, while I talked to Aldrich, who talked to Morgan. 
And there we sat — I can see us there; I saw it at the time, and I could 
hardly help laughing out loud — I, a president, half turned to and ad- 
dressing the senator, the senator turned to and addressing the banker, 
and the banker facing and speaking to me, the president of the United 
States.” 

He laughed hilariously, slapped his knee, and saw it again, with joy, 
without any regard for my remonstrance with his dickering and deal- 
ing with the boss of the U.S. And when I repeated my objections to 
Aldrich, he pushed me away: “ Ah, go on. Don't I dicker and deal 
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with you, too, and you are a reporter, the press. To play up to you is 
to play the demagogue, to get the people you write pieces to.” 

My dickering and dealing against Aldrich was to draw the president 
into an alliance with the other reform leaders who were gradually com- 
ing to the Senate to replace the Aldriches, Spooners, Platts. What be- 
came the Progressive party was a movement already, and we muck- 
takers were expressing it and making votes for the future. Roosevelt 
saw that; he acknowledged its force and vitality, but he knew also 
where the power was, and the power was still in the old “ gang,” in the 
old machines. LaFollette of Wisconsin was one of the first of the new 
leaders to reach the Senate. I got a promise, very reluctant, from him 
to meet the president when he came to Washington to be sworn in, and I 
wangled a promise — equally reluctant — from the president to receive 
LaFollette. I was happy over the prospect of an open leadership for 
the national progressive movement; I knew how hard this was to 
achieve, because I had noticed that local or State leaders of reform were 
characteristically lone leaders, who could not work with other men, 
especially with their equals; they had subordinates about them. But 
T.R. was not afraid of his equals or even of superiors. When he ap- 
pointed Elihu Root in his cabinet, I objected that Root represented the 
trusts and high finance and was so able that he would run his president. 
T.R. made that fierce face of his, and with his hands and his teeth, said, 
“I'm not afraid of Root, and you'll see. When he is here under me 
I'll‘ run’ him, as you call it. He will serve my policies.” 

So I had no fear that T.R. would rebuff LaFollette. They did not like 
each other, but my only doubt was of LaFollette. When they met at the 
White House, the president and the senator, it was comic. They began 
to back off from each other before they met; their hands touched, but 
their eyes, their bodies, their feet walked away. I don’t recall a word 
that either of them said; they probably said nothing but “ glad to meet 
you.” It was all over in a second, and I was outside with LaFollette, 
who hurried away. 

The progressive movement went on with leaders, but no leader — 
as it must, I guess. Bosses are possible, not leaders, in politics; and 
issues — except the square deal — are born, not made. 


XVI. THE PRESIDENT IS SHAVED 


dency of my old friend Roosevelt was my opportunity to 

achieve my high purpose. I told him about it; or I tried to. 
It was hard to tell him anything; it was easy to make him talk, even 
about a State secret, but to reverse the process and make him listen was 
well-nigh impossible. John Morley, who tried to converse, likened the 
president’s monologue to Niagara Falls, but T.R. was more like a 
mighty dam which would break and drown you at your first word. 
So now, when I mentioned my ambition, he burst. 

“Ambition! You? I thought you disapproved of ambition. You 
used to when we were policemen together in New York. I told you 
then that you were wrong, and I'll tell you now that you are right. 
And I'll give you a chance to prove it to yourself. You can have any 
office you like, in my gift — almost.” 

The last word, “almost,” was a thought; the rest was only a flood of 
generous impulse, and more was coming; an essay on ambition was 
rising to overwhelm me. But I had him. When I had asked him to fix 
an hour when I could see him any day, he had looked at his schedule 
and said he had no time left, but, seeing my disappointment, he looked 
again and pounced upon a time. 

“TIL tell you,” he said. “ You can have the barber’s hour. He comes 
in to shave me every day at 12.40, and you can come in with him.” 

Lucky arrangement it turned out to be. It gave me two shots at a 
purpose. Since he would pour forth at your first suggestion, I always 
came into the room primed with a question that I fired quick; and he 
went off. All the time the barber worked the president would talk till 
—the second shot—the razor was working upon T.R.’s lower lip. 
Then I had a second chance to get in a word to hold or turn the flood 
of his monologue. 

The eulogy of ambition flowed with the razor over his cheeks, chin, 
neck, but when the barber bent over the presidential head and began ta 
shave the lower lip, I explained. 


creat political ambition was taking hold of me, and the presi- 
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My high ambition was not to hold or even to fill and do the work 
of a political office, but to change the criterion of political criticism. 
I would investigate the Federal government as I had municipal and 
State government and so do it as to raise the question — not necessarily 
to answer, but to ask and make everybody ask — what our representa- 
tive government represented. 

The president wriggled, twisted; he was ready already to break out 
over me, but I had begged the barber to shave the lip close and slow, 
and he was holding on. “Steady, Mr. President.” 

“Why keep on asking whether a senator is honest when what we 
want to know is whether he represents us, the people, or some special 
interest? Or a president,” I tossed in, partly to heighten the agony. 
“ Are you honest? And what if you are? You might be honest and 
honestly represent the railroads or Wall Street. Honesty is a matter of 
intelligence, really; or the opposite. There’s some conflict between 
honesty and intelligence. But here we all are asking all the time wheth- 
er this man or that Congressman is a crook or an honest man, and 
only a crook is honest enough and intelligent enough to know what 
we all should want to know, namely, whether he stands for the tariff 
grafters or the consumers —” 

“One moment, Mr. President,” the barber said to the writhing hon- 
est president; “one moment, please.” 

“Now what I want to do,” I said, “is to go around Washington 
here asking you and the Congress and the departments, what you repre- 
sent, you representatives, and leave your immortal souls to—the 
clergy.” 

The barber jumped back, his razor high in the air, and I backed off 
a little, as the president sprang upright in the chair and was off. 

“You can’t do that,” he shouted. “ You can ask the question, but you 
can’t make others ask it. They'll all go back to honesty —and want 
to know if we are good men and sincere. And it is a moral question, 
politics, and—” so on. The barber bathed his face in cool water, 
combed his hair, and did all he could to soothe the man, but the mono- 
logue on morality flowed. “ Even if you find a senator misrepresenting 
us,” he said, “ you will have to discover why, and if the reason isn't a 
bribe it’s no use. That senator is honest and all right.” 

“Not with me,” I interjected. 

“Nor with me,” he closed. “But we are talking about getting 
the voters to take your point of view.” 
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“ And you're too sweeping,” he continued. “ An honest man can be 
for a protective tariff —” 

“If he’s not intelligent,” I helped, but it did not help. That caused 
acrash. He got off on the tariff and used my “ narrowness” to prove 
how dangerous my question was; and from that to good intentions; 
and from that — He was called to luncheon, and he hunched into his 
coat, and talking all the time, he banged out, slammed the door, talking, 
Iam sure, on the other side. I'll bet his luncheon guests got it that day. 
For he was thinking, and his form of thinking was talking, talking 
aloud. Which was encouraging to me. He might talk himself into 
thinking my way — enough to let me write my experimental articles. 

And speaking of his talking: I was listening to him think aloud in 
his office one cabinet day, and as the members of his cabinet came in one 
by one and took their seats at the great table—all in full view—in 
the cabinet room, T.R. did not look at them. He was talking about 
Wall Street and the opposition growing against him down there. 
After a while, when the cabinet was all seated, the president rose slowly, 
thinking aloud, and said, “ I must go now ” ; and he saw me to the door 
next to the wide-open double doors of the cabinet room. I stepped into 
the hall, and meeting Loeb, the secretary to the president, halted to talk 
with him, but as we stood there I could see through another door into 
the cabinet room. The president was standing back of his chair and 
looking, not at the cabinet, but at Loeb and me absentmindedly till, 
his eyes fixed, he beckoned to me, and himself darted to the side door. 

“Say,” he said, still to himself, “they are passing around some wild 
stories about me in Wall Street, thar I drink to excess, actually get 
drunk, and even that I take dope. Now what should I do about that? 
Should I take it up and fight it or should I ignore it? " 

Obviously he did not expect an answer; he was asking himself the 
question. But just for fun I answered him. In the same absentminded, 
unemphatic way that he had spoken, I said: “ Ah, Mr. President, if I 
were you, I would in that case follow your good old rule in all such 
matters.” 

i oe rule?” he repeated in a daze. “My old rule? What old 
rule?” 

“Never to deny anything unless it is true,” I said quietly. 

an Never — deny — anything — unless its—” He was saying it 
quietly, as I had, but he woke up suddenly. “ Ah, go on,” he exclaimed, 
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and he thrust me away down the hall and laughed and closed the door. 
And I heard him laughing in the cabinet room as if he were telling it to 
his advisers — whom I did not hear laughing. 

He did eventually nail that lie. He brought a suit. T-.R.’s vice was 
not drink; he tasted wine at meals, as people in wine countries learn to 
do; and he had no need for more. He was himself strong drink. His 
vice was eating; it was not bad enough to be called gluttony, but he was 
a fast and an enormous eater. A good, big dinner and a lively com- 
pany would make him almost drunk. I remember one evening when, 
after such a dinner, he came out into a reception room to keep an 
appointment with me. He closed the door behind him, and as I rose, he 
commanded “ Sit down” and himself sank into a big chair. He was ex- 
cited; talked; got up, walked about, sat again. A bucket of iced Apoll- 
inaris was served, and he drank that, glass after glass. He had eaten too 
much. Up and down he got, and, as I stood up and sat down with him 
as inconspicuously as I could, he roared: “Sit down, and stay down. 
That’s why I asked you to come at this hour; I couldn’t have stayed in 
there where they all— men and women, too—rise when I rise, sit 
when the president sits. It’s awful. It’s unbearable. I want, after 
dinner, to move about and — Well, I won’t have you bobbing up and 
down as I do. You sit and stay seated.” 

He hated forms; everybody knew that, but I had never seen him so 
fierce about it as that night. He usually laughed, as he did when he 
told some of us how he had entertained two distinguished English 
army officers who called on him with letters. 

“ They were sportsmen,” he said, “ riders, hunters, walkers, but they 
were stiff before me. I was the president, you see, the representative of 
American sovereignty, and they knew how to behave in the presence of 
the king. Bah. I said:‘ Lets take a walk. No. Just as we are. I'll not 
change.’ So they couldn’t. In our best afternoon clothes, therefore, 
we set out and —I know the worst way — we crossed roads and fields. 
jumped fences, and — Oh, they kept up. They'd have died rather than 
fail the king. They tore along after me, kept close up, and I felt they 
were beating me at my own game. But I had an idea. I made a big 
swing around to come home and struck the middle of a duck pond. 
You know. Not deep, up to my waist, but covered with duck oil. You 
know. There they hesitated. Not I. I marched right in, keeping the 
conversation going, and — well, they gasped, but in they waded, and so, 
conversing politely, as two gentlemen and the king, we crossed, up to 
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our bellies, and came out, dripping, but polite and unnoticing; we came 
up to the White House and — we bowed, formally, and like three 
courtly rats, we shook hands and parted.” 

I thought and I remarked that those British officers had a story to tell. 

“Yes!” he said. “But they'll never tell it. They are gentlemen, 
and” — this with a wry face — “ you do not repeat what you hear or 
tell what you see in the presence of the king.” 

I kept before him my purpose to write up Washington, he resisting, 
l urging, for months. His consent was necessary because I proposed to 
use his experiences, his story, his conflict with the system there, as my 
material, and he naturally did not care to take the risk of my possible 
indiscretions and his. 

“ We are both lacking in discretion,” he said. “ You go and do other 
cities and other—” 

“ Heroes,” I offered, “ who don’t matter.” 

He didn’t laugh at that sally. He said simply: “ That’s funny. That 
is just exactly what I mean: that my case is important and that others 
are not. Sounds pretty selfish, doesn’t it? ” 

This was T.R.’s head trying to understand his own thoughts, which 
occurred somewhere else in his nervous system. He was not an “ in- 
tellectual”; he was a man of action. He read everything, he knew a 
lot, and he had what he knew always handy. He could talk well on 
many subjects. But he often did not know why he did what he did, 
gave reasons instead of his actual motives for conduct. 

The point about his unwillingness to tell me his experiences with the 
system, with the machines in the Senate and the House, with the courts, 
with the local District government of the city of Washington, and with 
Wall Street, was that he was not fighting these but trying to work with 
them. He was not a reformer in the White House; he was a careerist on 
the people’s side, but working to wangle some concessions from the 
powers that be and make them do some things for the country at large. 
He had come to see that it did not matter so much what the reason or 
the bribe was that made a senator go “wrong”; he acknowledged 
privately that the essential thing was what the man represented, how he 
voted on roll call on bills that expressed the issue between democracy 
and plutocracy. And he did finally consent to my scheme. But for a 
long while he would not let me do it, with his collaboration, because in 
his hips, in his bones, he knew that he was not a hero fighting for a rep- 
resentative demacracy. I went off therefore on trips to other men, like 
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Ben Lindsey and W. S. U’ren, who were openly in conflict with the 
system. I kept coming back to Washington to follow Roosevelt's course, 
and I used to tell him, for a purpose, what I was seeing; and he under- 
stood all this; he reacted like a democrat and like an historian to it all, 
but he was slow to move himself. 

“Tam fighting, too,” he would say, and once he gave as an example: 
“My bills to regulate and to control railroads and trusts — they make 
the issue. They bring me into a straight, open fight with the special 
interests.” 

“Yes,” I said. “ They might do it if you fought hard and straight, but 
you compromise. You let the railroads amend your railroad bill. It’s 
only ‘a’ railroad law you want; not to cut the railroads out of the gov- 
ernment.” 

“A law?” he repeated. 

“Yes, a law—the best bill which you can get the railroads to con- 
sent to.” 

And characteristically, he proved my argument. He dug out and 
showed me a letter signed by A. J. Cassatt, the president of the Pennsyl- 
vania Railroad, analyzing and pleading for alterations in the railroad 
bill then up in Congress. He showed it to me and pointed out the con- 
cessions asked for, which he thought he might make, to get it through. 

T.R. was an honest mind. He stood for the square deal even in an 
argument, even in a discussion of his own faith. But he had no eco- 
nomics, he never understood the political issue between the common 
and the special interests; neither as a police commissioner nor as a presi- 
dent did he grasp the difference between morality and representation. 

“Whom did you fire from the police force?” I asked him once in 
the White House when we were talking about good and bad senators. 

“Crooks,” he answered. 

“No, you didn’t,” I contradicted. “You fired crooks who would 
not stand with you, you kept the crooks who helped you enforce the 
law because it was the law.” 

He grinned, thinking of some good police crooks that we both liked. 

“You like honest crooks, just as we all do,” 1 hammered, “ and you 
hate some honest men, like the rest of us. All you ask, really, is that, 
crooked or honest, they shall be on your side and represent you.” 

“But I represent the common good,” he declared. 

“Fine. Then why not see what you and all of us should see and ask: 
that representatives shall represent us, the people? ” 
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“The people won't understand that,” he objected, and that objection 
was a hip thought, a hunch. “You can’t make the voters see that the 
police force represents criminals, only that the Tammany policemen 


are crooks.” 
So we left it till the president of the people could see — what the 


people couldn’t. 
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XVII BEN LINDSEY: THE KIDS’ JUDGE 


HILE President Roosevelt did not seek to unite and lead the 
reform movements round about him, he was willing to be 

\ \ followed by the local and State reformers. If LaFollette had 
met him with any hint of lieutenancy, the president would have wel- 
comed him as he did other reformers who were not out-and-out against 
the system as a whole. But T.R. sensed the dangerous fact that the 
Wisconsin leader, having beaten the machine in his State and restored 
constitutional democratic government there, meant to fight the busi- 
ness organization of the Senate and everywhere else. And LaFollette 
saw that Roosevelt as president was working with the Senate, the party 
machine, with the system. LaFollette would have made the Federal 
government govern, as he had made his State government sovereign 
over railroads, public-service corporations, business as well as the people. 
T.R. was broaching and even forcing some measures to regulate busi- 
ness, which brought him up against certain businesses and which might 
have raised into plain sight the actual issue of that day: special vs. the 
common interests; plutocracy vs. democracy. But, when the lines were 
drawn, T.R. sent, not for the reform leaders, but for Aldrich and Lodge, 
Cassatt or Morgan. 

“We are both practical men,” he wrote to Cassatt. 

He compromised to get his bill through; he let the railroads amend 
his railroad bill in order to win them and their senators to pass it. 
President Roosevelt governed with the consent of the governors. La- 
Follette would have governed them with the consent only of the people 
they misgoverned. 

Hamilton and Jefferson again, and it remains to be seen which is 
the better way. Jefferson’s ideals of political democracy prevailed then. 
Even the Hamiltonians, the very corrupters of government, had been 
brought up with democratic ideals. Whatever men did, they thought 
pretty much our way; there was conflict inside the heads of individuals 
as well as outside in society. It would have been easy to make the 
democratic issue an actual political division. For, with all the variety 
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of purposes of the many reform movements scattered over the United 
States, the leaders always came finally to a fight with the system. 1 
used to tell reformers who asked me what to do to start out with any 
reform that their people understood, to fight for it and watch for the 
opposition; then to turn and fight the interest back of that till other, 
greater interests appeared behind that; to turn then and fight these. 
They would soon find and be forced to fight the united organization 
of all the grafts which, together, governed their city, State, and nation. 

Ben Lindsey's story showed me this apparent truth. He started 
with the children and ended with organized society against him. A 
county judge in Denver, he was grinding out legal justice honestly, 
blindly, till one day a mother’s cry in the back of his court room 
startled him into consciousness. He had just tried and sentenced to 
imprisonment the woman’s son, and he looked at the boy. I mean that 
he looked as a human being at the bad boy, and he saw that the boy 
wasn’t so bad. He had done a bad thing, but he was just a boy. The 
judge came down off the bench. He retried the frightened defendant 
with the mother as a witness, and brushing aside the law, he let the 
prisoner go, him and his mother. He suspended sentence, and he went 
off himself to see the jail where he had been sending such boys. He 
saw. That jail, like most jails, was a school of crime. It was a lousy 
place where filthy bums and hard criminals practiced vice, and talked, 
and taught the tricks and the ideals of criminal life. 

Judge Ben B. Lindsey came thus to represent the children, not the 
law and not yet democracy and the people, but only the children of the 
people. He tried the young criminals as he had the first mother’s boy; 
he had to fight the police. When they brought in “ really bad boys,” kids 
that had committed bold crimes, the kind that become big criminals 
and bandits, and the judge came down from the bench to talk with 
them understandingly, the police protested. “ You can’t mollycoddle 
this boy, Judge. He’s stolen bicycles [ or whatever ], and we got to get 
back the property.” “Yes, I know. You're thinking of the property, 
but I’m thinking of the boy. TIl recover the bicycles for you; won't 
I, kid? And I'll save the boy, too.” 

Ben Lindsey discovered about children what I was discovering about 
men: that there are no bad boys and girls, and no good ones either. 
There are only strong boys and girls and weak boys and girls. The bad 
ones whom the police were really afraid of, the boys and girls who did 
very bad things, who committed robberies and hold-ups, rode the 
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brakes of trains, and dared to do bold criminal acts — they were so 
strong that, when Lindsey put it up to them to control themselves 
and do what he called “ good things,” they were able to respond and 
deliver the goods. They could take their fares and their commitment 
papers and go alone, with no cop to guard them, to the reform school. 
The good boys and girls could not do that. They were either little prigs 
or weaklings who were led into crime by their leaders, the bad boys, 
but they wished “the kids’ judge” could make them try to master 
themselves. In a word, there was so much good will among them that 
Judge Lindsey began to ask what made all these good boys and girls 
say and do such vicious things. 

When an especially bad child came or was brought before him and 
he talked with and won the confidence of the criminal, he would ask 
to be taken “home” and shown the neighborhood where bad kids 
lived and played. The judge found that the bad kids spoke the lan- 
guage, expressed the ideas, and had the ideals of the adults they were 
brought up with. His child guides led him to bad parents, bad homes, 
bad neighborhoods, to slums, mostly, and to the Tenderloin, where the 
police and society were the enemies, vice and crime and ward politics the 
business or the adventures, of life. Lindsey proposed to wipe out the 
Tenderloin and improve the slums. Not much bigger than a boy and 
as naively logical as a child, his idea was to abolish the conditions which 
made strong boys and girls do bad things. 

He started to clean up, and at first there was no opposition. Who 
would not help save the kids? A politician then, Lindsey went to the 
other politicians, and they did some of the things he wanted done — 
quietly but well. He forgets this. The kids’ judge has never been 
able to learn about grown-ups what he discovered about the children. 
that it is conditions or some thing that makes strong men and women do 
bad things. He had not gone very far when he encountered opposition 
from bad men, he said. Gamblers, brewery and liquor interests, rose 
and united to stop him. They also were living under conditions that 
had to be changed. But Lindsey’s purpose was so sensible that sensible 
men and women rallied to his support. Some reformers appeared to 
lead, and there was a fight, and the reformers won it. Most people were 
for the Juvenile Court and its judge, who was becoming famous and 
making Denver famous. 

But this fight and the others that followed disturbed things as they 
were in Denver; the party machines and bosses felt threatened. Lind- 
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sey and his group had no ambition for political or business power or 
even for offices, but the votes they won, the secret ballots cast for them, 
altered the balance of power. The cleaning up of the slums and the 
Tenderloin would take away from the political bosses the shifting vote 
which, as they bought and placed it, gave them the decision as between 
the nearly equally balanced votes of the good citizens who were loyal 
to their parties. As in my other cities, it was not the good citizens; it 
was the purchasable minority that swung from one party to the other 
and so decided elections. Lindsey’s reform of the low-down wards 
where children were made bad was a menace to the power of the 
machines which were contending for the privilege of serving the public- 
utility and other business interests. The political bosses explained this 
to the business bosses, who passed the word to their fellow captains of 
industry, to their directors, stockholders, and customers, and to their 
wives and their ministers — to all the good people of the better classes, 
that Lindsey's work for children might be very good in itself, but it 
was hurting business; and so he must be taught or forced to keep out of 
politics. He could deal with the children after they had done evil, but 
he must not interfere with the conditions which led them into evil. 
Those conditions were a part of the conditions that made business 
good and paid dividends. 

Lindsey and his friends saw this, too, and they began to fight the 
public utilities and other corrupting businesses which depended upon 
poverty, vice, and bad politics. They and the whole town learned to 
see the connection. A new business was started in Colorado; cotton 
mills were built, and the chamber of commerce was enthusiastic over 
the development of a new enterprise. But Lindsey heard and saw that, 
to compete with the south, Colorado would have to furnish children to 
work in those mills. He beat the new cotton industry. He came upon 
graft in the Board of County Commissioners; he exposed that. He 
came to care about the welfare of labor, which had so many children, 
and that brought him into a clash with Colorado Fuel and Iron, and 
employers generally. In brief, Lindsey was soon at war with the 
whole system which was the government of his State and of its colleges, 


churches, and of society. He has told the whole story in his book, . 


The Beast and the Jungle. He carried on for years. He lobbied bills 
for his Juvenile Court through the Legislature; he had parents and 
adults generally made answerable to the court for their fault in the 
offenses of children. He had influence with the bad politicians, who 
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understood what he was up to and were willing to slip over a decent 
law. It was the top of society that was against the judge, the lawyers 
who were not needed in children’s cases as Lindsey conducted them, 
clergymen and teachers; and these, the professional, business, and social 
leaders, were weakened by the secret services Lindsey had rendered 
them by saving their own children from jail and public disgrace. It 
was the lower classes, honest labor and the growing children themselves, 
who voted en bloc and carried voters for Ben Lindsey. 

There have been other juvenile courts modeled upon Lindsey’s since 
his proved so useful. They have not had to fight so hard, but they did 
not follow through as their prophet did. They established institutions, 
as the followers of Christ founded churches, and they minded their 
own business as the Christians kept out of politics. They save the 
children; the juvenile courts of some cities are as efficient as Denver's, 
but they did not try to remove the social and economic causes of the 
evil-doing of children. 

In the sunny days when I was sitting in the parks of Denver hearing 
Ben Lindsey's story, I was struck by the logic of his course from effect 
back to causes — as a method; by his daring, triumphant experiments 
with the strength he felt and appealed to in bad boys (he would not 
then talk for publication about his bad girls); and most of all I was 
influenced by the observation that this man was applying Christianity 
to a very practical problem. 


XVIII. A SUCCESSFUL FAILURE 


HILE I was half playing, half working, on Everybody's Maga- 

\ Ny zine in New York and Riverside, Edward A. Filene, the 

Boston merchant, sought me out and invited me to muck- 
rake Boston. Boston! He did not know, of course, that I had long 
wished to go there to study, at their source, the American ideals which 
did not “ work” in the rest of the country. He evidently expected a 
regular “ exposure” of the political corruption of his city, but he said 
I would be free to do and write whatever I liked. His proposition was 
that I go to Boston with my family, live there a year, investigate and 
report the conditions as I found them, and, if I saw one, draw a plan 
for a way out. He would raise a small but sufficient fund to pay my 
expenses. In return for the money, my report was to become not mine 
but the committee’s, who would publish and receive any profits there 
were on the book. 

I accepted this offer, closed my Riverside house, and moved, with my 
wife and her mother, to Boston and went to work first on this man, 
Filene. He interested me. A big businessman, he seemed to be a 
democrat, a thinker, who said things like an intellectual, but who 
went and did them like a practical man of business. I have never got 
over some of Filene’s sayings. “There are no miracles,” for example. 
When he said that the first time, I passed it as commonplace. The sec- 
ond time he said it, it struck me that he believed it to such an extent 
that he acted upon it. He was telling how as a youth he had an eczema 
which was so bad that it set him apart at school and kept him from 
going to Harvard. “I wanted to be a statesman,” he said; “so I had 
to go to college, but I couldn't. I was too offensive to look at; so I went 
into my father’s business and decided there that I would be a business 
statesman. For I saw that there was plenty to do in making business 
scientific. There were evils to correct, and I could see that anybody 
could correct them if he realized that there were no miracles of evil 
either, that it was only a matter of removing the causes of evil. But 
first I must find and remove the cause of my eczema.” 
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He called on the Boston physicians who specialized in skin diseases, 
but he asked them to explain, not to cure, his malady. What was 
eczema? What caused it? He got from them the titles of books which 
he read and the names of specialists anywhere in the world whom he 
consulted with his growing knowledge of eczema. He came to know 
all that all the experts knew about his kind of eczema. And then he 
cured himself by treating not the skin but the root causes of the condi- 
tion of his skin. It was in this sense that he meant that there are no mir- 
acles. It was in this literal sense that his sayings, many of them the 
merest platitudes, were so vivid in his mind that they came to me like 
discoveries really fit to act upon as he acted upon them. Maybe I was 
discovering only a difference between intellectuals and men of action. 
For I noticed that when I said something to him he did not follow my 
logic; reason was not convincing to him; he was imagining my proposi- 
tion in action, and he took or he rejected it according to whether he 
could see it being done. But, if he did see it working, he would try it 
on. He asked me once how he could overcome the class, race, and 
religious differences which split up Boston so that the city could not act 
asa unit on anything. There was the old, lingering prejudice against 
the Catholics and the Irish, for and against the “ Brahmins,” as the old 
families were called. I suggested, humorously, a City Club where all 
these varieties of Bostonese would meet and learn to know one another. 
We talked about it; he was serious; and I became interested. He was 
talking about ways and means, all political, and he decided that it was 
a good idea because it could be done. And he did it, politically. He 
inquired around for a popular, able organizer; he offered him a good 
salary and a life career; and he told him what to do. The organizer 
was to make a list of all the going clubs in Boston, find out who were 
the leading spirits in each club, gather each of these sets of leaders at a 
meeting, and tell them, privately and separately, what he was up to. 
He and these men were to found a downtown club, good, cheap, con- 
venient, where they were to bring together all sorts of men just to meet 
one another and so overcome prejudices. The club was to be for the 
common good of Boston; it was to discuss and hear discussed all sorts 
of local problems, but was never to act, never to go into politics or do 
anything; only listen, talk, understand. This was to develop a Boston 
city spirit and give individual citizens a chance to become known. 
Filene himself made a search for a cook. He knew that good food, 
cheap, was essential; so he went to all sorts of restaurants in all the 
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cities he visited, looking for good food. When he had a good meal he 
talked to the chef, and— well, he found an undiscovered genius 
in a third-class New York restaurant, and he engaged him to come to 
the Boston City Cluh when it was ready. He saw the list of members 
as it grew, made sure that, however prominent or obscure, they were 
the men who made their own clubs. Then, with all the forces going 
that must make a live club, he, Filene, went off on a trip around the 
world — to “really get it that the earth was round.” When he came 
back the Boston City Club was the most successful club in Boston and 
going far beyond his control. Every one of the first members of that 
club knew that he and a few of his friends and the directors were in a 
conspiracy for the democratization of Boston, but none but the directors 
knew that Filene, a quiet director, was in on the plot. 

Another time Filene thought that the Merchants Association, the 
Board of Trade, and the Chamber of Commerce of Boston should be 
merged into one and democratized. He was a member of none of them; 
they were all against his (and his friends’) activities in the matter of 
the graft and political corruption of the public-service corporations; 
and some of these old commercial institutions owned buildings and 
valuable properties and privileges. Filene, the rank outsider, analyzed 
the forces for and against his scheme; he set picked conspirators at 
work, and he, a reformer, “a troublemaker who hurt business” and a 
newcomer in business, did finally consolidate those dead old institutions 
into one powerful, active Chamber of Commerce with a big, broad, 
ever-increasing membership. And having done that in Boston, he 
similarly reformed the chambers of commerce in other cities, and then 
he united all of them into a national Chamber of Commerce, which, 
right after the war, he brought into an international Chamber of 
Commerce made up of the representatives of reformed chambers of 
commerce in European and other countries. 

A miracle? No. This was done by a tried method that set in motion 
certain known forces. 

“Yes,” said Louis D. Brandeis, who used to work with Filene in 
those early days and was his chief adviser, “ Filene is forever making 
weapons for the enemy.” 

Those chambers of commerce all over the world are powerful reac- 
tionary influences. Filene is as helpless in them as he is in the Boston 
City Club, but he was a democrat, a liberal democrat; he was sure that 
democracy must be as good for business as for politics. Anyhow, 
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believing in it, he was for democracy everywhere always, even in his 
own store. 

He had a yacht at Marblehead when I first knew him, and like so 
many yachtsmen, was always on the lookout for guests to use his boat. 
He put me aboard that first summer in Boston and brought me books, 
Papers, magazines, every evening to keep me entertained. One day I 
picked up the weekly paper published by his employees, and on the first 
page was an article by E. A. Filene himself. It was a reproachful ac- 
count of how his ambition was to have his business taken away from 
him by his employees; he had given them constitutional powers which 
would, if used, enable the workers to govern themselves, manage the 
business, and finally get possession of the company. And, he wrote, 
all the employees ever used these powers for was to achieve a few 
minor privileges, such as shorter hours and a half holiday. He expressed 
his great disappointment. 

“Do you mean that, E.A.? ” I asked him at the evening meal. 

He most certainly did, and he gave more details of the folly of his 
employees. Would he allow me to address his employees? He would. 
Would he attend the meeting himself? He promised. And within a 
week he brought me an invitation to speak at a regular shop meeting. 
He went with me to confront those hundreds of young men and women. 
I told them how, in cities and States, the people had votes with power 
to govern, but did not exercise their rights; they let their bosses rule 
them scandalously. My hearers laughed at the people of New York, 
Philadelphia, Missouri, etc. They did not laugh so much when I 
showed them that the citizens of Boston let slip their powers in the 
same way and to the same ridiculous effects. They tittered, however; 
they could see that the people of Boston were abused. 

But when I paused and took up them and their store, there was 
silence. Pointing at Mr. Filene, I said that he said that they, his em- 
ployees, were as weak and as ridiculous as the citizens of any city. 
I quoted from his article in their shop paper his complaint that he had 
given them power to take over the company and that they used it only 
for trivialities, not always in the interest of the business. 

“ There he sits,” I said. “He will stop me if I say anything untrue. 
He asked me to come here and see if I could not lead you to see the 
chance you have to take and govern and own this great business. He 
says he can’t make you believe it. He says that he, the boss, is a demo- 
crat and that you, the workers, are not; that you want to be bossed; 
that all you want is a little more pay and a little more time to play. 


A SUCCESSFUL FAILURE 369 


I say that you here are a fair test of democracy and that if you don’t 
want to take over this offered shop it means that the people don't 
want to govern their cities, States, and—themselves. Anyhow, you 
have no right to laugh at New Yorkers, Philadelphians, Missourians, 
and your Boston neighbors.” 

There was no answer, no sound. I asked Filene to withdraw a mo- 
ment and then asked that hunk of “the people” to say something. 
Not a word. It was the boss who afterward, on the way home, asked 
me how he could stir up a demand on the part of his employees for 
more power and, ultimately, possession. “I will leave them my stock 
if they will show any disposition to—use it.” All 1 could suggest at 
the time was that he hire and encourage some “ agitators.” 

“We have some now,” he answered. “They do not agitate for 
power; it is they who start the demands for petty privileges.” 

E.A., as his friends call him, has built up one of the greatest big 
department stores in the United States. He has several thousand em- 
ployees, a capitalization of millions, and he has made his shop a leader 
in the retail trade, all by the application, as a boss, of the principles 
of democracy to business. He invented a method, called everywhere the 
“basement store,” to save and to distribute at a price lowered every 
week the surplus goods that once were destroyed. I remember the shock 
with which he pointed out to me one day a newspaper account of the 
burning by manufacturers of a lot of pianos that had been overproduced. 
He saw that waste, and he worked on the problem till he solved it in 
his line, and when he solved it, persuaded his competitors to adopt his 
method. 

He calls his life a failure, “the failure of a successful millionaire,” 
but that is because he did not do the two things he wanted most to do. 
His first ambition was his shop democracy. His second and greatest 
was to be to distribution what Ford afterward became to manufacturing. 

“The cost of the distribution of manufactured goods now,” he said to 
me way back in 1908-9, “is 55 per cent of the price of those goods. 
This is disgraceful; this is bad management. I would like to lower that 
percentage.” 

And here the other day, twenty years later, he said, “ The cost of 
distribution is higher than it was then, even in my store.” He said this 
to justify his own view that he had been defeated and was a failure. 

Anyhow, this was the man who invited me to Boston. There were 
others, he said, who contributed to the fund, but I was never told who 
they were. E. A. Filene was my sole boss in Boston. 
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first was a book which was never published; the second was a 

plan which was published but never carried out. The book was 
supposed to be destructive, a statement and an analysis of the conditions, 
a diagnosis of the disease; the Boston 1915 Plan was to have been con- 
structive, a cure, a way out. The book took me several years to write, 
and when it was done, went to the committee, who tried to find a pub- 
lisher, as I did, in vain. There was, in Boston, some suspicion that the 
committee suppressed it. The assumption was that I had muckraked 
the politics of the city, as I had other cities, and that my committee of 
anonymous leading citizens did not like the picture drawn, and owning 
it, hid it from the light. 

Boston was corrupt. So was Massachusetts, New England. The 
first impression I got was that Boston was worse than Philadelphia, 
that Boston and Massachusetts were the worst that I had ever seen and 
felt. But I recalled my old theory of progression in corruption. So it 
was truer to say that Boston was in a later, lower, worse stage of the 
same growing system which gripped all the other cities that I had stud- 
ied. Massachusetts was deeper in the same organization of privilege 
and false or contradictory thinking that prevailed in the other States I 
had seen. It was not exceptional even in New England; it was typical 
of New England, which was darkest America. What seemed “ better ” 
in Boston was really worse. There was no one political boss of Boston, 
as there was of most cities. This fact suggests that the political boss will 
pass; he is a scandalous agent, who, like the boss of California quoted, 
“has to let the little grafters get theirs.” The political boss has passed 
out in Boston; the business bosses have dispensed with him, and they 
have found that they can manage the corruption of politics themselves 
much better. 

There was less scandal in Boston, fewer exposures, and those that 
were started were kept within bounds as in old England, where likewise 
there are no bosses, where likewise gentlemen attend to all the politics. 
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This made Boston look better than Philadelphia; this made it harder to 
muckrake. There had been an exposure just before I arrived in the city. 
A grand jury had taken up some rumors, inquired into them, and was 
getting evidence of political corruption, especially in public contracts. 
But when the witnesses began to point the way up out of politics into 
business the investigation was stopped. And it was squelched before 
the scandal had reached men and interests important enough to make 
national news out of the mere local scandal. I had a chapter on this; 
Walter Lippmann wrote it for me. I could not write it myself. The 
facts and the meaning of it were so common; I had reported the like so 
often that my mind or my stomach revolted at the repetition. Boston 
was so like other cities that I could not—I did not — muckrake its 
politics, which were all business. What Boston suggested to me was 
the idea that business and politics must be one; that it was natural, 
inevitable, and — possibly — right that business should —by bribery, 
corruption, or — somehow get and be the government. 

This theory of the unification of business management and political 
government was supported later by what I saw in Europe, but at the 
time, with my American ideals, I was stopped from thinking much 
about it because I had to think also of what that meant to labor and 
the farmers and us, the people, who were in business only as workers, 
consumers, and spectators. Democracy! I believed in democracy; 
so I could not, would not, see. For my democracy was a conviction, 
not a theory; so it excluded a new theory. In brief, I was, as I can see 
now, in the same state of mind as Boston, only more troubled, less ad- 
justed, less sure. Boston was doing one thing and thinking another, 
moving on and looking back, preaching modern business and believ- 
ing in the principles and the ideals of another era or eras. And that 
was what was the matter with Boston and me, not what we did, but 
what we thought. 

You could see it, plain, in Boston, founded by a lot of earnest Puri- 
tans from England who had the “ truth ” and wished to be free to prac- 
tice it, who came to the new country to set up liberty and the Right. 
How can one believe in both liberty and the Right? The Puritans 
took liberty for themselves, but they could not grant it to others who 
were wrong. They formed, as we all do, watertight compartments of 
the mind, learned from the start to think one way and do another. 
As the Puritans went on from agriculture to industry they kept their 
principles as convictions in one lobe of their brains, which they did 
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not let know what the other lobe was doing. They could corrupt 
their democratic, agricultural government and social organization to 
their business uses and still be honest men and democrats who believed 
and said what the Governor of Connecticut said: “ It is right for us (the 
aristocrats) who know what is right to (by votes and otherwise) 
influence the ignorant who do not know what is right.” They could 
believe in the nobility and discipline of labor and yet justify the accu- 
mulation of riches to save their children from the discipline of labor. 
They could stand for free speech, a free press, and all that, and tyranni- 
cally suppress agitators and buy up or boycott papers that spread dis- 
content. New England is dying of hypocrisy. That was what 
I wrote into my Boston book, and the remedy I offered was — more 
hypocrisy. 

What I mean by this I can illustrate by reporting a conversation 
with President Eliot of Harvard. It was at the end of his term, just 
before he gave way to President Lawrence Lowell. Meeting him one 
day in the Yard, I joined him and proposed that he let me give a short 
course to seniors on “the forms in which the first steps to bribery and 
corruption come to young men in all walks of life.” He was interested 
enough to let me give him examples of what I would teach. 

“A young lawyer is sent to court to ask for a postponement of a 
case. He fails to get it, and another, older young attorney goes and 
gets it. The failure asks the success how he did it, and the success 
says he tipped the clerk of the court. The failure learns thus a lesson 
which he applies thereafter so well that some day later you find him in 
the lobby at Hartford or Albany ‘tipping’ legislators and never know- 
ing that he is a briber.” 

President Eliot liked this, an actual story; he stood and drew out more 
and more. He was moved almost to a consideration of my proposition 
till he happened to ask me what my course would lead up to. 

“You would teach those things to stop the doing of them?” he 
asked. 

“Oh, no,” I blurted. “I don’t mean to keep the boys from suc- 
ceeding in their professions. All I want to do is to make it impossible 
for them to be crooks and not know it. Intelligence is what I am 
aiming at, not honesty. We have, we Americans, quite enough hon- 
esty now. What we need is integrity, intellectual honesty.” 

That ended me with Mr. Eliot. He gave me a piercing look, a polite 
bow, and walked on to his office. I would have liked to tell him how 
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about that time President Mellon of the New York, New Haven and 
Hartford Railroad, a western man, who had acquired what I wished all 
young men to have, asked me in his office one day how he could get 
himself and his railroad out of politics. I asked him why he asked thar, 
and the long answer was that he had “ done politics” in the railroad 
business out west, realized what that meant to him and to society, 
and had made up his mind, when Morgan called him east, to cut it 
out. And he was finding that he could not cut it out; when he did 
not do what had always been done in Massachusetts, Rhode Island, 
Connecticut, and New York, his railroad was held up and his directors 
made it hot for him. He had tried, but he was finding that he “ had to” 
do it. 

“Well, that’s the answer, Mr. Mellon,” I said. “ That's what I hear 
all over this country. You can’t run a railroad without corrupting 
and running the government.” 

He was amazed that I, a reformer, should say that. “ You tell me 
that? You!” he repeated. 

“Yes,” I said. “F tell you that; it’s evidently a fact, a truth, a hateful 
truth, which most men who acknowledge it don’t feel the hatefulness 
of, as you do. They excuse it; they ignore it; they are not intelligent.” 

“ But what, then, shall I do?” he almost cried. 

My suggestion was that since hz knew and hated what he had to 
do, he should stay on the job and do it up brown. “If we can have all 
such positions filled with intelligent men who, knowingly, corrupt 
government, it would be a great step ahead of where we are now — 
betrayed by a lot of honest men who think they are the moral pillars of 
society.” $ 

Mr. Mellon did not seem satished with my advice, and a year or two 
later he resigned. I fictionized this incident in the story of “The 
Reluctant Briber,” and I hope President Eliot read it. He wasn't satis- 
fied with my advice to him either. And there was one other New 
Englander who was dumbfounded by the idea of, for the present. 
putting intelligence above morality. 

On a train going from Boston to New Haven for a Harvard-Yale 
football game, Edward A. Filene told me he had just left in the 
smoking-room one of the steel men who had been indicted in the slight 
exposure I referred to above: the exposure of collusive bidding for 
city contracts. I went in and sat beside this young businessman and 
drew from him his story. He was bitter about it, and inclined to be 
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cynical, which is a symptom of defeat, of a failure to think through 
some emotional experience. 

He had been one of those goad citizens, he said, who had stood up 
boldly for the grand-jury probe into political corruption, and then when 
it came he was, to his amazement, one of the first witnesses called. 
And, by Jove, he was called as an evil-doer, a felon, and —and, yes, 
he was guilty. Had he not gone into a pool of steel men to agree on 
bids so that each in turn would get contracts, at a “fair price” ? He 
had. It was not exactly a pool, but there had been a lot of throat- 
cutting in the trade; the competitive bidding had cut prices down till no 
man could make any profit. Really. So the steel men met informally, 
and — it wasn’t a pool; that is to say, they did not call or think of it as 
a pool, and certainly there was no criminal intent; but, yes, they did 
agree to agree on prices and on who was to get each contract. “ And,” 
he said bitterly, “ that was absolutely necessary; it was a crime, but it is 
necessary. I was not punished, much; I was let off easy, but I was— 
I was a crook.” 

“ And you still have to be a crook?” I asked, and he was shocked; 
so I added, “ You still have to have some understanding with the other 
bidders? A pool? Collusive bids? ” 

He did; slowly he admitted it, and, an honest man, his only pose 
was— the cynic. That's what I hate, cynicism, and that’s what I tried 
to break with my answer. 

“ Well,” I said, “ you are lucky. Your town, this country, is full up 
with honest men such as you were, who are crooks without ever 
knowing it. They are good, but they are not intelligent. You are in- 
telligent. If you know that you are a crook and that you have to be a 
crook, you are, where all Bostoners would like to be and think they 
are, in the aristocracy of men who know that some of our laws run 
counter to the forces of nature, to the economic pressure of business.” 

“What, for example?” He was interested. 

“ Well, you know, for example, that there is something wrong with 
an antitrust law that forbids the apparently inevitable formation of 
pools, which are the first step toward the organization of monopolies.” 

“But monopolies are wrong, aren’t they? ” 

“There is something wrong about monopolies, I think, either in 
their origin or in their private control, but men like you, who see that 
they are necessary and evil somehow, are on the way to find out just 
what it is that is wrong and cure it. Good businessmen — like you, 
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before you were caught and convicted — will never solve a problem that 
calls for knowledge, study, and insight.” 

Still in doubt, he looked at me to see if I was serious, and I was. 
I restated my theorem. 

“You are one of the few Boston men who are what they all think 
they are, good and true. You are in the way of becoming an intelligent 
and therefore an unhappy crook.” 
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due to the conflict between its intellectual culture in old ideals 

and its activities in a new (industrial) organization of society; 
and having tried out on a few individuals the healing effect of the 
sight of themselves as honest men doing dishonest things, as law-abid- 
ing citizens breaking the law, as good respectable gentlemen in part- 
nership with politicians, I settled upon that as the cure for the city — 
to try to draw a plan for its reform that would lead the community as a 
whole to see that Something was making them all do what they did not 
want to do, and lead them to deal with that Thing or those Things. 
In a word: the Boston 1915 Plan was to produce a city of people on 
to themselves, and so uncomfortably “on” that they would cither 
change the conditions or become a community of conscious crooks or, 
best of all, give up their old ideals and form new ideals which would 
fit modern life and save the United States from hypocrisy and the fate 
of nations. 

My sponsor, E. A. Filene, called together a group of earnest, repre- 
sentative men, some of them reformers, not all; and they asked me 
that question. I told them the story of the briber in Wisconsin who 
had handled the money to buy for a lumber king a seat in the U.S. 
Senate. He was confessing how he had spent it in Milwaukee, ward 
by ward, till he came to “bum wards,” which you could not buy, 
because the socialists in them had a plan to save the world. It was 
vision that made men honest. 

So, I said to the Boston group, we must have something for the men 
and women of the city to be devoted to, some vision of the future of 
Boston. As it stood, Boston was partly a place to live in, partly a place 
to live on. The city was accepted as all done. If we could sketch 
out a picture of the city as it might be made, or even as it was evidently 
going inevitably to be, the people of Boston, both good and bad, both 
respectable and common, might become so interested that they would 
neither rob it nor let it be robbed. This meant a plan, and I suggested 
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that we put into our plan only projects— for buildings both private 
and public, for parks and roads, for reforms and social improvements, 
objectives already proposed by separate groups, companies, and indi- 
viduals. We'd find out what everybody was planning to do, each by 
himself, in business, politics, religion, and social reform, and spread out 
all these plans as one unified Plan for Boston to show accomplished 
by, say, 1922. The date was a mistake. In 1908 it was impossible to 
contemplate 1922. It was visionary, they said, and when I answered 
that a vision should be a bit visionary, they agreed, but 1922 was too 
visionary, too far off. It was evident that the human mind is so used 
to thinking close to the present that fourteen years ahead is incompre- 
hensible. Those men talked in 1908 as if 1922 would never come, and 
when we finally compromised on 1915 and made the Boston 1915 Plan, 
it was only with the lifting of practical eyebrows and the shrugging of 
businesslike shoulders. 

However, we did get on to the execution of the plan. Who was to 
organize and carry out this visionary plan which was to be got so 
vividly into people’s heads that they would resent a political or a busi- 
ness graft, not because it was a “ steal,” but because it delayed the pro- 
gram of the city, and that would lead to such a demand for revenue 
and a clearance of obstacles that public opinion would question certain 
franchises and the leading citizens who held or sought them? Who 
was to lead the movement against the leading grafters? My sugges- 
tion that the leading grafters themselves should be the leaders in this 
“reform movement” was a shock. These good citizens thought that 
we should have only good and, if possible, the best citizens on the 
Committee of the Boston 1915 Plan. It took a lot of debate to per- 
suade them to see my point: that good people and the best men had 
been tried all through the world’s history and especially in Boston; 
and they had failed. The clergy had governed Boston once, then the 
aristocracy, then the leading businessmen. All these forms of good- 
ness had had their day. Let's give up the good men and try the strong 
men. It was true that the strong men were often bad men or busy 
with bad businesses, but, I argued, if we could start these natural 
leaders to working on our good plan, they might become interested 
in it. They would find it big and difficult, but they liked hard, large 
jobs. There would be obstacles and opposition, but they loved a fight. 
Indeed, it was the fighting which might convert these bad men to 
carry on where good men commonly lay down. 


Pict eniin eprops m oe 
Eea hen = ont aaa), 


Bs 


tU 


re 


Sj c 


ee D 


EP, CATE Ee Aay ane sadaa 
r AA r E h 


orm 


378 MUCKRAKING 


But would we be able to get them started? I was sure of it; I did 
not want to go out myself to enlist them. I was not an organizer; 
the committee should find a man of action to do the work. There was 
so much doubt about the possibility of winning the natural leaders 
to our side that finally I offered to prove that it could be done; I'd get 
one man, any one they named, for an example. Who was the worst, 
the most impossible, man in Boston? 

“Martin Lomasny,” they said, all in quick agreement. A politician 
he was. I had expected them to name a big businessman, some hard- 
boiled captain of industry, but they were themselves all business and 
professional men. Of course they would think first of a politician. 
I accepted the nomination, and the next morning early I took my little 
dog, Mickey Sweeney, and went over in the bad wards where Martin 
Lomasny was the boss. Everybody I asked knew where to find 
“Martin”; one tough guided me to the open door and pointed up 
the stairs to the large poolroom on the second floor where the boss 
“hung out.” He was there, alone. 

As Martin Lomasny came toward me in the slow strength of his 
stride and I saw the heavy jaw and the hard face of the man, I wilted. 
No place for a vision in those eyes. And his speech! 

“Who do you want?” he demanded. 

“ Martin Lomasny.” 

“That’s me,” he said. “Who are you?” 

I told him. “Sure,” he said. “I've read your stuff. What do you 
want?” 

“I want to muckrake this town of Boston, find out what's wrong 
with it and a way to make it right.” 

He stood there, expressionless, looking at me a moment; then: 
“ Well, and what do you want of me? ” 

“Help. I’m no detective. I can’t go around in gumshoes getting the 
facts. My method is to find out the men who are running things all 
wrong and get them to tell me what they do and how they do it and 
why and for whom. Without that I can’t do a thing.” 

He was still standing there, eyeing me. And he certainly did look 
bad, cold, hard. He wasn’t afraid of silence. He took his time; then 
he said: “ And how did you happen to come to me?” 

“The reformers sent me to you,” I answered. “They tried to tell 
me some things, but they didn’t know much, and what they have 
got they don't get always right. Good men don’t understand; only 
bad men.” 
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“Well—” 

“Well” — I had to say it — “ well, I asked them who was the worst 
man in town, and they named you. So I’ve come to get the lowdown 
on things, and — will you give it to me?” 

“Go on talking,” he said. “I’m sizin’ you up.” 

This was a difficult setting for a speech, but I made one. I said that 
one of the ways of saying what was the matter with democracy was 
to see that the leaders of the people betrayed them. Instead of leading 
a city or a nation to a career, leaders who won the faith and the votes of 
the mob used them to make careers for themselves. “ All leaders do it: 
captains of industry, doctors and attorneys, editors, priests— all the 
natural leaders of society are making successes of themselves and so— 
a failure of democracy. This isn’t right. Our ideal is individual, not 
social, success, and that's what has to be changed, this ideal. We have 
got to get the leaders to have a more social ideal, and I have come to 
Boston to develop one in all your leaders here, and I want to begin 
with the political leaders, like you, who seem to me to be the first and 
worst traitors. I have to find out what they do, as I said, and how 
and why.” 

“That’s enough,” he snapped. “I'll help you. You're on the level. 
Come in here.” 

He led the way out of the big hall where his voters came to play 
pool and, in winter, to be warm; we went into his office, where he 
pointed to a safe. 

“See that? ” he said. ‘“That’s full of facts, documents, records, 
“the goods’ on everybody and everything, the evidence to prove what 
we all know, we politicians. You can have it all.” 

That morning and many a night thereafter I sat in one chair, Mickey 
Sweeney in another, Martin Lomasny in a third, and we talked about 
Boston and the leading men of Boston. The Ninth Ward boss told 
us everything I wanted to know. He kept his word. He did not — 
when it came right down to it, he would not— give me his evidence 
against individuals. His stuff was ammunition that he thought he 
would use if he was attacked. When I asked him how a certain 
banker put over a certain deal, Martin would start to tell me, and then 
halt, think, and say: “ No. Look here. I can give you what you want 
best by telling you what I did in that matter.” And that he would 
freely relate, and that showed how things were worked, laid bare the 
workings of the system. But the only individual he ever exposed was 
Martin Lomasny, who, believe it or not, was one of the best men I 
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met in Boston. He was honest; he had intellectual integrity. He saw 
things straight and talked straight about them. He had the mind and 
the imagination to do that. And he had heart, both for daring and 
for kindness. 

One day late in the winter, after I had seen the business end of 
politics, it occurred to me that I had neglected the police and the police 
graft. I didn’t mean to write about it, but I felt that I should know it; 
and yet I hated the dirty job of visiting and inquiring into vice, gam- 
bling, and professional crime. 

“Why not go and get it all secondhand but right from Martin? " 
I had not seen him for weeks. Taking my dog again, 1 climbed up 
into his office, and there he was, alone as usual, his feet up on a desk. 
No greeting from him. I apologized for not having been around 
lately. 

“No, but your dog has,” he grumbled. “He comes to see me now 
and then. He’s all right, that dog, a true friend.” 

And it was true. I learned from others I had seen much of that after 
T quit them Mickey Sweeney had kept up the connection by occasional 
calls. Martin said Mickey would come into his office, jump up on 
the chair he used to sit on, stay a few minutes, then smile, and run along 
around his social circle of personal calls. 

“You must want something,” Martin grumbled at me. 

“Ido,” I said. “I want to know about the police graft here.” 

“Police graft? ” he repeated. He did not like comprehensive ques- 
tions. I made it more explicit. 

“Yes,” I said. “Police graft. What do you do about the petty 
crooks?” 

He was cross, or he pretended to be. 

“What do you mean by petty crooks? ” 

“Oh, you know, the dips, the burglars and thieves, the regular pro- 
fessional crooks that we honest grafters call criminals.” 

“ And what do you mean by what I do about them?” 

“Well, you go to the front for them, don’t you? See the district 
attorney or a judge or the cops — you get them off, don’t you? ” 

“Yes, I do,” he said, dropping his feet and facing me with three 
fingers thrust under my nose. “Three times.” 

I laughed. “ Ah, now, don’t you sometimes do it four times?” He 
was defying me. “Seven times? Martin, don’t you even get ’em off 
seventy times seven times? ” 
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“Yes, I do,” he burst. “I never quit some of ’em, not the way 
you do.” 

“OF course,” I said. “ You stick, but tell me, how do you justify it 
to yourself, saving these hopeless crooks over and over and over again 
when you know they'll come back and do it over and over and over 
again!” 

I did not expect him to answer this question. It was more of an 
exclamation on my part, but he did answer it; inarticulate people can 
sometimes express themselves. 

“I think,” said Martin Lomasny, “that there’s got to be in every 
ward somebody that any bloke can come to—no matter what he’s 
done —and get help. Help, you understand; none of your law and 
your justice, but help.” 

That hit me hard, and we got no further that day. I postponed po- 
lice graft. I just sat there and took in what Martin had said, and as I 
took it in I saw that churches had been built upon that need and that 
sanctuary service, that it was fundamental, that the political boss and 
his so-called machine stood upon that rock. They provided help and 
counsel and a hiding place in emergencies for friendless men, women, 
and children who were in dire need, who were in guilty need, with 
the mob of justice after them. And, as I sat there and thought, I saw 
that if we were to build up in Boston an organization to replace the 
political machine and so win to the town the loyalty that now went to 
the boss and his party, we must provide for that service. 

I went away, full of that idea, to consult with Filene and Brandeis 
and others about it. Mr. Brandeis saw it; so did E. A. Filene, who 
said: “ Yes. There is something to do there. I have always felt that 
it was wrong to outlaw anybody. No one should ever be made to feel 
that he is beyond the pale.” I concocted a plan for a committee to sit 
in a ward, to be composed of a physician to give medical help, an at- 
torney to give legal counsel, a businessman not only to give business 
advice but to find jobs for men in business as well as in politics, a 
clergyman to offer spiritual comfort, and one other, preferably some- 
one who had done wrong enough himself to understand guilt. We 
found some men for the committee: Brandeis for the lawyer, Dr. 
L. R. G. Crandon for the doctor, the Rev. Mr. Samuel Eliot, a very 
exceptional clerygman, for the spiritual adviser; and Filene was to be 
or suggest the businessman. I was stuck for a “ bad man ” till I thought 
of Martin himself. 
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“Will he help us undermine his own power? ” E.A. asked. I said 
I'd see, and I called on him — to see. 

“Hello, Martin,” I greeted him one night at his headquarters. “I 
think I've got a scheme to beat you out in your own ward.” 

“Year” 

“Yes. You remember what you said the other day about help for 
the helpless? Well, I been thinking about that, and I can see that by 
giving men aid in their troubles you get their gratitude and they pay 
you back with the only thing they've got, their votes and their loyalty, 
which you take to send yourself to the Legislature and your party to 
— other places of power. Now Boston has to get that loyalty and those 
ballots by rendering the service you render. See?” 

“Yes?” He saw, quizzically. “ How you going to do it?” 

I told him about the committee and who they were and what they 
were to do. “ Brandeis to give the law, E.A. to get the jobs —” 

“Will they do it? ” he asked, surprised. 

“They have promised to.” And he was impressed. I went on to 
name the rest of the committee, the clergyman, the doctor. “ And, 
now,” I said, “ we need a human being; you know, a fellow who can 
understand a crook, even a repeater, to steer the rest of the committee 
and keep them away from Justice and Right and —and deservingness; 
as I say, a human being.” 

“Yes, and that’s where you got stuck,” he said. 

“ No, I’ve just the man, the very man, the only man I know of who 
can beat you at your own game in your own ward.” 

“Who?” he queried; he was really interested. 

“ Martin Lomasny,” I answered, and I gave him a moment to re- 
cover. Then: “ Will you do it?” 

“Yes,” he said very quietly, “Tl try it out.” 

“I knew you would,” I said. “But I won't let you. Not like that. 
You have answered on the spur of the moment, and that won’t go with 
me. You must think it over. And, say, you’ve got to talk it over 
with the gang. They'll kick, you know.” 

I saw the dictator harden against those prospective kicks, but I rose 
to go, saying that, anyway, I would not take his impulsive consent, only 
a deliberate conclusion after reflection. I hastened away, and a few 
days later he called me up on the telephone. 

“You were right about the gang,” he said. “ They are kicking like 
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steers. They went right up in the air, and they haven't come down. 
Won't speak to me, they're so hot.” 

“What do they say?” I asked. 

“Oh, they say that I’m a sucker to be taken in by a reformer. They 
call you a reformer. And they say besides that it’s all right for me to 
turn reformer if I want to, that I've got mine, but how about them? 
They haven’t got theirs yet, and — all like that.” 

“Well,” I said, “that’s right, isn’t it? It isn’t square to take them 
in on a game that hasn't been explained to them, is it, now?” 

“I can see that now,” he said. “But I didn’t think you'd see it and 
—and agree with them.” 

“TII tell you what we'll do,” I suggested. “ You call them together 
tonight, and I'll be down there and talk to them.” 

“Oh, will you?” He was unusually expressive, and his expression 
was that of relief or gladness and some worry. 

“Sure. Why not? Why you so anxious, Martin?” 

“Oh, well, it’s pretty strained down here. They are sore at me. I'd 
like to see you talk to them the way you did to me. I'll bet they fall for 
you, too; I want to see that so that they won't be able to high-hat me 
any more.” 

So we arranged for a meeting that night in Martin's office. 
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XXI. PRINCIPALS AND HEELERS 


y meeting with the Ninth Ward boss of Boston and his ring 
| \ ( — and one other similar experience in that town — taught me 
something. They explained, in a way, why I failed with my 
Boston 1915 movement, but they showed also that my failure was 
partly personal, that an intellectual cannot do an executive and an or- 
ganizing job and should not try to. No new lesson? No. I had 
learned it before; I was always falling into executive jobs, as you see, 
and so are other intellectuals. The world is full of unhappy people 
who are in places they don’t fit. If we would accept, we human beings, 
the probability that we are divisible into as many varieties as dogs are, 
and horses and even birds, and if each of us would learn young whether 
he is, roughly speaking, an executive or a thinker, artist, talker, worker, 
scholar, or scientist, we would find our jobs sooner and be happier ever 
after. 

I failed with my Boston Plan, and maybe such a plan for a city is 
impracticable; but my experience indicates, I think, that some such 
city planning might work under capable management. Anyway it had 
an appeal. When I reported to my committee that Martin Lomasny, 
whom they had nominated as the worst leading citizen in town, was 
willing to serve with us, the answer was that he was an exception, ex- 
ceptionally sentimental or easy. My theory that “human nature” was 
all right and that all it needed was some inspiration, a plan, an objec- 
tive, was not accepted. I could not “get” other politicians and bad 
men. Nor was I sure myself that I could. The meeting with Martin’s 
gang was a fair test. He was an older man, ripe with experience, and 
“wise.” Thats why he was a boss. His gang were younger men 
whom he had picked for strength as they grew up in his ward. They 
would be hard-boiled, practical, typical. If I could win them it would 
prove that the young, natural leaders of men would like to respond to 
a decent social purpose, just as well as they did to a lesser call. An 
organizer who would do or find a staff to do on a mass scale what I 
did might lead a town or a State or a country — to a community service. 
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(Russia and the Five-Year Plan proved this later.) But, to sense the 
humor of the situation that night when I went to the boss’s meeting, 
please picture Lomasny himself sitting apart, with his feet up on a 
window sill and his back to the room —an outcast from the “ gang“ 
of his eight or ten lieutenants who faced me, the intruder, a reformer. 
There were no introductions, only silence, and enmity for me and their 
leader. 

I grinned. I didn’t feel like smiling. They were an able-looking 
lot of young men, most of them big and strong, and all of them clear 
eyed and acute. It was I who suggested chairs. Silently we sat, and 
they waited, an attentive, if unfriendly, audience. I described to them 
the corrupt system of Boston and Massachusetts as I knew they knew 
it, pretty much as Martin had given it to me; only I did not speak of 
stealing and dishonesty. I called it a system of disloyalty, a typical 
arrangement which occurred everywhere. Natural leaders were born 
to lead the people, who really need loyal leaders. They could not solve 
their own social problems; they wanted their leaders to represent them 
and take care of their social interests. They gave those leaders their 
faith and their votes, all they had. They stuck. No outsider could 
swing them away from their leaders; no reformer or businessman 
could shake the people's faith in the people’s ward leaders. So the 
businessmen who wanted to get from the people part of their common 
wealth had to deal with the people’s leaders, and the people's leaders 
sold out the people, betrayed the pitiful faith of the masses in their weak- 
ness, and — hence our American government is no longer 2 democracy. 
but a plutocracy. 

For half an hour I elaborated and illustrated, citing cases they knew. 
summing up their knowledge to make them form the picture. Their 
faces relaxed, their eyes grew friendly. “Not reform, democracy is 
what we need. Not honesty; that does not pay; not education: the 
educated are the hardest to educate; it is loyalty and imagination and a 
social plan that we must develop, a scheme that will enlist the volu 
tary devotion of everybody, the good and the bad, the strong and the 
weak. But first we must get the leaders, the political traitors.” They 
listened, they saw something, they consented. 1 could see that. buz l 
could see that the boss with his big back to us could not see it. cll wher 
I had done and rested, after a perfect silence of a minute one of the hets 


tenants spoke up. í 
“ And what's your scheme? ” he said. Then I saw Martin take down 
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his upper leg and put it under the lower and relax. He knew by that 
question that they had “ fallen for” me. Now for the scheme, which 
I outlined as I had to Martin. There were some questions, a few; they 
were the sharp, critical questions that a practical politician would ask 
if he were thinking of carrying out the plan. “How would this work, 
and that? Would a committee like that be patient with a repeater? 
What would they do with a dope fiend who could not be cured?” I 
answered as best I could. “ A committee like that,” I said, for example, 
“ would discover the need for a hospital for the incurables of vice and 
crime.” They nodded. They all seemed to go along with me, with 
one exception. That man had not said a word. He had struck me 
from the first as the keenest, most antagonistic, but his face had cleared 
first, relaxed from opposition to perplexity. I felt that he was working 
on my problem from my point of view. 

But when at last he spoke, he said: “Nope. It won't work, your 
scheme; not the way you think. If Martin is on that committee, he 
and he alone will understand the business; the others won’t, and he'll 
be steering them all. And the guys that come up for help or favors, 
they'll damn soon see that. And so Martin will get all the gratitude 
and more power than ever out of it. No, you can see that, can’t you?” 
He turned to me to ask that, and, sure, I saw his point. And I dropped 
the committee idea right then and there. But I did not drop the scheme. 
I appealed to him and to them all. 

“ All right, then. You say my scheme won’t work. Give me one 
that will. It’s your problem, not mine alone. I’m only a reformer, no 
politician. You and your pals, you care, I can see, for the people in the 
ward; you hate the system as much as I do. That, too, I can see. Well, 
it's your job more than mine, this political reform. Do you fellows, 
now, you, tell me how to work it.” 

They did. That group of regular politicians tackled the problem of 
reform. “Why don’t you do this?” “No, but you could do that.” 
They labored together for an hour or more, till Martin Lomasny, rising 
suddenly with a frowning face that did not quite conceal a twinkling 
eye and a rude manner that expressed his delight, ordered us all off the 
premises. 

“ Get out of here, you reformers, all of you. Gwan now. It's mid- 
night, and you don’t any of you know anything about what you are 
talking about.” 

Which was the truth. A few days later one of those men, seeing me 
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on Beacon Street near the City Club, ran across to stop me and say: 
“ Say, I’ve been thinking it over, that scheme, and I’ve hit upon a way.” 
And he described it with enthusiasm, a way to beat the politicians and 
start a reform in Boston. It was “no good,” as I showed him; and he 
saw that it “ wouldn’t work.” But I saw two truths, one for comfort 
of reformers, the other for scientists to experiment with. 

Reformers will be pleased to observe that politicians on the reform 
side are as clumsy and as incapable as they, the reformers, are. And 
the political scientists, when they are born, will note well that regular 
politicians can be tempted to “ work for the right,” even against them- 
selves. 

When I was about to leave Boston, Martin Lomasny called on me 
to say good-by. He had promised to hold a secret meeting with his 
group, who spoke to him now, and decide together and tell me what 
they would do for “ Boston 1915.” 

“We have considered it several times; at every meeting we talk 
about it, and the gang authorizes me to say to you that we won’t join 
the plan; we don’t believe it will work. And we won't vote for any of 
your respectable candidates for office; we know them, and they are no 
goad. But this we'll do. If ever you see a chance for us to do some- 
thing for fundamental democracy, you come personally and tell me— 
you yourself — no letters and no messengers; you come, and you sy 
to me that you want us to help, and we'll give you the whole damn 
works.” 

“Fine,” I said, “but that will be hard, you know. I'll come to you 
late, perhaps, and what I'll ask will be something that you may not see 
is democratic. You'll say you can’t do that—” 

He stopped me. “If you say to do it I'l] deliver the machine to do it.” 

Now it became known that Martin would do things for me — objec- 
tive, impersonal things— and once, a year or two later, when I hap- 
pened to be in Boston, several Progressives asked me in the City Club 
to intercede with the boss, who was blocking in the Legislature a bill 
to democratize the method of electing delegates to national political 
party conventions. It was a measure I was interested in at the time; 
so I went up on the hill and saw Lomasny in the lobby. As I told him 
what I wanted, his face fell. 

“But you are late,” he protested. “All of us [bosses] have settled 
on it to beat that bill. Why, it would keep me from going to a presi- 
dential convention! You can’t — don’t ask me that.” 
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I reminded him of the warning I made when I took his promise, 
that I might be late and that he would say he could not do that. He 
looked sad, but as he turned away he said, “ All right, but you go in 
and watch the Senate when I do it.” 

I went in, and I did not see Martin at all. What I saw was men I 
knew, members of Martin’s crowd and other legislators, springing, one 
by one, to their feet, gathering in a huddle, and then looking over at 
me. And two or three of them rushed out into the lobby to demand 
of me, “Say, what you been doing to Martin? ” 

“Calling your old promise,” I answered, and they walked back in 
on the floor, and when the bill came up, it was passed with ring votes 
for it. 

Nor was that the end. The next morning I read in the newspapers 
a New York dispatch saying that Roosevelt had received a report from 
his Boston representatives to the effect that they had beaten the bosses 
in Massachusetts and passed their bill over the opposition of the ma- 
chine. A few hours later the responsible reformers, the same who had 
asked me to speak to Lomasny, came in, crestfallen, ashamed. 

“Well, what do you want now?” I asked them. 

They stammered out that the bosses had seen their boast in the papers, 
a bit of brag that they had sent T.R. confidentially; and the machine 
was going to call up the bill again for reconsideration and beat it. 
Would I speak to Lomasny again? 

No, I wouldn't. They were dejected; they accepted my refusal, 
but —but . . . “ You may go see Lomasny,” I said, “ you yourselves. 
Tell him you are reformers and good men; tell him you lied to T.R., 
and being caught, came to me to ask me to use my pull again on him. 
Say I refused, and you may tell him that when I refused I said that I 
gave as my reasons that I would not have him think for one moment 
that ] doubted him just because some honest men had told a lie about 
him.” 

They did call on Martin; they repeated what I had said, and when 
the bill was reconsidered, it was passed again. The bad boss, the worst 
man in Boston, had made good, of course. 

Now for the good men of Boston. I could tell a bookful about them; 
I did; but here now one incident will have to do. A fine group of 
young, aristocratic Harvard graduates, who desired earnestly to be use- 
ful citizens, asked me to spend an evening with them, to explain and 
answer their questions about the Boston 1915 Plan, which tempted 
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them. We met early and stayed late. I laid out the scheme, the rea- 
sons for it and the purpose, in detail. They expressed the usual doubts; 
I satisfied them, evidently. Anyhow they said they were persuaded, 
and I thought they were for us. They represented an element that 
could do the work almost alone. They were youth, the well-to-do or 
rich young men of the cultured class of the city. But I saw no more 
of them for a week or so; then I observed one avoiding me, then an- 
other. I caught a third and asked him why he was cutting me. He 
said that after thinking over our conversation, he had come to the con- 
clusion that the plan was impracticable. “It is all right in theory, but 
it wouldn’t work.” I made a point of meeting and questioning the 
others, who all said the same thing in the same words: “ Theoretically 
the plan looked good, but practically—” The old cliché, over and 
over again. Having a theory of my own about such thought-savers, 
I traced this one back from the mouths of those young gentlemen to 
a man who was an ex-mayor of Boston and a gentleman, too, and I 
learned that those young men, like many of their elders, had the habit, 
whenever they wanted to know what to think or do in politics, of 
going to this ex-mayor for advice. He told them what to think. He 
was a leader of thought, a man of experience and of theory, too. His 
theory of reform was to limit the suffrage to property owners and col- 
lege graduates. This was the opposite of mine. I also was a man of 
experience, and my experience was such that if I were to limit the suf- 
frage, I would disfranchise property owners and college graduates. But 
I bowed to this ex-mayor of Boston. He was a principal. He did his 
own thinking; however I disagreed with him, I respected him as an 
independent man and, therefore, a leader. But those others — the 
young gentlemen and the old gentlemen — who could not think for 
themselves and had to go to him—or somebody—to find out their 
minds... 

We understand that there are bosses and heelers in politics, and we 
despise heelers, but we do not sufficiently recognize that there are lead- 
ers and heelers in business, in reform, in society. I have shown all 
through this book that instinctively always and sometimes consciously, 
I sought out the bosses, the men who were “it” on newspapers, in poli- 
tics and business, everywhere. And yet I had not quite drawn the con- 
clusion that sprang out of this last of an accumulation of experiences 
in muckraking, that: 

In every city, as in every walk of life, there are principals and there 
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are heelers; the principals are few; the heelers are many. You can al- 
ways tell them. Go to a man, put a proposition to him, and watch; if 
he decides for or against it on the spot for himself, he is apt to be a 
principal and worth talking to. But if he can’t come to a decision, asks 
time and a chance to consult with his associates, he is a heeler, a “ yes ” 
man; he is not worth talking to. To get anything done, one must find 
and win over the free principals, and it is an utter waste of time to talk 
to or work with the heelers. They will take your argument or your 
book to their principal, and he can blast it with a phrase. So get the 
principals, and let them get their sheep. 

The Boston 1915 Plan fell into the hands of heelers; there were some 
principals for it, like Martin Lomasny, who, be it observed, was always 
inclined to decide without consulting even his gang, who, be it also 
observed, were not heelers, all of them, but young principals whom 
he had chosen for that reason. There were some independent, self- 
governing men in the Boston reform movement, but one of the causes 
of its failure was that I had not yet learned, to the point of acting upon 
it, the very essential, practical truth that heelers will actually kill, that 
only, only principals will give life to — anything. 


